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  Cuo Shi – Chapter 1
Fei County could be considered one of the more prosperous county towns under the Great Qi Dynasty’s rule over the past century. This place was rich in mulberry silkworms and had always seen continuous merchant traffic.

However, recently, the country roads around the county town had become eerily quiet, not even a single stray dog searching for food could be seen.

Upon entering the county proper, every household had its doors tightly shut, wine shops and tea houses all had their door panels closed, with only a few colorful banners meant to attract customers hanging limply under the blazing sun of this windless April day.

The streets and alleys that should have been filled with the fragrance of wine were so silent that it greatly disappointed any potential diners, and threw those who had been hungry for three days and three nights into complete despair.

Four begging men and women walked through the marketplace, along with a balding old dog.

This group walked along the deserted streets, suspiciously examining each tightly closed door panel.

Behind these doors, there seemed to be human shadows moving about, yet no one ever came out, and everywhere was permeated with the smell of realgar powder.

These few outsiders occasionally knocked on doors, hoping to beg for some porridge water to drink, but were met only with rough dismissive shouts, and those voices carried an indescribable fear.

A dark, thin young man said in despair: “Sect Leader, junior sister! Didn’t you say that when we reached here, we could beg for some rice to eat? How is this place like a dead city, without even a bowl of swill to be seen!”

Because he had not had rice or water for several days, the young man’s hoarse voice was rough and weak, making anyone who heard it feel unbearably sorry for him.

Hearing his words, the other two older men and women also dejectedly sat down on the ground, unwilling to take another step forward.

Just then, the short person standing beside the young man slowly removed the hood of their cloak, revealing a head of jet-black hair tied in a ponytail and a pair of lively eyes. There was even a red mole at the corner of those eyes, making them look quite mischievous.

This person in the cloak was a pretty young woman in her prime, except that her face had grown thin from hunger, making those distinct black and white eyes appear even larger, and her originally fair skin with a rosy tint now showed a slightly sallow complexion.

She said with forced cheerfulness, “Have you forgotten what Master said before he passed away? Abstaining from food is greatly beneficial for those who cultivate. Eating too much grain only increases mundane bones and pollutes the spiritual meridians and immortal essence. Now, after three days of fasting, I’m gradually beginning to understand what the old man meant. I truly feel my steps becoming lighter and more nimble, and there’s a transcendent feeling in my breathing.”

Hearing the young woman’s useless encouragement, the young man’s legs went weak, and he knelt on the ground in despair: “Sect Leader, are you certain that continuing like this will help us ascend to immortality, rather than starve to death by the roadside?”

The young woman nodded confidently: “How could that be possible? Our Lingshan Talismonger Sect’s lineage is by no means undeserved! How could we die from missing a few meals?”

As soon as she finished speaking, the young woman’s stomach suddenly let out a tremendous rumbling sound that seemed to yearn for worldly flavors, clearly indicating she was thoroughly starved.

Seeing the meaningful looks from her three fellow disciples, Cui Xiaoxiao relied on the skills she had developed since childhood through deception to smile calmly: “Did you hear that? This is the sound of the stomach and intestines shedding vulgar qi. We are only a few steps away from entering the hall of mastery…”

The man in his thirties sitting on the ground mockingly curled his lips, then turned to look at the old dog lying at Cui Xiaoxiao’s feet and said roughly: “I don’t have the Sect Leader’s level of cultivation! If worse comes to worst, let’s light a fire and roast this old dog to eat!”

Hearing these words, the new leader of the Ling Sect, Cui Xiaoxiao, raised her cloak to protect the old dog that had followed her for many years, glared at the big man with widened eyes, and said sternly: “You dare!”

The old dog named Ji Xiang poked its head out from under the cloak, said nothing, but bared its teeth fiercely at the big man, its eyes hidden in the wrinkled dog skin carrying endless killing intent.

Just as the fellow disciples were about to turn against each other and start an internal conflict, the woman sitting beside the big man was attracted by a notice posted by the roadside. She got up to look and then exclaimed with joy: “Oh my, there’s a food reward! Come quickly and see!”

The group couldn’t be bothered with their quarrel and gathered around to look—it turned out to be a notice posted by the county office.

The notice stated that evil spirits and demons had appeared in the county’s silk farm, with silk farmers dying unnatural deaths one after another, and even the guards sent to keep watch had met tragic ends. Now, the county magistrate was recruiting extraordinary people to guard the silk farm at night and solve this mysterious case.

Ordinary people would naturally flee upon hearing of such supernatural murder cases, but as inheritors of the Lingshan Talismonger Sect, subduing demons and eliminating evil was their duty.

Looking at the substantial reward amount listed in the notice, if they took on this job, they could eat and drink well here for over a month.

However, Cui Xiaoxiao showed a worried expression and hesitated to respond.

The big man who wanted to kill the dog was named Ji Wuqi, and he now looked meaningfully at Cui Xiaoxiao: “Cui Xiaoxiao, you… couldn’t be afraid and not dare to take on this job, could you?”

Cui Xiaoxiao didn’t respond, only staring intently at the notice with her distinct black and white eyes.

The tall woman beside them spoke to Ji Wuqi in a low voice: “Senior Brother, you mustn’t be disrespectful to our Sect Leader junior sister! Although she joined the sect not long ago, Master personally appointed her as the inheritor of the Lingshan Talismonger Sect before his death! We all swore to follow her…”

Hearing Second Junior Sister Jiang Nanmu’s words, Ji Wuqi reluctantly held his tongue and stopped making sarcastic remarks.

However, he was not convinced in his heart—clearly he was Master’s favored eldest disciple, but unexpectedly, before Master died, he suddenly took in Cui Xiaoxiao, this small-time swindler from the martial world, as his final disciple, and even passed on to her the secret manual recording the sect’s techniques and methods, along with the position of sect leader.

Look at her pretentious manner! She was probably already scared out of her wits by the notice and didn’t dare to accept the job at all.

That made sense—Cui Xiaoxiao had only recently taken over as sect leader and had no foundation in cultivation. She was just a petty con artist from the martial world. How could she have the ability to subdue demons and eliminate evil?

But just then, Cui Xiaoxiao confidently took down the notice and called out: “Come on, let’s go to the county office first to get a full meal!”

Ji Wuqi said roughly, “What ability do you have? How dare you take on this job?”

As long as the topic of killing and stewing the dog wasn’t brought up, Cui Xiaoxiao could always be pleasant and amiable. Even facing Senior Brother’s rudeness, she only smiled and said: “I may not be capable, but you three all have real abilities. Since that’s the case, why couldn’t we take down the notice?”

No matter what, it was still daytime, and there was still some time before they had to go guard the silk farm at night. The county magistrate would surely give the extraordinary people a full meal first!

The other few people also thought this made sense.

Speaking of which, their current miserable state was also thanks to their deceased master. Before dying, to test the new sect leader and fellow disciples’ unity, their master had cursed them: any gold or silver that passed through their hands, or any food they bought, would instantly turn to ash.

The master had said that if they wanted to eat, they could only go down the mountain to beg for alms and train themselves, accepting food given by others.

As for when this could be lifted, the old man had not given clear instructions before breathing his last and departing for paradise.

This was clearly because he was afraid they would laze around on Ling Mountain, forcing them to go down the mountain to train themselves.

After hunting all the birds and beasts on Ling Mountain for food, the group had no choice but to follow their master’s deathbed instructions, going down the mountain to train and beg for food to fill their bellies, while trying to figure out how to break the curse.

Unfortunately, there had been no suitable work along the way, and no birds or beasts to fill their stomachs.

The group couldn’t bring themselves to compete with real beggars, and nearly starved to death because of their late master’s curse.

These past few days, they had barely survived on wild vegetables and mountain fruits.

When they arrived at the county office, the county magistrate looked at these few people who claimed to be masters from the Lingshan Talismonger Sect with some contempt, sized them up and down, then said: “It seems times are hard, even beggars can’t get food easily. But being a little hungry is better than dying violently. If you’re trying to get free food and drink, you’d better leave early! This job is not easy to take on…”

Cui Xiaoxiao looked back at her fellow disciples—indeed, they were dirty and disheveled, pretty much like beggars, no wonder the county magistrate didn’t take them seriously.

Seeing several bailiffs roughly trying to drive them away, Cui Xiaoxiao instructed the youngest youth: “A’Yi, show them what you can do!”

A’Yi was angered by the bailiffs’ contempt and didn’t hold back. He simply tore off a corner of his clothing, bit his finger, and drew a crooked talisman on the cloth piece, then waved his hand. It turned into a flash of fire, the cloth became ash, and it scattered into the sky.

The unburned ashes gathered into form, becoming a hawk that let out a sharp cry and swooped toward the county magistrate sitting in the hall, snatching his black gauze cap and carrying it up to the roof beam.

This transformation happened in an instant, leaving everyone in the county office stunned with shock.

A’Yi also raised his chin proudly.

After the county magistrate recovered from his daze, he came to his senses with a face full of joy, walked around the desk, and bowed to Cui Xiaoxiao: “This immortal lady, this humble official was blind and failed to recognize your supernatural abilities. My apologies, my apologies! With your help, the evil spirits at the silk farm will surely be eliminated by you all…”

“Not necessarily!”

Before the Talismonger Sect could hear enough of the county official’s flattery, someone suddenly threw cold water on the situation.

Cui Xiaoxiao turned to look, and her eyes immediately lit up. She saw a group of young men dressed in ethereal white robes, all strikingly handsome, walking in from the office entrance.

The leader was a tall, well-proportioned man with proper features, and in the center of his forehead were four red lines twisted into a lotus flower mark.

The dozen or so people behind him had lotus flower red line marks of three or two lines respectively on their foreheads.

Watching these white-robed figures walk with their shoe soles barely touching the dust, they had an air of complete immortality.

When she saw the lotus flower marks on their foreheads, Jiang Nanmu couldn’t help but whisper: “These people… could they be disciples of the Jiuxuan Sword Sect?”

The newcomer glanced at the few “beggars” from the Talismonger Sect and spoke coldly to the county official: “I am a disciple of the Jiuxuan Sword Sect, sent by my master to come here and subdue demons.”

At these words, the faces of Ji Wuqi and the others changed.

This Jiuxuan Sword Sect had great origins, not least because of the sect’s founding master, Qin Lingxiao.

Among cultivators, who hadn’t heard of the name of the sword sect leader Qin Lingxiao?

This prodigy had once apprenticed under the demon Wei Jie, endured hardship and bided his time, and when Wei Jie’s evil cultivation went awry, he resolutely killed his master to prove his way, simultaneously absorbing nearly a hundred years of Wei Jie’s cultivation, causing his power to surge dramatically.

Now, Qin Lingxiao had probably already reached the Yuan Ying realm through pill refinement, only a few steps away from transcending tribulation and ascending to heaven.

The Jiuxuan Sword Sect that Qin Lingxiao single-handedly established was the leader among numerous cultivation sects, with countless disciples and unlimited glory.

It was unexpected that so many dragon and phoenix immortal sect members would appear all at once in this small Fei County, truly hard to believe.

The county magistrate was somewhat ignorant and didn’t know the reputation of the Jiuxuan Sword Sect. With the precedent of the Lingshan Talismonger Sect disciple’s “eagle snatching the official’s hat,” the county magistrate didn’t believe these sword sect disciples had any more outstanding abilities.

Cui Xiaoxiao had been the Talismonger Sect leader for less than a month, and before being taken in by her master, Tang Youshu, she was just a small-time con artist from the marketplace who knew nothing about cultivation.

Although Qin Lingxiao’s reputation was great, Cui Xiaoxiao, like the county magistrate, was ignorant. Hearing the newcomer’s words, her first thought was—these people wanted to compete with the Talismonger Sect for the job!

So she pursed her cherry lips and said apologetically to the Jiuxuan Sword Sect disciples: “Everything has a first-come, first-served basis. The job here has been taken by our Lingshan Talismonger Sect. You all should go look for work elsewhere!”

The Jiuxuan Sword Sect disciples couldn’t help but burst into laughter.

The leading disciple Jiang Zheng looked contemptuously at the slender girl before him and couldn’t help but mock: “Heretical side paths dare to compare themselves with our Jiuxuan Sword Sect? This is truly laughable! Do you think we’re like you, here to beg for work?”

The disciple beside him also curled his lips in cold laughter: “Your master Tang Youshu? He was once our master’s fellow disciple! What kind of bullshit Talismonger Sect? An unworthy talisman cultivator established a sect! In the end, he died of old age on Ling Mountain—truly shameful! You should leave early! Don’t come here to cause trouble!”
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These mocking words about Master Tang Youshu were too harsh!

The Talismonger Sect disciples all lost face. Ji Wuqi bared his teeth and was about to argue with them.

Just then, a sword sect youth with two lotus curve lines on his forehead immediately jumped out, extended his index and middle fingers, transformed his single hand into a qi sword, and attacked the eagle on the roof beam.

Accompanied by a sharp cry, the eagle instantly disappeared, leaving only a yellow talisman paper floating down.

At this moment, when the county magistrate touched his official hat, it was sitting properly on his head, as if it had never been snatched away…

“Hmph, what Lingshan Talismonger Sect? Nothing but illusions and trickery, unworthy of refined consideration!” the youth said disdainfully while retracting his qi sword.

In the way of cultivation, forming cores and refining qi was the supreme method. For example, the sword sect’s controlling swords with qi required extremely high talent and fortune.

The middle path, such as gathering and refining pills, could also lead to ascending to heaven in one step if one occasionally gained an immortal fate.

As for talisman crafting and similar practices, they were the most unworthy, barely counting as heretical side paths for making a living. Although they looked flashy, they were difficult to enter the refined halls of cultivation.

In the past hundred years, other cultivation palaces and sects had produced several great powers who ascended, but no one had ever heard of anyone from the Talismonger Sect achieving proper results.

Now, a small Talismonger Sect dared to speak lightly and dismiss the Jiuxuan Sword Sect disciples—this was truly absurd.

Cui Xiaoxiao originally didn’t understand these things. Now, being humiliated to this extent, she understood that the sect she had inherited wasn’t even worthy of carrying shoes before these great sects and schools.

However, she wasn’t angry. Even though the other party had mocked her sect with words, she only blinked her lively, big eyes and silently glanced at those disciples.

Seeing both sides at an impasse, the county magistrate hurriedly tried to smooth things over: “You are all sleeping dragons and young phoenixes. Your presence in our county is truly a blessing for the people! How about this—you all stay, and whoever can solve the evil supernatural matter at the silk farm, this official will greatly reward, how about that?”

The eldest disciple of the Jiuxuan Sword Sect, Jiang Zheng, sneered coldly: “We eliminate demons only because we follow our master’s orders, not for mere rewards! It’s just that your notice has attracted too many heretical side paths. To avoid complications, please don’t send anyone else, and leave everything to our Jiuxuan Sword Sect to handle. But if anyone doesn’t know their place, don’t blame me for not speaking beforehand—being killed by demons isn’t as comfortable as dying of old age!”

He said this last part obviously for those Talismonger Sect disciples to hear.

The county magistrate was left speechless by this rebuke, somewhat unable to save face, and being suppressed by the sword cultivators’ aura, he didn’t dare to speak. He turned to look at the few from the Lingshan Talismonger Sect.

Cui Xiaoxiao didn’t have the noble spirit of the Jiuxuan Sword Sect and immediately said, “We also don’t need gold or silver. Subduing demons and eliminating evil is all for the people… but… if Your Honor would provide us with a few full meals, my fellow disciples and I would be extremely grateful!”

Master’s damned curse hadn’t been lifted yet, so even if they had mountains of gold and silver, they couldn’t take it. It was better to quickly exchange for some full meals instead.

Hearing these words, the county magistrate felt he had been given a way out and immediately beamed with joy, feeling that these Talismonger Sect supernatural beings were more lovable than those damn sword sect brats.

The leading sword sect disciple, hearing that these heretical side paths weren’t very teachable, couldn’t be bothered to waste more words. He snorted coldly, turned around, and led his people away with a flourish of sleeves.

Perhaps the sword sect disciples’ aura was too strong. When they passed by, they seemed to carry sweeping whirlwinds around them, their long sleeves fluttering gracefully, their robes blooming like flowers. The few down-and-out members of the Talismonger Sect all unconsciously stepped back several paces.

But Cui Xiaoxiao remained motionless, her big eyes staring fixedly at one of those sword sect disciples.

Second Senior Sister Jiang Nanmu also followed her gaze—it was a tall young man dressed in white robes with black hair draped over his shoulders, broad shoulders, and narrow waist.

When this young man with snow-white robes and black hair crowned with jade walked by, one couldn’t help but gaze at his sword-like eyebrows and handsome eyes.

What a beautiful youth! No wonder a young girl like Cui Xiaoxiao in her prime couldn’t help but stare.

However, unlike the other sword sect disciples whose foreheads displayed curved lotus patterns, this handsome man’s forehead was completely clean and smooth. He appeared to be a newly initiated disciple with no cultivation yet.

Jiang Nanmu considered herself not given to lust, but she also followed her junior sister in watching that handsome man depart, lingering with unfinished interest for a long time.

People said that the Jiuxuan Sword Sect had gathered all the talented beauties of the mortal world, and now seeing them, this was truly the case.

After the sword sect people left, Cui Xiaoxiao and the others shamelessly stayed behind to first enjoy a full meal.

So the four people and one dog, having received the county magistrate’s promise, entered the county office dining hall to eat their first hot meal in several days.

However, halfway through eating, it seemed another distinguished guest arrived at the county office. A middle-aged man dressed as a wealthy merchant walked in with the county magistrate’s accompaniment, chatting and laughing all the way.

It appeared this gentleman had considerable status, as the county magistrate was also bowing and scraping to him.

According to the cook who brought the dishes, this gentleman was surnamed Jin, named Youde. He was the largest silk merchant in the area, owning silk farms and mulberry groves within a hundred li radius. Besides that, he had opened quite a few banks and tea houses.

The silk farm where the evil demons appeared naturally belonged to him as well.

Now that the silk farm had problems, it greatly affected his business. Not only did silk merchants from various places stop coming to collect goods, but his tea houses and banks could hardly continue operating.

Jin Youde was worried, so he came with the county magistrate’s accompaniment to see whether these masters who subdued demons and eliminated evil had real ability.

Ji Wuqi took the lead, directly bypassing Cui Xiaoxiao to exchange pleasantries with that merchant surnamed Jin.

That merchant had a pair of peach blossom eyes. Although he was talking with Senior Brother, his gaze intentionally or unintentionally drifted to the two women at the dining table, finally fixing his stare on Cui Xiaoxiao.

Tsk tsk, what a wonderful beauty!

Although this girl wore only ordinary coarse cloth clothing and sat straight-backed at the dining table, that red mole at the corner of her eye was truly eye-catching.

Even without powder or rouge, one could see this woman had clear, beautiful features, pure as a lotus that had just been touched by water drops. If she could change into thin silk garments, loosely arrange her hair in a bun, and gently sway her waist before candles and screens, she would have quite a different charm…

As he watched, Jin Youde’s gaze became somewhat meaningful.

When Jin Youde stared at her, Cui Xiaoxiao didn’t avoid his gaze, only moved her cherry lips slightly as she chewed her rice, looking back at him indifferently.

Ji Wuqi saw this flirtatious exchange between man and woman and couldn’t help but sneer—it seemed their new sect leader could make a living with her beauty if she fell into worldly life.

Finally, after the pleasantries, this silk merchant surnamed Jin reluctantly left with the county magistrate.

Cui Xiaoxiao seemed to have been stirred by this wealthy merchant as well. Although the visitor had already left, she still wanted to learn more about Jin Youde’s background.

When Ji Wuqi looked up again, Cui Xiaoxiao was already holding a large bowl, squatting by the door, eating while chatting with the gatekeeper.

She was originally very small and thin, and after these days of hardship and wandering, she appeared even more frail. Combined with her delicate appearance, she easily aroused men’s protective affection. So after saying just a few words, the gatekeeper was already telling the young girl everything.

According to the gatekeeper, the silk farm that had the incident initially showed no abnormal signs. It was only two months ago that a night-watching silk worker suddenly disappeared. At first, they thought the young man was playful and had secretly run off to indulge in wine and women.

But after five days, he still hadn’t returned.

Later, it was an aunt who swept the courtyard who accidentally looked up and discovered something white wrapped around the roof beam of the courtyard building.

When she looked carefully, she immediately fainted from fright. It turned out that enormous “silkworm cocoons” were wound around the roof beam, and a pale face could be vaguely seen through the cocoon silk.

The person wrapped inside was the previously missing silk worker. But when the villagers discovered him, he seemed to have been drained dry by some demon, leaving only skin and bones without a drop of blood.

At that time, the county office received the report and sent people to stand guard. As a result, two more officials and a helper who accompanied the night watch were also wrapped around the roof beam, dying in the same horrible manner as the previous silk worker. Only one person luckily escaped, but was later scared to death.

This time, news that the silkworms had become spirits spread like wildfire. Besides the silk farm being sealed off, shops in the county and countryside closed their doors one after another.

The confused common people could only scatter realgar powder around their homes to ward off evil and disaster, then every household shut their doors and stayed inside, waiting for the officials to solve the silk farm’s calamity.

Cui Xiaoxiao maintained the demeanor of a Xianshan Sect Leader, smiling throughout as she listened to the gatekeeper finish speaking. During their chat, she somehow managed to ask the pipe-smoking gatekeeper for a pouch of tobacco leaves.

Ji Wuqi deeply disliked this aspect of hers—truly swindling and cheating wherever she went, taking advantage at every turn. She wouldn’t even spare a gatekeeper. How despicable!

When Cui Xiaoxiao could learn nothing more, she swallowed her last mouthful of rice and returned to the dining table to whisper to her three subordinates: “This job is too difficult. We probably can’t handle it. After finishing this meal, let’s withdraw…”

Ji Wuqi, disgusted by the new sect leader’s marketplace swindling habits, simply put down his bowl and chopsticks and glared: “Do you think we’re marketplace swindlers like you? Since we’ve agreed to it and eaten their food, we can’t retreat even if we die!”

As for Second Senior Sister Jiang Nanmu and Junior Brother A’Yi, they also nodded in unison.

Among cultivation sects, the Talismonger Sect was the most unworthy and was looked down upon by other cultivation schools.

But as the flickering light carrying on the Talismonger Sect’s inheritance, they couldn’t fail to uphold their sect’s honor and trustworthiness.

Cui Xiaoxiao looked at them, pursed her lips slightly, thought for a moment, and said: “Fine, since you insist so much, then let’s give it a try tonight…”

After speaking, she pulled out an old book with a damaged cover from her bosom, decided to sharpen her dull spear before battle, learn some incantations, and opened the pages to read seriously.

This book was the secret manual that the Talismonger Sect’s founding sect leader, Tang Youshu, had passed to Cui Xiaoxiao before his death.

The other three people had no interest in this “secret manual.”

Although Master claimed this book contained the supreme mental methods of the Lingshan Talismonger Sect, passed down only to successive sect leaders.

But when Ji Wuqi and the others first became disciples, they had all received Master’s favor and were “exceptionally” allowed to read this book.

What was recorded in the book, besides the shallow incantations and talismans for entering the Lingshan Talismonger Sect, was mostly Tang Youshu’s own bitter experiences of founding the sect and following his master Wei Jie.

Perhaps fearing that after his death, his disciples and grand-disciples would forget his great achievements, the Master had specifically written his biography while alive, then put it under the title of a secret manual, making all Talismonger Sect disciples read it without exception.

As for deeper cultivation after initiation… the old man had said that masters lead you through the door, but cultivation depends on the individual—it all depends on personal aptitude.

What he said was correct. So-called talismans were merely carriers that amplified the power of those who held them.

The same talisman would have completely different effects in the hands of people with different natural talents.

In Ji Wuqi’s view, someone like Cui Xiaoxiao, a female con artist with no foundation whatsoever, would find even spiritual talismans personally drawn by Master to be as useless as toilet paper.

Cuo Shi – Chapter 3
So even though Cui Xiaoxiao was now studying earnestly, it was merely cramming at the last minute and utterly useless!

After the three senior disciples finished eating, they didn’t accompany the sect leader in her diligent studies, but went to the adjacent guest room to rest.

Once they left the dining hall, Ji Wuqi immediately began complaining: “Master was wise all his life, so why did he become confused at his deathbed and give the Talismonger Sect to this female swindler who just joined?”

Originally, when they followed Master traveling around Ling Mountain, they encountered a pair claiming to be refugees—a father and daughter. The man insisted on selling his daughter to Master as a servant, but they were a pair of thieves attempting to steal their silver while they slept.

Not only that, but the old male swindler was most vicious. Seeing that Master was alert and his attempts repeatedly failed, evil arose from his courage, and he tried to put poison in their tea to kill the master and the disciples. Fortunately, the female swindler’s conscience wasn’t completely dead, and she secretly knocked over the tea.

After Master saw through their scheme and subdued the two, he gave all his money to that male swindler, truly buying this Cui Xiaoxiao. Even though this female swindler tried to escape several times with her terrible record, Master never treated her harshly.

Ji Wuqi could still understand Master wanting to convert worldly people and reform female thieves. But Master passing the sect leader position to this female thief was completely incomprehensible.

Whenever he thought of this female thief’s stubbornness when she first entered the sect—talking back to Master and telling lies constantly—Ji Wuqi’s anger flared up.

It would be better if tonight were more dangerous! It would be perfect to let this female swindler know that the position of Talismonger Sect leader wasn’t something any cat or dog could handle. If she could be scared into disappearing without a word, that would be truly satisfying!

Second Senior Sister Jiang Nanmu brought an oil lamp to the diligent young sect leader. The sun was gradually setting, and the light was dim, requiring candles for illumination.

“Sect Leader junior sister, you needn’t worry too much. With the three of us here, you won’t need to take action at all.”

Cui Xiaoxiao looked up at Second Senior Sister, who had always been kind to her, smiled slightly, and suddenly changed the topic: “How old is that Jiuxuan Sword Sect leader, and what does he look like?”

Jiang Nanmu was stunned for a moment before replying: “This person has always been elusive like a dragon. It’s said he constantly cultivates in seclusion at his sect, and is only years away from transcending tribulation and ascending. As for what he looks like… I’ve never actually seen him.”

Although her own master, Tang Youshu, had once apprenticed alongside Qin Lingxiao, strictly speaking, Qin Lingxiao could be considered her martial uncle.

But ever since Qin Lingxiao killed his master to prove his way, slaying the Demon Lord master Wei Jie, most of the disciples under that former demon’s seat had gone their separate ways and never contacted each other until death.

Xiaoxiao nodded thoughtfully: “I see those sword sect disciples all have red lotus lines on their foreheads… I wonder what status in the sword sect someone with eight red lines would have?”

Jiang Nanmu helped her adjust the oil lamp brighter and said casually, “Those lotus marks represent the manifestation of the sword sect’s true qi cultivation. In all the world, someone who could have eight red lotus lines would probably only be the sword sect’s founding sect leader Qin Lingxiao…”

Cui Xiaoxiao nodded in understanding and asked no more. At this time, the night grew deeper, and the two chatting women didn’t notice that on the roof beam of the dim room, several silkworms had somehow crawled up and were writhing their bodies, slowly spitting silk and wrapping around the beam…

After eating and drinking their fill, it was time to work hard for the benefactor who provided the meal!

When the night drum struck the hour of hai, the Talismonger Sect members prepared themselves and, led by a bailiff, arrived at the silk farm located in the county outskirts.

The leading bailiff was still muttering: “I said long ago that this silk farm was cursed. Originally, all the large and small silk farms within a hundred li radius belonged to the Bai family from the east of the county, but unfortunately, the Bai family had no heirs and died out one after another from illness. At the time, people said that their family specialized in the business of extracting cocoons and peeling silk, killing too many lives—this was karmic retribution! Look, now that the Jin family has taken over this business, the silk farm has problems again! It’s all because they don’t respect the Silkworm God!”

Cui Xiaoxiao loved to chat. She had also heard various supernatural stories about the silk farm from the gatekeeper during the day, so she asked with great interest: “I also heard that the last young wife of the Bai family was pregnant, but unfortunately, she seemed to be unfaithful and was caught and drowned in a well…”

The bailiff looked at this immortal lady admiringly: “You’ve only just arrived in our Fei County, yet you understand so clearly! Your supernatural abilities are truly remarkable! However… that lady wasn’t said to be drowned, but was locked in a woodshed and burned alive…”

Hearing this, Cui Xiaoxiao became excited and widened her eyes: “Such a thing happened!”

The bailiff immediately perked up and whispered proudly: “Ordinary people don’t know this! It’s said that the Bai family woman had an affair with someone, and even the child in her belly wasn’t the Bai family’s… Ah, that woodshed was piled with a lot of dried tobacco leaves, and somehow caught fire. The smell lingered for three days. Sigh, it was also dry season—who knows how the fire started! Oh, right, the place that burned isn’t far from here. I heard from the Bai family servants that nobody was found in the woodshed—don’t know if that’s true or false.”

While chatting like this, they arrived at the silk farm.

The silk farm’s main gate was tightly closed, and rows of mulberry trees around the courtyard appeared somewhat eerie and desolate under the hazy half-moon.

When they pushed open the sealed door, countless moths suddenly flew out from inside. It seemed that because no one had been tending to them, those silkworm pupae had transformed into moths, and since the group was carrying lanterns, the moths fluttered toward the entrance.

Second Senior Sister Jiang Nanmu, being a girl, had a natural aversion to these flying insects and couldn’t help but cover her face and cry out softly.

Ji Wuqi quickly drew out a talisman, silently recited incantations, and soon his palms transformed into fire, burning those moths to nothing.

Cui Xiaoxiao couldn’t help but praise: “Senior Brother, you can summon true fire!”

Hearing these words, Ji Wuqi was very proud. Unlike Junior Brother A’Yi’s deceptive illusions, Ji Wuqi had been in the sect the longest and could already skillfully utilize the power of water and fire among the five elements—this wasn’t mere trickery!

In the faint fragrant smell of burnt cocoons, Cui Xiaoxiao slightly narrowed her big eyes. Just now, in that sky full of firelight, she seemed to have seen something.

But when Cui Xiaoxiao mentioned it, the other people all said they hadn’t seen anything. Ji Wuqi said harshly, “If you’re afraid, don’t come in. Don’t put on mysterious airs and say frightening things!”

After speaking, he took the lead and walked in.

But after just a few steps, Ji Wuqi stopped again, because the path ahead was blocked by sheets of silkworm silk like barriers, making it impossible to step through.

Just then, voices came from behind: “It seems you simply won’t listen to advice and have come to die in vain. You don’t know your limitations!”

The Talismonger Sect people turned to look and saw that group of ethereally-robed Jiuxuan Sword Sect disciples had come again.

At this time, they were still dressed in flowing white robes, but in the pitch-black night, their bodies emanated a faint white light—this was the Tiangang spiritual light emanating from their dantian, which could not only illuminate but also resist sword and blade attacks.

Such cultivation was truly enviable. Even the lowest disciples in the Jiuxuan Sword Sect, with only two lotus curve lines on their foreheads, could become outstanding members if they went to other sects or schools!

Cui Xiaoxiao searched among the disciples behind and once again saw that disciple with a clean, unmarked forehead. However, this time, there was a pretty woman beside him, dressed in black fitted clothing, looking like a female cultivator.

The leading sword sect’s eldest disciple, Jiang Zheng, looked straight ahead, too lazy to pay attention to the unworthy Talismonger Sect. He pulled out a compass from his robe, quickly surveyed the surroundings following the rotation of the yin-yang fish, then instructed: “This place indeed has heavy demonic qi. Everyone, be alert and quickly find the hidden demon. But be careful not to harm what’s inside its body… You understand, right?”

After speaking, the sword sect disciples scattered in all directions like heavenly immortals.

Their bodies emitted faint spiritual light shields, and they gracefully wielded spirit swords to slice through those entangling silkworm threads, wanting to quickly enter the silk farm’s courtyard.

Ji Wuqi was very displeased with the sword sect disciples’ showing off.

Among the Talismonger Sect disciples, Ji Wuqi had the strongest power, so he immediately tried to gather his dantian energy, wanting to make his body emit some spiritual light too.

Unfortunately, he had eaten too much at dinner, and with this slight exertion, he couldn’t control it properly. Loud farting sounds exploded in a series throughout the courtyard…

The three senior disciples very tacitly scattered simultaneously. For that moment, their solid fellowship wavered slightly as they wanted to temporarily distance themselves from Senior Brother.

While Ji Wuqi’s face flushed red in embarrassment, the Jiuxuan Sword Sect disciples were already displaying their supernatural abilities, their white robes flowing, their forms graceful, using sword qi to clear most of the white threads entangled throughout the courtyard.

As the most incompetent one, Cui Xiaoxiao could only watch from the side. But as she watched, her delicate eyebrows slightly frowned, and she called out loudly: “Quickly withdraw your swords, don’t cut anymore!”

Unfortunately, her words carried no weight, and those sword sect disciples continued fluttering about like agile doves.

However, one disciple in the sword sect—that handsome man with the completely smooth forehead—also suddenly called out not long after Cui Xiaoxiao spoke: “Everyone stop!”

It seemed this sword sect disciple’s words carried considerable weight, as those disciples all stopped their actions.

But when they stopped and tried to withdraw the spirit swords in their hands, they suddenly discovered that their swords were entangled with countless fine threads. These threads, even in the thick darkness of night, still flickered with strange spiritual light, as if they had absorbed spiritual energy and kept flashing.

Some disciples had already channeled their qi to withdraw their swords. When the spirit swords formed from true qi were withdrawn, those clinging glowing threads followed them into their bodies. Those disciples suddenly widened their eyes and let out wails, their skin rapidly withering like soil losing moisture.

Seeing this, the other disciples quickly drew their swords to cut those threads that sucked human essence, but the more they cut, the more appeared. Soon, their spirit swords were densely wrapped in threads like cocoons.

Quickly, their hands were also covered by the threads, and they all began showing signs of having their essence extracted.

That sword sect disciple with the smooth forehead suddenly raised his hand, and ten thousand Tiangang qi needles emerged from his palm, attacking those disciples.

When the qi needles struck those disciples, they deflated like pig bladders, their eyes rolled back, and they collapsed unconscious. The spiritual threads wrapped around them seemed to sense no more true qi and loosened one after another.

The leading eldest disciple, watching those disciples collapse one after another, couldn’t help but say painfully, “Master… you’ve destroyed their sword qi cultivation!”

That handsome sword sect man with the smooth forehead said: “I didn’t expect that demon to nourish itself on cultivators’ spiritual energy and has already gained power. If I hadn’t sealed their true qi cultivation, not only would their lives be difficult to preserve, but after the demon absorbed enough true qi, it would be even harder to deal with… After returning, give them Qi-Stabilizing Pills to slowly replenish their internal energy deficiency.”

“Not necessarily. Your method could very well ruin their cultivation foundation. Even if they take immortal pills and miraculous medicines, they’ll find it difficult to reach the Yuan Ying Golden Core realm in the future!” Ji Wuqi had seen everything clearly from the side. Seeing this person act so ruthlessly toward his fellow disciples, he immediately spoke mockingly.

Hearing this, that handsome man slowly cast his gaze over, looking coldly at Ji Wuqi. His gaze was like needles, actually causing Ji Wuqi’s unfinished words to become completely stuck in his throat.

The leading eldest disciple seemed unable to bear outsiders criticizing his fellow disciples and angrily drew his sword to teach the talkative Ji Wuqi a lesson.

But just then, Cui Xiaoxiao stared fixedly ahead and said softly: “It’s too late, that demon has already fed itself full…”
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Hearing her words, everyone looked over, but they couldn’t see anything unusual in the silk thread barriers entangled in the depths of the courtyard.

However, Cui Xiaoxiao suddenly turned and rushed toward the gate behind them, shouting: “Run quickly! It’s about to break out of its cocoon!”

At the same time, the gate seemed to be manipulated by silk threads and suddenly closed tightly by itself.

Immediately after, from the depths of the silk farm buildings, there came ripping and tearing sounds, as if something was splitting open.

Everyone immediately became fully alert, and the Talismonger Sect members searched for cover behind water vats, wood piles, and similar obstacles.

Jiang Nanmu and Junior Brother A’Yi happened to hide behind stacked silkworm boxes. When she steadied herself and looked for their incompetent Sect Leader Cui Xiaoxiao, she discovered that Cui Xiaoxiao had jumped behind that handsome sword sect disciple.

This Cui Xiaoxiao! Did she think the sword sect disciple would protect her? That person had been ruthless even to his fellow disciples—he would probably use her as a human shield later!

The woman beside that handsome sword sect disciple also seemed not to have expected Cui Xiaoxiao to suddenly appear behind them. She couldn’t help but raise her delicate eyebrows and instinctively wanted to wave her sleeve and channel her qi to push Cui Xiaoxiao away.

But at this moment, Cui Xiaoxiao suddenly spoke up and asked: “Sect Leader Qin, have you ever raised silkworms?”

Both the handsome man and the woman beside him were stunned, seemingly not expecting that such a female beggar could call out “Sect Leader Qin.” They couldn’t help but look at her.

Cui Xiaoxiao smiled slightly and said to the man with the smooth forehead, “The concealing paste on your forehead isn’t adhering properly. In all the world, only the Jiuxuan Sword Sect’s Sect Leader Qin Lingxiao could have eight red lotus line marks…”

That handsome, tall man looked down coldly at Xiaoxiao and said, “Concealing paste? I used an illusion technique. Even someone with cultivation comparable to mine couldn’t see through it… How exactly did you discover the flaw?”

This… Xiaoxiao couldn’t answer that.

When she was eight years old, she had suffered from a high fever. After recovering, her eyes became different from ordinary people, gaining the ability to see through things.

It was just that when she had mixed in the martial world and marketplace before, this ability was mostly used to help her adoptive father identify whose money pouches were full and who were fat sheep worth targeting.

During the day at the government office entrance, Cui Xiaoxiao had seen at a glance the eight deep red lines on this man’s forehead, concealed and twisted into a lotus mark.

Hadn’t Second Senior Sister Jiang Nanmu said so? Those red lines represented the sword sect’s cultivation level—the more lines, the deeper the cultivation.

Having eight red lines meant this person’s cultivation had transcended mortality, having experienced eight tribulations, with only one final tribulation separating him from ascending to immortality.

Cui Xiaoxiao had wanted to retreat at that time precisely because she recognized this person as Sword Sect Leader Qin Lingxiao.

Why would such a renowned figure personally come to this place just to solve a small county magistrate’s silk farm demon problem?

This showed that either this Qin fellow was bored out of his mind, or the situation here was deeper and more treacherous than ordinary people could handle.

Ji Wuqi had said that for the honor of the Lingshan Talismonger Sect, they couldn’t eat others’ vegetarian meals for nothing. Since that was the case, Cui Xiaoxiao could only risk her life to accompany this gentleman.

However… Cui Xiaoxiao looked at Qin Lingxiao again. This Qin Lingxiao seemed somewhat different from during the day, but she couldn’t say exactly what was different.

No time to think more. Cui Xiaoxiao looked at that terrifying large cocoon in the depths of the silk threads, took a deep breath, and continued speaking to Qin Lingxiao: “Anyone who has raised silkworms knows that when silkworms molt and shed their shells, you can’t help them by hand, or the silkworm’s life will be in danger. Now that demon is molting. We can’t just wait for it to emerge from its shell—perhaps we can interrupt the demon’s transformation.”

Hearing her say this, Qin Lingxiao immediately understood her meaning.

That demon seemed to have an increasingly powerful demonic nature. Even with him present, dealing with it would require considerable effort.

If Cui Xiaoxiao’s speculation was correct, only by disrupting its molting timing could they find its weakness.

Thinking this, Qin Lingxiao flew toward the depths of that dense web. Cui Xiaoxiao quickly retreated and hid behind a water vat.

When Qin Lingxiao’s figure moved and approached the depths of the courtyard, countless strange silk threads shot toward him again.

Qin Lingxiao knew he couldn’t activate his qi sword to touch them, so he could only retreat. His long finger hooked, drawing up a long tree branch from the ground, simultaneously swinging it rapidly to entangle those silk threads.

Just then, Ji Wuqi wanted to show off his abilities again. He flashed forward, pulled out a fire curse talisman, wanting to burn those fine threads that had entangled around them. When Cui Xiaoxiao noticed his intention, she immediately shouted: “Stop quickly, don’t light a fire!”

Unfortunately, when she shouted, it was somewhat late. Ji Wuqi had already activated the yellow paper talisman, manifesting dazzling tongues of flame that surged wildly toward the silkworm threads.

The Talismonger Sect’s methods weren’t all illusions and trickery. For disciples like Ji Wuqi who had cultivated bitterly in the sect for many years, using talismans to gather the true qi of the five elements and activate water and fire techniques was effortless.

So Ji Wuqi activated true fire. When it met those strange silkworm threads, the fire’s heat was similarly absorbed greedily by the silkworm threads. Not only were those threads not burned through, but they instantly transformed into millions of “fire lines” that wrapped around Ji Wuqi’s body.

Jiang Nanmu and A’Yi saw Senior Brother wrapped in fire lines and hurriedly rushed over to rescue him. But these threads could absorb people’s true qi and essence blood even without catching fire—there was no way to touch them.

Seeing Senior Brother trapped in a sea of fire with his clothes being burned, Jiang Nanmu couldn’t care about herself and directly reached out to pull those fire lines.

Just then, Cui Xiaoxiao poked her head out from behind the water vat and shouted: “Wait!”

As she spoke, she pulled out a paper packet from her bosom, threw it into the nearby water vat, stirred it with a water ladle, scooped up a ladle of water, and quickly splashed it toward Ji Wuqi, who was on fire and screaming in pain.

After that, water touched the silk threads; within moments, it extinguished the great fire on Ji Wuqi’s body, and those threads also withered and contracted back.

Ji Wuqi had nearly been sacrificed to fire. Now, having escaped death, even though his body hurt terribly, his heart relaxed.

However, the Talismonger Sect disciples never expected that Cui Xiaoxiao could repel the demon threads with just a few ladles of water.

Qin Lingxiao finished entangling the obstructing silk threads and now turned back to ask: “What did you put in the water?”

Cui Xiaoxiao scooped another ladle of water and poured it on several fellow disciples, then replied: “It’s powder ground from tobacco leaves.”

It turned out that when Cui Xiaoxiao was eating earlier, she had chatted with the gatekeeper for a long time, carefully asking about the people and events since the silk farm’s demonic incidents began.

Among those who kept night watch, not everyone had met with disaster. There was one who was the gatekeeper’s cousin by marriage, who had originally been keeping watch with two murdered bailiffs, but that night, he alone survived.

It was said that at the time, thousands of silkworm threads suddenly dropped from the roof beam, wrapping around several people. But the threads that wrapped around that cousin became fewer and fewer. Later, when several people were dragged away alive, only that cousin broke free from the silkworm threads and escaped.

Perhaps he was badly frightened—after that cousin returned, he developed lung disease and coughed constantly all day. It looked like his oil was running out and his lamp was dying.

But according to the doctor who treated him, this cousin’s illness had little to do with evil demons. It was because he never put down his tobacco pipe ordinarily, even his teeth were yellowed from smoke, and his lung disease had existed long before.

The speaker was unintentional, but the listener took it to heart. Cui Xiaoxiao felt that the demon probably hadn’t suddenly grown a kind heart and spared only this smoker cousin.

So she had a sudden inspiration and wondered whether that demon disliked the smell of smoke.

Therefore, she specifically asked the gatekeeper for a bag of tobacco leaves. She not only ground and wrapped them well, keeping them in her bosom, but before coming, she had also used lit tobacco leaves to smoke her clothes.

When they first entered the courtyard, those silkworm threads had attacked the sword sect people several times but never came toward Cui Xiaoxiao’s direction, which verified her thinking.

Now testing it, it was indeed so, barely saving Senior Brother Ji Wuqi’s life.

Hearing her explanation, the Talismonger Sect members finally understood what their Sect Leader junior sister’s earlier preparations were about.

The others were fine, but Ji Wuqi was somewhat embarrassed. He wanted to thank this female swindler, but couldn’t open his mouth.

However, no one cared about his awkwardness at the moment. Hearing that this demon feared the smell of smoke, the other sword sect disciples all walked over, wanting to seize Cui Xiaoxiao’s water ladle to pour water on themselves.

But Cui Xiaoxiao raised the water ladle and looked at these disciples: “The dignified Jiuxuan Sword Sect doesn’t rely on its sword qi to subdue demons, but learns from us heretical side paths instead. If word gets out, how bad would that make you all look?”

During the day when they mocked the Talismonger Sect and Master, every one of them had participated! Cui Xiaoxiao had kept this firmly in mind all along.

Saying this, Cui Xiaoxiao looked at Qin Lingxiao again, with an annoying smile at the corner of her mouth: “Sect Leader Qin, don’t you think that’s the reasoning?”

Qin Lingxiao didn’t speak, only looked coldly at his several disappointing disciples, glanced at Cui Xiaoxiao, then, with slightly darkening eyes, flew up and rapidly attacked toward the deepest part of the silk farm.

The exceptionally beautiful woman who had been following closely beside Qin Lingxiao hadn’t spoken all along. However, when Qin Lingxiao looked at Cui Xiaoxiao, she also glared coldly at Xiaoxiao, seemingly with some hostility.

However, at this moment, Cui Xiaoxiao’s attention was firmly fixed on Qin Lingxiao flying forward.

As the founding ancestor of the Jiuxuan Sword Sect, his cultivation far exceeded that disciples. When he rushed forward, his body emanated a layer of true qi armor like water mist.

Although those demon threads wanted to entangle Qin Lingxiao, when they touched that misty true qi armor, they quickly froze into frost. Qin Lingxiao transformed his hand into a sword and forcefully swung, shattering those demon threads.

This display greatly shocked the Talismonger Sect disciples.

Everyone knew that Qin Lingxiao had once righteously eliminated his relative, slaying his own demonic master, and had absorbed that demon head’s supreme cultivation. It was said that demon head Wei Jie practiced the demonic path’s Heart-Devouring Great Method. Those who practiced it needed to eliminate the seven emotions and six desires to achieve the way.

Qin Lingxiao surpassed his master. While absorbing most of Wei Jie’s power, he used the righteous methods of his self-created sword sect to successfully resolve the Heart-Devouring Great Method’s backlash.

However, strictly speaking, most of Qin Lingxiao’s cultivation was from the demonic path. This was probably why he could neutralize the power of the demon threads.

Before everyone could think much more, Qin Lingxiao had already shattered most of the demon threads in the depths of the silk farm. Under the pale moonlight, a huge black pupa was revealed above the roof beam in the depths of those buildings.

This black pupa was slowly writhing, and its rough surface had slightly cracked open a fissure—just as Cui Xiaoxiao had predicted, this demon cocoon was indeed beginning to molt.

Qin Lingxiao slightly narrowed his eyes, feeling that this female sect leader from the ninth-rate Talismonger Sect had some ability. You should know that just now the demon threads were entangled and nothing could be seen clearly—how could she be the first to know that this cocoon was about to break its shell?
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Just then, Cui Xiaoxiao had Junior Brother A’Yi bring a bucket of tobacco water to Qin Lingxiao, who was charging ahead.

“Sect Leader Qin, pour this water on that cocoon shell—it might prevent this demon from emerging!” Xiaoxiao shouted.

Qin Lingxiao knew this demon’s nature was strange and Cui Xiaoxiao’s method was excellent, but perhaps angered by Cui Xiaoxiao’s earlier mockery of the sword sect disciples, he didn’t reach out to take the tobacco water. Instead, he once again transformed his hand into a qi sword, flew upward, and prepared to forcibly cut open this cocoon.

This time, when Qin Lingxiao’s qi sword struck toward the cocoon, a pitch-black demon claw quickly extended from the previously quiet and motionless cocoon. Not fearing the sword light at all, it gripped Qin Lingxiao’s qi sword, while demon threads flew out from the cocoon again, tightly wrapping around Qin Lingxiao, who was close at hand.

This time, that water mist true qi armor was completely useless. Qin Lingxiao was quickly “submerged” in the dense silkworm threads.

Cui Xiaoxiao said urgently, “This is bad…”

If her speculation was correct, this demon was truly cunning. Earlier, when Qin Lingxiao could shatter the demon threads, it was this demon’s strategy of feigning weakness to lure the enemy.

Just like a hibernating bear awakening with an empty stomach wanting to feast, this demon, after breaking its shell, should also want to fill its empty belly.

Only ordinary mortal flesh and blood could no longer satisfy its appetite, while a great cultivation power like Qin Lingxiao was the perfect supplement.

So it had deliberately shown weakness earlier, luring Qin Lingxiao close to the silkworm cocoon before suddenly attacking, wanting to devour Qin Lingxiao in one move.

Seeing this situation, A’Yi hurriedly splashed the bucket of water over his hands.

But the demon had now poked its head out of the cocoon, revealing a strange face that was neither human nor human, neither insect nor insect. Even though the tobacco water made the monster roar in disgust, it couldn’t stop its action of pulling Qin Lingxiao.

Because A’Yi was too close, his legs were also wrapped by demon threads. He fell to the ground and was quickly pulled toward that demon.

This turn of events frightened the youth into continuous screaming. Yellow paper talismans from his bosom scattered out like they cost nothing, transforming into eagles, rabbits, and sparrows flying everywhere, but unable to turn the tide.

Ji Wuqi wanted to rescue Junior Brother, but his whole body was burned, and any slight movement caused unbearable pain. Second Senior Sister Jiang Nanmu was now frightened and standing in the distance, somewhat not knowing what to do.

At this critical moment, Cui Xiaoxiao felt for the yellow grass paper used for toileting in her clothing pocket. She quickly pulled out a sheet, bit her finger, drew a talisman on a piece of yellow paper, stuck it on the back of the old dog that had been following her, handed another sheet for the old dog to bite, then instructed: “Ji Xiang, put this talisman on that big bug!”

Master had once said that her blood was somewhat special—using blood to make talismans could better condense intention. She had studied talisman characters bitterly for one night, and with blood enhancement, victory or defeat depended on this one move!

Perhaps in the critical moment, her cultivation qi channels were opened. After the old dog was struck with the talisman, its form suddenly swelled, it opened its mouth full of fangs, and ferociously went toward the demon that was about to emerge from its shell.

The demon’s energy was all concentrated on the two prey, and the old dog’s movement was too swift. Caught off guard, it was clamped by the throat in one bite, and at the same time, that talisman was properly nailed into the demon’s flesh by the dog’s teeth.

The old dog Ji Xiang looked very excited, its mouth biting and not letting go. It rode on the demon’s body, desperately wagging its tail.

The demon’s expression also became somewhat dreamy, turning its head to nuzzle the dog that was biting it, but then it immediately sobered up somewhat and furiously tried to tear apart the old dog.

Just as the demon was distracted, the wrapped Qin Lingxiao suddenly became motionless, as if his oil had run out and the lamp died, then his tall body instantly turned into ice mist, as if drained of true qi, and disappeared into thin air…

This frightened those sword sect disciples who flew over to rescue their master into shouting: “Master!”

Just then, a swift wind suddenly came from mid-air. A white-robed figure stepped on a qi sword and descended from the sky like a god from heaven—it was Qin Lingxiao, who had just disappeared into thin air.

Second Senior Sister Jiang Nanmu was once again conquered by his grace, saying with an infatuated and enlightened expression: “The Qin Lingxiao just now… was just a false body manifested from his true qi? This is too amazing!”

Cui Xiaoxiao also suddenly understood. No wonder she had always felt there was some misty feeling about this Qin Lingxiao earlier—it wasn’t true qi protecting his body, but a phantom body…

This was the false body illusion technique that only great powers who had formed golden cores would use, requiring powerful true qi support and equally powerful concentration to control.

Although that demon was cunning, it had met its match—what it wrapped was merely a false body!

The Qin Lingxiao, who had suddenly appeared now also didn’t use a qi sword. He drew out a rusty old sword inlaid with black obsidian, raised the sword, and brought it down, fiercely chopping toward the demon about to emerge from its shell.

Cui Xiaoxiao had originally planned to use tobacco water to drench that demon to prevent it from emerging from the cocoon, then subdue and capture this demon alive.

Seeing Qin Lingxiao strike to kill, she urgently called out: “Sect Leader Qin, show mercy…”

How could Qin Lingxiao listen to her? That rusty old sword had already been efficiently stabbed toward that demon, and the black silkworm cocoon also burst open accordingly.

Cui Xiaoxiao’s eyesight was too good. She noticed that the sword hilt he was holding was carved with a blooming nine-line lotus flower. She didn’t know if it was because of rust, but that lotus looked… not red, but eerily pitch black…

She had no time to think carefully and hurriedly turned her gaze to the demon that had fallen to the ground.

Because it hadn’t fully molted on its own, that demon was only half-formed, with the lower half still in insect form. Unable to withstand Qin Lingxiao’s sword qi, its belly burst open. It screamed as it burst from the cocoon, crawled prostrate on the ground, barely breathing.

Qin Lingxiao completely ignored the dying demon, only waved his sleeve to shake off the insect fluid flying everywhere, strode forward, and found a lychee-sized pearl in the insect fluid all over the ground.

That pearl initially still emitted a dark glow, but when Qin Lingxiao held it in his hand, in the blink of an eye, it dimmed to a coal color.

Qin Lingxiao’s handsome face flashed with anger as he glared at Cui Xiaoxiao and asked: “What talisman did you use? How did it become like this?”

Cui Xiaoxiao bent down to pet the old dog Ji Xiang that had run back, peeled off her blood talisman from its body, and said casually: “Just an ordinary entry-level evil-dispelling talisman… Sect Leader Qin, although I helped you, you don’t need to be so polite!”

This girl was speaking in reverse—Sect Leader Qin’s tone when talking to her was not polite at all!

Qin Lingxiao’s eldest disciple, Jiang Zheng, said angrily: “My master traveled thousands of li to subdue demons, but you from the heretical side paths have contaminated the demon pearl. What should your crime be?”

Cui Xiaoxiao was amused by the anger of the sword sect disciple: “I only used an ordinary evil-dispelling talisman. The demon was chopped by your master’s sword. If you say I did it, you’re thinking too highly of me. Could it be that your master’s sword wasn’t wiped clean and carried iron rust?”

Qin Lingxiao seemed not to want people to examine his broken sword closely. He quickly returned the sword to its sheath, wrapped the old sword with a white cloth, and handed it to the black-clothed woman beside him.

Then he frowned and looked at that polluted demon pearl again before putting the demon pearl into his clothing pocket.

Finally, Qin Lingxiao raised his eyes to stare at the talisman in Cui Xiaoxiao’s hand.

That talisman wasn’t drawn with cinnabar—it seemed to use blood as the medium…

Cui Xiaoxiao’s finger was still bleeding. Qin Lingxiao lightly sniffed, and suddenly his face changed drastically. If not for the support of the beautiful woman beside him, he almost would have rushed toward Cui Xiaoxiao. He covered his nose and suddenly asked: “What is your birth date and time?”

Cui Xiaoxiao smiled sweetly, and the mole at the corner of her eye became even more vividly red. She suddenly walked over, approached Qin Lingxiao, as if wanting to say something intimate.

Xiaoxiao replied in the most respectful tone: “My birth date is… none of your damn business?”

The seemingly mild-tempered little girl suddenly became sharp when least expected, catching people somewhat off guard.

Especially someone like Qin Lingxiao, who was surrounded by stars and moon in the cultivation world and hadn’t been publicly embarrassed for a long time.

Qin Lingxiao was choked until he slightly narrowed his handsome eyes. Smelling the faint bloody scent in the air, he steadied his mind and said with certainty: “If I’m not mistaken, young lady, your birth date is the rare all-yin fate… People with such fate harm father and mother, with shallow family connections… You should be an orphan, right?”

This time, all the mocking fake smiles on Cui Xiaoxiao’s face disappeared.

Because Qin Lingxiao was right. Anyone who understood fate reading would shake their head after looking at her birth date.

She was a posthumous child, originally born into a reasonably well-off small merchant family. Her mother was literate, her father was a scholarly merchant who sold calligraphy and paintings, and the family was quite harmonious.

But when she was still in her mother’s belly, her father met with misfortune, encountered robbers, and died violently on the way home from business.

After her mother gave birth to her, the family declined and could barely continue, living day by day by pawning household items.

Later, her mother got consumption and became bedridden, her oil running out and lamp dying.

The uncle who had always sponged off his sister brought a wandering fortune teller for her mother, saying Cui Xiaoxiao’s fate was too hard—she was the rare “Ten Wounds” manifestation.

The so-called “Ten Wounds” meant harming father, harming mother, harming siblings, harming husband, harming sons, harming daughters, harming marriage prospects, harming wealth paths, harming lifespan, harming fortune.

Keeping such an extremely yin Ten Wounds girl at home would not only harm relatives and friends, but even if forcibly kept, this girl was destined for a lifetime of lonely suffering and wandering.

At that time, the uncle was scared out of his wits after hearing this. Looking at his still-young niece, Cui Xiaoxiao, was like looking at a man-eating beast.

Finally, the ignorant uncle persuaded Cui Xiaoxiao’s mother to sell Xiaoxiao at the cheap price of two taels of silver to a neighboring county to work as a servant girl.

Cui Xiaoxiao was young then and hugged her mother, refusing to let go, but her mother, while shedding tears, stuffed the family’s last remaining steamed bun into her arms, then heartlessly pushed her out the door.

When young Xiaoxiao was thrown onto the cart, besides that crushed steamed bun in her arms, she only had the little puppy Ji Xiang that liked to stick close to her.

It had squeezed onto the cart by force, desperately baring its teeth at the human trafficker, protecting Xiaoxiao tightly.

Just like that, one person and one dog were sold into a wealthy household in the county town.

Perhaps it really was Xiaoxiao’s fate being too ill-omened—the wealthy family that bought her suffered a house fire after just a few days. A group of robbers broke in to steal and rob, and Cui Xiaoxiao was thus fortuitously abducted by the robbers again.

Later, she was almost sold into a brothel, but fortunately, one of the old robbers had a conscience and saved Xiaoxiao. That old thief had lost his only daughter when young, and seeing Cui Xiaoxiao, he felt she looked too much like his own daughter. He developed some compassionate feelings, took her, and secretly fled, thus adopting her.

From then on, Cui Xiaoxiao walked the path of swindling and cheating with that old thief. She wandered like this for over nine years until meeting the previous generation Lingshan Talismonger Sect Leader Tang Youshu.

Now, Cui Xiaoxiao had long since grown into a young woman, and the little dog Ji Xiang that had always followed her had also become an aged dog.

Only that scar deep in her heart seemed not to have healed with the years.

Now Qin Lingxiao, for some reason, had suddenly guessed Cui Xiaoxiao’s birth date secret that she was most unwilling to speak of.

Cuo Shi – Chapter 6
Because of Qin Lingxiao’s offensive words, the smile that usually graced Cui Xiaoxiao’s face was gone. She only spoke coldly to Qin Lingxiao: “Since the demon has been cleared, Sect Leader Qin, if you have no other business, please feel free to take your disciples and leave.”

After saying this, she paid no heed to the expressions on the faces of the various experts from Jiuxuan Sword Sect and walked directly to the demon that was gasping weakly in the green pus. She reached out and gently brushed aside the demon’s disheveled long hair.

The demon seemed to be in its dying moments, with much of its demonic nature dissipating. Its head and face had transformed, making it look more like a woman.

When it slightly raised its head, one could see that half of its face was covered with old burn scars.

Cui Xiaoxiao examined her injuries and knew there was no hope of recovery.

She removed her outer coat that had been tainted with the smell, wearing only a loose small jacket underneath. She used clean water from another water tank to wash the smoke and soot from her face and neck. After smelling herself and confirming the smoke odor wasn’t strong, she crouched down near the demon again and said: “I haven’t been in the Talismonger Sect for long, and I’m not skilled in much else, but I’ve mastered the purification incantation. Let me see you off on your final journey, resolve the troubles in your heart, and give you final peace…”

After saying this, she took out a talisman drawn on a flower petal, placed it on the woman’s forehead, and began silently reciting the incantation.

The woman’s expression was initially fierce, but gradually the murderous intent in her eyes began to dissipate. She seemed to awaken from a great dream, her eyes revealing endless bewilderment.

She murmured in pain: “I was framed by that scoundrel Bai Youde. I never violated my wifely duties…”

At this, Jiang Nanmu and the others were all stunned.

Because they remembered the family gossip that Cui Xiaoxiao had chatted about with the gatekeeper during their meal.

Speaking of the Bai family’s daughter-in-law, one must first mention Jin Youde. It was said he was originally the son of the Bai family, who were major silkworm farmers in the county.

Though called a son, he was a stepson who had taken his widowed mother’s surname when she remarried into the Bai family. Before reverting to the Jin surname, he was indeed called Bai Youde.

Unfortunately, the sickly legitimate son left behind by the deceased Bai family patriarch died shortly after his wedding, leaving only a wife who was still pregnant.

It was said that the pregnant daughter-in-law was indiscreet, having inappropriate relations with this step-brother-in-law, and even the child in her womb was of questionable parentage.

After the scandal was exposed, Old Master Bai naturally wouldn’t stand for it, but the daughter-in-law mysteriously died in a fire in the woodshed, and the matter was left unresolved.

Just as Old Master Bai was about to deal with his stepson, he suddenly fell gravely ill and died.

That stepson, Youde, had long been helping his stepfather manage the business, placing his mother’s relatives in key positions throughout, having already hollowed out the Bai family business.

Once his stepfather died, Young Master Jin used his connections in the government to openly separate from the Bai family, revert to his original surname, and establish his household.

The poor Bai family was left with nothing but an empty shell, declining terribly. Meanwhile, the Jin family’s business flourished, making them the local wealthy elite.

So this demon was the legendary Bai family daughter-in-law who was supposedly burned to death!

Xiaoxiao gently probed: “You weren’t burned to death then, but escaped, didn’t you? And why did you become demonized and kill people?”

The Bai family’s daughter-in-law gasped in pain. Looking at the clear-eyed girl before her, her emotions seemed to calm somewhat as she spoke haltingly: “I… Did I harm people? I don’t know anything. There was just a black-clothed person wearing a mask who saved me, saying that if I wanted to heal the burns on my body, I should swallow a pill. After that… I… I don’t remember anything…”

After saying this, the woman was already in tears, her gaze trembling with shock and doubt: “I… I killed people… I thought it was all a dream… not real…”

It seemed she was gradually recalling the memories of becoming demonized and harming others, falling into extreme, painful self-blame.

Xiaoxiao knew that she had been too deeply demonized before, and her original consciousness should have been completely devoured. Now, with her lifespan nearly ended, she had recovered some of her humanity.

She pressed the purifying flower petal talisman to the woman’s forehead and said gently: “I understand. Sleep well. The demon that committed those evil acts wasn’t truly you. May you not encounter wicked people in your next life, and live peacefully forever…”

But upon hearing these words, the woman still wept: “I’m so filled with hate, I hate so much…”

This woman had been too deeply demonized, and now wounded by Qin Lingxiao’s sword energy, she would surely die with the sword energy piercing her heart, in extreme agony.

However, Xiaoxiao’s transcendence flower petals were left by her master and would certainly give her final peace.

The flower petals quickly merged into the woman’s forehead, and she relaxed her brow, no longer showing pain on her face, slowly closing her eyes.

Only in her final moments did tears still hang at the corners of her eyes, seeming to carry infinite unwillingness.

Qin Lingxiao hadn’t left but had been standing behind Cui Xiaoxiao the entire time. Only after the demon drew her last breath did he say: “What, you knew this demon?”

Cui Xiaoxiao then stood up, picked up her robe from the ground, put it back on, and said with downcast eyes after taking a deep breath: “I previously heard that the daughter-in-law of the silk farm’s former owner was once locked in a woodshed filled with tobacco leaves and burned alive. The smoke was so thick it didn’t dissipate for days. The woodshed where the incident occurred isn’t far from this silk farm. And this silkworm demon happened to particularly detest the smell of smoke, which made people somewhat suspicious. Master once said that the evil demons in this world are mostly born from human anger and evil thoughts. There’s often only a thin line between human and demon. I wondered if the demon that appeared inexplicably in this silk farm might be related to the mysteriously disappeared Bai family daughter-in-law. Now hearing her words, it’s indeed the case.”

Only then did Qin Lingxiao understand why Cui Xiaoxiao had kept blocking him from killing this demon.

However, he didn’t think he had done wrong. Could Cui Xiaoxiao believe that demonized people could be saved?

Thinking this, he spoke: “She has already caused killings and is unforgivably evil. If you show mercy to demons and develop compassion, sooner or later you’ll suffer demonic backlash.”

Cui Xiaoxiao said indifferently, “Different sects have different ways of dealing with demons. Sect Leader Qin should follow your own sect’s methods and doctrines.”

As she said this, her gaze remained on the unfortunate woman who had closed her eyes.

Since no body was found at the fire scene, that woman had likely escaped from the fire, but being pregnant at the time and suffering from smoke and flames, the child was probably lost.

If her guess was correct, that so-called pill was that corrupted Demon Pearl, wasn’t it? Who had deceived such a sheltered woman into swallowing the Demon Pearl, deliberately using a human to nurture the pearl, demonizing the person, then feeding on humans to refine demons?

The conspiracy behind this was truly significant!

Thinking this, she suddenly looked at Qin Lingxiao and asked: “Sect Leader Qin usually stays far from worldly affairs. Why did you personally come here to eliminate demons this time?”

Qin Lingxiao’s mind was extremely sharp, so he naturally heard the interrogative intent in Cui Xiaoxiao’s words. Could she possibly suspect that he, the dignified Sect Leader of a sword sect, would use a weak woman to cultivate demons?

Thinking this, Qin Lingxiao frowned in displeasure.

If this had been before the demon elimination incident, he probably wouldn’t have bothered with such a wild girl of unknown origins.

Everyone in the cultivation world knew that Sect Leader Qin was always cold, aloof, proud, and antisocial.

However, this young female sect leader of a small sect had a meticulous mind and could draw inferences, so she wasn’t a fool.

When Qin Lingxiao was in the mood, he was willing to explain a thing or two to intelligent people: “This Demon Pearl was refined by the demon Wei Jie two hundred years ago after he cultivated the seven emotions and six desires, then sealed it within a boulder in Jiulu Mountain. Unfortunately, not long ago, the boulder cracked and the two Demon Pearls sealed within escaped into the mortal world. I once studied under that demon as well, and feel responsible for clearing up the sins he left behind, so I searched for a long time before finding traces of one of the Demon Pearls.”

The master he spoke of was Wei Jie, the demonic cult leader who had caused bloody chaos in the world two hundred years ago.

When mentioning Wei Jie, many of the current generation’s experts, while gnashing their teeth, also secretly felt regret.

Speaking of prodigious talent, those truly worthy of this term – even the current Qin Lingxiao wasn’t quite qualified.

After all, he had stolen his master Wei Jie’s cultivation to leap through the dragon gate and enter the inner sanctum.

And one who relied solely on his power to cultivate unparalleled abilities – in the past seven hundred years, there should only be Wei Jie.

Wei Jie of that era was truly a prodigy! At a young age, he single-handedly broke into the Po Hun Snake cave and killed the two-headed Po Hun giant python with his bare hands.

Though he was poisoned by the snake and suffered greatly from it, he also comprehended the way of circulating true energy to suppress snake poison, and from then on, practiced energy cultivation and core formation, establishing his school.

But it was also because of the snake poison’s torment, plus bearing a blood feud, that Wei Jie’s temperament changed drastically. He then single-handedly broke into Lingyun Pavilion, the world’s premier sword sect at the time, competed with the pavilion master in swordsmanship, and incidentally slaughtered all the disciples of Lingyun Pavilion.

Over the following decades, Wei Jie’s power grew increasingly profound, but he also went further and further down the demonic path, acting as if he would single-handedly challenge the world, kill all the strong, with no one daring to claim supremacy before him!

Finally, when Wei Jie’s demonic arts reached perfection, the snake poison had entered his marrow, transforming him into half-human, half-snake. His entire body was covered in giant python scales, his appearance was hideous, and his temperament had become perverse and cruel.

And Qin Lingxiao, the young sect leader of Lingyun Pavilion who had miraculously survived alone, endured humiliation and bore heavy burdens, hiding his identity and becoming a disciple under his enemy, lying low and waiting for the right moment.

Finally, taking advantage of Wei Jie’s once-every-ninety-nine-years energy circulation and pill refinement to purify turbid energy, Qin Lingxiao launched a sneak attack and shattered Wei Jie’s primordial spirit.

Such a righteous act naturally won praise from the righteous cultivation path – if not for Qin Lingxiao, the world would probably still be under the demon Wei Jie’s poison.

Hearing Qin Lingxiao explain the origin of the Demon Pearl, Cui Xiaoxiao indicated she roughly understood.

So this Demon Pearl was formed from the turbid energy that demon Wei Jie had refined before his death.

A demon was truly a demon – even a hundred years later, he would still leave behind infamy for ten thousand years.

After Xiaoxiao had purified and transcended the woman, she instructed the officials hiding outside the silk farm about burial arrangements, then left with Ji Wuqi and the others.

Because she was so thin, her large eyes appeared especially clear and bright. The small red mole beside her left eye, when she smiled, carried a touch of playfulness. Especially when she smiled fully, her entire being carried an indescribable charm that made people unconsciously stare at her smiling face in a daze.

However, she had kept a tense expression throughout, displaying a cold and aloof air that made people feel she was unapproachable.

Standing beside Qin Lingxiao, the beautiful woman Ling Zhishan also quietly watched Cui Xiaoxiao’s retreating figure.

Cui Xiaoxiao had a slender figure, but her movements carried a carefree elegance. Her ponytail hanging at her waist swayed as she walked, alluring like a fox’s tail…

Ling Zhishan couldn’t help but turn to look at Qin Lingxiao, discovering that his gaze was still fixed on that woman’s retreating figure. Ling Zhishan couldn’t help but bite her lip slightly.

Ling Zhishan was the current Palace Master of the Secluded Valley’s Two Instruments Palace. The Two Instruments Palace was famous throughout the world for its pill refinement and energy cultivation techniques, and was a gathering place for female cultivators.

She had once been a disciple of the demon Wei Jie, later following her senior brother Qin Lingxiao in betraying their demonic master, abandoning darkness for light. She subsequently founded the Two Instruments Palace, specializing in pill refinement and energy cultivation, and had been supporting Qin Lingxiao in establishing the Jiuxuan Sword Sect all along.

Although Qin Lingxiao had never agreed to become dual cultivation partners with her, disciples of both sects acknowledged her as Qin Lingxiao’s companion, expecting that she would eventually marry Qin Lingxiao and ascend together.

But just now, Qin Lingxiao’s gaze toward Cui Xiaoxiao had been too focused, making Ling Zhishan feel somewhat uncomfortable.

Cuo Shi – Chapter 7
Of course, a small-time sect leader like Cui Xiaoxiao from such a minor and unconventional sect wasn’t worth much consideration, and certainly wouldn’t provide any cultivation assistance to Qin Lingxiao. Qin Lingxiao wasn’t one of those ordinary men who would be bewitched by feminine beauty.

Thinking this, Ling Zhishan’s heart relaxed slightly.

After leaving the silk farm, head disciple Jiang Zheng said resentfully: “It’s all these wandering charlatans who interfered with Master’s grand plan. Let me go deal with them…”

But Qin Lingxiao said, “No need. The spirit pearl is tainted, but it’s not unusable…”

Saying this, he reached toward the pocket where he kept the Demon Pearl, only to find it empty, the pearl having vanished without a trace…

Qin Lingxiao frowned slightly, suddenly realizing that the girl called Cui Xiaoxiao had been close to him when speaking earlier.

Could she have stolen it? But he had been completely unaware just now. With his cultivation level, he shouldn’t have been pickpocketed without knowing!

It seemed the demonic backlash within his body had made him considerably duller…

More importantly, when he had smelled Cui Xiaoxiao’s blood scent earlier, for that moment, the demonic cultivation power he had absorbed had stilled like water settling, with a feeling of being purged.

Although Qin Lingxiao had killed his master to prove his way back then, striking down Wei Jie in one blow and absorbing most of Wei Jie’s cultivation to leap to become a leader in the cultivation world, in recent years, the demonic backlash from Wei Jie within his body had become increasingly obvious.

Thinking this, Qin Lingxiao couldn’t help but touch his forehead, as only he knew the reason for concealing that mark.

When he walked out of the silk farm, dismissed everyone, and stood on the stone bridge looking down, by moonlight, the water also reflected his image, faintly glowing with heavenly spiritual light.

He wiped his hand across, and the concealed mark appeared – that red lotus had two lines that had gradually changed from deep red to black.

Once the red lotus completely changed color, it would mean he had been completely demonized by the backlash force, and his consciousness would be completely devoured, destroying years of cultivation in an instant.

For this reason, Qin Lingxiao had been desperately searching for a solution.

Three years ago, the boulder in Jiulu Mountain suddenly cracked, and the Demon Pearls “Greed” and “Wrath” that had been sealed within took the opportunity to escape into the mortal world and began causing havoc.

If Qin Lingxiao could find these two Demon Pearls and properly utilize their power, he could temporarily suppress the surging demonic nature within his body. After all, the Demon Pearls were separated from Wei Jie’s demonic energy, so he could only use poison to fight poison for now.

The Demon Pearl, currently causing havoc in Fei County, was actually “Greed,” one of the two pearls.

He hadn’t expected it to attach itself to a woman. Perhaps the silkworms’ day-and-night devouring of mulberry leaves, their endless greed, perfectly matched the “Greed” pearl’s nature, so that woman had lurked in the silk farm, becoming one with the silkworms and beginning to feed on humans.

But no matter how good the Demon Pearl was, it was still drinking poison to quench thirst, only temporarily delaying the demonic nature. The best solution for the demonic nature within his body was to find Wei Jie’s nemesis to suppress it.

Only someone with an extremely yin bloodline could do this, but those with such fortune had shallow lifespans and often died young in childhood. That girl appeared to be sixteen or seventeen years old – to have luckily survived this long was truly one in ten thousand.

When he had joined Wei Jie’s sect, he had heard fellow disciples say that Wei Jie had a destined calamity – he must not encounter someone of ultimate yin nature.

However, those with such a fate could only be born during the convergence of the nine revolving stars at the most yin moment.

The nine revolving stars only converged once every seven hundred years. It was said that Wei Jie had searched the world wanting to eliminate this threat at its roots, but even those with such fates often died young and couldn’t possibly live to adulthood, so Wei Jie had never found one.

Who would have thought that two hundred years after Wei Jie’s primordial spirit was destroyed, such a person with this unique fate would appear!

Thinking this, his gaze couldn’t help but follow that slender figure gradually merging into the moonlight…

Cui Xiaoxiao? How interesting.

Now, several senior and junior disciples of the Talismonger Sect had experienced the silk farm horror and managed to escape with their lives intact.

Only Ji Wuqi was in a pitiful state, covered in blood blisters from fire burns. Even though he had recited healing incantations afterward, it only slightly eased the pain.

But compared to the physical pain, the little swindler he had always looked down upon surprised him even more.

No one had expected that after several brushes with danger tonight, they would ultimately rely on the half-baked Cui Xiaoxiao to turn danger into safety.

Young A’Yi never concealed his emotions and said with complete admiration: “Sect Leader junior sister, you figured out the whole story just from a few words others said – you’re truly amazing! I saw that the talisman you drew was drawn wrong! Yet it could still subdue demons – how strange!”

Hearing her junior brother’s reminder, Cui Xiaoxiao hurriedly looked again at the talisman she had retrieved and tucked in her chest – oh my, indeed! She had intended to draw an evil-dispelling talisman, but because she had drawn it hastily, several strokes were wrong…

When she opened the book pages to compare… oh dear, this talisman was… a love charm talisman!

According to the secret manual passed down by her master, this talisman was the sect’s former bestseller. Even decrepit old men could become daily bridegrooms with it.

It was just that the divine talisman had low production rates – her master could only refine two per year, but it could still earn him a fortune, supporting the sect’s disciples and serving as the treasure that revitalized the Lingshan Talismonger Sect.

Now recalling how the old dog Ji Xiang had eagerly bitten the demon’s neck and kept trying to press closer…

Only then did Cui Xiaoxiao understand why that demon had suddenly lost its mind, embracing Ji Xiang with a dazed expression, then exploding from shame and anger…

No wonder the Demon Pearl had been tainted – it was her fault… This talisman was too wicked!

When she wanted to sincerely explain to her fellow disciples that she, a young girl, would never intentionally draw such an indecent talisman, she discovered that the old dog in the courtyard was still somewhat aroused, wagging its tail and flirting with a female dog in the yard…

Watching Cui Xiaoxiao grab her long ponytail and smile awkwardly, Jiang Nanmu felt somewhat excited inside.

Their late master, Tang Youshu, had devoted his life to revitalizing the Talismonger Sect.

Unfortunately, he often said that due to his naturally low aptitude, even spending his entire life wouldn’t let him touch the supreme realm of “talismans.”

Even at the end, Tang Youshu hadn’t reached the stage of transcending tribulation and ascending, only passing away at the advanced age of two hundred and two.

But when the master who had seen through worldly matters met Cui Xiaoxiao, he was overjoyed, like a gold prospector finding a nugget in the sand, declaring that this girl was heaven’s gift to revitalize the Talismonger Sect.

Previously, Jiang Nanmu hadn’t understood his master’s words, but tonight’s scene of subduing the demonized giant silkworm made him believe thirty percent of his deceased master’s words.

Regardless of this, Cui Xiaoxiao’s character, she had only relied on a beginner’s worn book yet could draw what was once the sect’s treasure talisman – wasn’t she someone with exceptional talent for talisman arts?

Perhaps, as the master had said, all hope for the Lingshan Talismonger Sect would have to rest on this young girl’s shoulders.

At the very least, the livelihoods of the Lingshan people were barely preserved for now.

Because of that huge insect skin as proof of merit, everyone in the county regarded Cui Xiaoxiao and the others as immortals descended from heaven.

And these immortal masters truly had noble character, treating money like dirt, actually refusing the reward money and only requesting meals for over a month, plus a burial plot to inter that unfortunate woman.

However, when that woman was being buried, servants from the Jin family came to obstruct them, glaring and saying that if such an evil demon woman were buried in Fei County, the local people would have no peace.

Ji Wuqi was disgusted by these people and said this was land given by the county magistrate – they had no authority over it!

But that servant held an official document written by the county magistrate: “The magistrate just learned that you want to bury that woman who corrupted moral standards. He has already ordered the land to be reclaimed! Everyone knows this woman originally violated her wifely duties by seducing our master. Now that she’s killed so many people, even if you bury her, we’ll dig her up and scatter her bones to ash!”

Ji Wuqi wanted to argue further, but Cui Xiaoxiao tugged at his sleeve: “Senior brother, don’t argue anymore. What they say makes sense – even if we bury her, we can’t guarantee that woman would rest in peace.”

Ji Wuqi sympathized with that woman’s plight and said in frustration: “Then what do we do? Just throw the corpse in the mass grave?”

Cui Xiaoxiao thought for a moment and said: “As long as she returns to the five elements, that’s resting in peace. Senior brother, I may need to trouble you to use fire incantations to perform cremation for this woman.”

Ji Wuqi understood and felt this was also a solution, so he raised his fire talisman to cremate the woman.

Soon, all worldly troubles dissipated in the flames, finally contained in a small ceramic jar.

Cui Xiaoxiao finally scattered these ashes over the Tong River in Fei County.

This water flowed continuously to irrigate the local fertile fields. Since some people couldn’t tolerate this unfortunate woman, let her ashes spread throughout Fei County’s terraced fields.

After learning about this woman’s experiences, A’Yi felt uncomfortable and said indignantly, “An innocent person was forced to become a demon. But those who commit evil deeds behind the scenes live comfortably without worry – what kind of logic is this?”

But Cui Xiaoxiao faced the meandering river, stretched her neck, then said lazily: “What’s so strange about that? Unfair things in this world are everywhere. Master said that becoming an immortal through cultivation isn’t difficult – what’s difficult is being able to act freely without overstepping bounds while still human. If you have to go against your true heart and live hypocritically as a person, you won’t be happy even if you become an immortal… Do you want to come and have some fun with me?”

The remaining few looked at each other because their master had indeed had this tone when alive. The old man always said cultivation wasn’t difficult, but he had many hobbies in life, causing too much distraction to achieve the righteous cultivation path.

However, what exactly did this new sect leader mean by “fun”?

Soon, they understood what their sect leader’s junior sister meant by fun.

One night, Jin Youde, who had been sleeping soundly at home embracing his beautiful concubine, somehow ended up disheveled on the bed of the prefect hundreds of li away.

Moreover, this Master Jin seemed to have lost his mind, fondling the bearded prefect up and down, being endlessly affectionate.

The servants who rushed in after hearing the prefect’s cries for help felt so nauseated by the scene that they couldn’t eat for days just thinking about it.

Although Jin Youde could cover the sky with one hand in Fei County, this time he had slept with the prefect himself!

The prefect, who had lost all face and couldn’t stand the disgust, had this madman beaten with sticks in the courtyard.

No matter how Jin Youde explained, he was beaten half to death with all his leg bones broken. When his family finally carried him home, they discovered that the Jin family, the richest in Fei County, had somehow lost all the gold and silver in their treasury overnight, and even their property deeds had turned to ash.

Jin Youde was so shocked he stared wide-eyed and fainted… Such ghostly occurrences couldn’t help but make people suspect that the deceased Bai family woman had come to haunt them.

When he awoke and frantically sent people to find Immortal Cui again, he learned that those several had already disappeared like immortal cranes, their whereabouts unknown. And somehow, the legal documents about the old Bai family case had been delivered to the still-furious prefect.

As a result, Jin Youde had barely caught his breath when he was arrested by officials again.

As for Cui Xiaoxiao and the others, when they left Fei County, the several fellow disciples were all flexing their sore and numb arms.

After all, searching through all the gold, silver, and precious jewels in the Jin family treasury in the middle of the night wasn’t exactly light work.

The gold-dissolving curse their master had taught them unexpectedly had such wonderful uses.

Turning gold and silver to ash was quite interesting. Since the Jin surname had built his fortune unjustly, he shouldn’t blame ill-gotten wealth for disappearing overnight.

Cuo Shi – Chapter 8
As for the Jin surname, having squandered his family fortune and offended the prefect, plus his previous bullying of men and women in the countryside that had made him countless enemies, without official backing and wealth to rely on, his good fortune had come to an end. The several Talismonger Sect disciples were too lazy to stay and wait to see his outcome.

Although they had punished the evildoer and vented their anger, the several disciples of the Talismonger Sect still faced an uncertain future. After finishing the last piece of butter cake they had brought from Fei County, Ji Wuqi burped contentedly, then said wistfully: “Master’s curse is too domineering – who knows when it can be lifted?”

A’Yi sat behind Ji Wuqi, applying burn ointment to his neck. Hearing this, he turned to ask Cui Xiaoxiao: “Sect Leader junior sister, let’s go to a more bustling town next. The feeling of going hungry is too unbearable!”

Cui Xiaoxiao was using a brush dipped in cinnabar to draw talismans. Hearing this, she didn’t respond but held her breath and concentrated, meticulously copying the patterns from the sect’s secret manual.

After Xiaoxiao finished drawing several talismans and compared them with those in the book, she nodded with great satisfaction. At least now she could accurately draw the talisman patterns.

This time, she had drawn the water-transformation talisman that was the entry-level for Talismonger Sect disciples. Using the talisman to invoke the water of the five elements, when scattered into the air, it could transform into sweet dew. If encountering fires and such, one could raise the talisman to help people eliminate disasters and extinguish flames.

After putting down her brush, she waved the talisman into mid-air while silently reciting incantations, wanting to transform the talisman into rain.

The three senior brothers and sisters all widened their eyes, wanting to see their current sect leader display divine powers again.

Unfortunately, that paper floated in mid-air and slowly fell down with no change whatsoever.

Cui Xiaoxiao refused to believe it and threw up two more, but they were still just yellow toilet paper fluttering down.

Jiang Nanmu couldn’t help but sigh in disappointment, while Ji Wuqi burst into laughter: “I thought you had ability before, but now I see that night was just a blind cat catching a dead mouse!”

Cui Xiaoxiao pressed her lips together and quickly dispelled the gloom in her heart, changing the subject: “Master once mentioned in the secret manual that our Talismonger Sect’s place of origin wasn’t Lingshan. Back then, Master had gained great fortune at Qilao’s Mountain Phoenix Pool, met his master Wei Jie there, and comprehended the profound meanings of the Talismonger Sect. If we want to improve our cultivation, we should go see the Phoenix Pool at Qilao Mountain.”

Since the sect leader had spoken, the remaining disciples naturally complied. Cui Xiaoxiao got up to pack her luggage, but a pearl fell from her pocket.

Jiang Nanmu bent down to pick it up, only to discover that this was the tainted Demon Pearl.

Compared to that night, this pearl was even dimmer, completely like an unremarkable stone ball.

Cui Xiaoxiao took the pearl and examined it from all sides, truly unable to figure out why this pearl had suddenly appeared in her pocket.

Having traveled the martial world with her adoptive father since childhood, Cui Xiaoxiao was not only skilled at deceiving people but also had supernatural pickpocketing abilities.

However, this time she refused to admit it. Although she had participated in subduing that demon, she had only taken the insect skin and never thought about taking this troublesome Demon Pearl!

Ji Wuqi was convinced Cui Xiaoxiao had taken it, looking at her with contempt: “A dog can’t stop eating shit! You swore before Master that you would reform and turn over a new leaf! Yet you take things without asking!”

Cui Xiaoxiao seriously refuted: “Do you think I could pickpocket that prodigiously talented person? He’s someone who can cleave demons in half with one sword! I also don’t know how this pearl ended up in my pocket.”

Ji Wuqi was stumped, feeling her words weren’t unreasonable, so he muttered to himself: “If you didn’t steal it, could this pearl have run into your pocket by itself?”

Hearing him say this, several people looked at the Demon Pearl with fearful expressions. However, this gray, stone-like thing seemed not to react, lying motionlessly on the table surface, really unable to maintain people’s fear for too long.

Finally, Ji Wuqi concluded that this Demon Pearl with the attribute of greed naturally favored greedy people. Unfortunately, among those present, this female swindler had the worst character, so it was understandable that the Demon Pearl was attracted to Cui Xiaoxiao.

Second senior sister Jiang Nanmu suggested returning this Demon Pearl to the Sword Sect’s leader, but Cui Xiaoxiao didn’t want to deal with the Sword Sect people again.

That Qin Lingxiao had spoken offensively, actually daring to tell her fortune – don’t think being handsome gives you the right to recklessly expose people’s scars!

She didn’t know this thing’s wonderful uses, but it couldn’t be placed carelessly, lest more innocent people like the Bai family woman suffer from it.

Thinking this, Cui Xiaoxiao rummaged through her bundle and took out the soul-suppressing wooden box her master had left her on his deathbed.

This wooden box was said to be made from phoenix tree wood from the wilderness where phoenixes roost. The phoenix was a bird of fire, and the phoenix tree it had roosted in was also an object of ultimate yang that could trap demons and drive away evil.

After Cui Xiaoxiao put the Demon Pearl into the wooden box, her heart became slightly more at ease, thinking that when she returned to Lingshan, she would search the Talismonger Sect’s artifact pavilion for magical tools to dissolve the Demon Pearl’s evil karma.

She just didn’t know that the moment the wooden box closed, the originally dim pearl suddenly emitted a flash of deep blue ghostly light…

On the way to Phoenix Pool, the scenery was quite beautiful, but they hadn’t walked far when they encountered the Jiuxuan Sword Sect disciples again.

The leading Sword Sect disciple handed Cui Xiaoxiao an elegant invitation.

Cui Xiaoxiao didn’t understand what this meant. The messenger Jiang Zheng said arrogantly, “Master requests Sect Leader Cui to meet at the pavilion ahead by the stream.”

Cui Xiaoxiao didn’t want to go. She knew that Qin Lingxiao had probably discovered the spirit pearl was missing, suspected she had tampered with it, and was coming to find fault.

Hatefully, Ji Wuqi had clearly said he used concealment talismans along the way to hide their tracks – how were they still found by these Sword Sect disciples?

Cui Xiaoxiao wanted to say she wouldn’t go, but the Sword Sect disciples weren’t very polite – that energy sword was already at her neck.

When Ji Wuqi and the others wanted to clash with the Sword Sect disciples, Cui Xiaoxiao quickly stopped them and agreed to go alone to meet Qin Lingxiao.

When she arrived at the stream poolside, Qin Lingxiao was sitting cross-legged in the pavilion, controlling swords with his energy. Seven spirit swords, emanating faint golden light, were flying rapidly above his head.

Upon seeing Cui Xiaoxiao approach, he lightly flicked his finger to recall the energy swords, then gently tapped the jade table beside him, indicating for Xiaoxiao to sit down and drink together.

As the foremost Sword Sect leader, to condescend to invite an unorthodox practitioner for tea would normally leave others feeling honored beyond measure.

Cui Xiaoxiao knew this was a Hongmen Banquet and simply didn’t sit down, just smiled and spoke frankly: “Sect Leader Qin wants to demand something back… Why that pearl ended up in my pocket, I’m also not quite clear. Reasonably speaking, I also participated in subduing the demon, so this spirit pearl belonging to me wouldn’t be excessive. However, if Sect Leader Qin wants it, I can understand and naturally should present it to you, lest it harm the harmony between our two sects.”

This slippery tone was the diplomatic skill Xiaoxiao had developed from her past martial world training.

Cui Xiaoxiao knew she was no match for Qin Lingxiao’s energy swords, so, being cornered, she naturally took the initiative to show goodwill and quickly sent away this plague god.

Hearing Cui Xiaoxiao’s words, Qin Lingxiao smiled coldly in disbelief, his tone drawn out: “It wasn’t you who took it?”

After the demon elimination at the silk farm, the Sword Sect disciples had already thoroughly investigated this new Talismonger Sect leader’s background and reported it all to Qin Lingxiao.

A female pickpocket who had mixed in the marketplace for years, yet claimed she didn’t steal anything? Who would believe that!

Cui Xiaoxiao nodded. Although she didn’t expect Sect Leader Qin to believe her, the facts were as such.

She reached out to take the soul-suppressing wooden box from her pocket and handed it back to Qin Lingxiao, wanting to quickly resolve this dispute.

The moment Qin Lingxiao’s hand touched that wooden box, the soul-suppressing wooden box burst into roaring flames.

Qin Lingxiao was startled and quickly channeled his energy to strike away the wooden box.

Just then, a bright light flashed, and the originally dim Demon Pearl seemed to be fully charged again, becoming luminously bright.

It nimbly dodged Qin Lingxiao’s several attempts to grab it, escaping like a piercing arrow, but then seemed to change its mind and suddenly rushed back toward Cui Xiaoxiao, standing nearby.

Cui Xiaoxiao was caught off guard and was struck by the Demon Pearl, knocking her to the ground. She felt heat surging at her wrist, her chest burning hot, and the Demon Pearl instantly vanished without a trace.

When she tried to get up, Qin Lingxiao suddenly walked over, grabbed her wrist, and pushed up her sleeve, revealing snake-like winding talisman patterns that had appeared on Cui Xiaoxiao’s wrist.

“What is this?” Cui Xiaoxiao asked, enduring the pain in her chest.

Qin Lingxiao’s expression was somewhat indescribably complex, glaring hatefully at Cui Xiaoxiao as if he had swallowed dog shit, somewhat unable to contain his indignation.

Finally, he seemed to make up his mind, slowly raising his eyes to look at Cui Xiaoxiao and ask: “It seems you also know clearly that I must have this Demon Pearl… Since that’s the case, let’s fulfill your wish. I wonder if you’ve previously chosen a cultivation partner for dual cultivation?”

Huh? Cui Xiaoxiao hadn’t expected Qin Lingxiao to suddenly ask such a completely unrelated question.

And Qin Lingxiao seemed unwilling to hear Cui Xiaoxiao’s answer, continuing on his own: “You probably haven’t, otherwise you wouldn’t need to scheme against me so carefully. Regardless of what sect one cultivates, if you find a suitable immortal partner for dual cultivation, it will be twice as effective with half the effort. My Golden Core has already formed – I only lack the final transformation into Yuan Ying to ascend and transcend tribulation. If you can dual cultivate with me, it’s equivalent to avoiding a hundred years of bitter cultivation… You should know clearly that such a shortcut normally wouldn’t be your turn, but you used trickery to absorb and fuse the Demon Pearl, leaving me no other choice but to comply with your wishes… Only the wedding ceremony will be simple – I don’t want to make it known throughout the world!”

When Qin Lingxiao said this, his tone was like being forced to eat shit. But Cui Xiaoxiao didn’t feel that marrying Qin Lingxiao would be like eating a ginseng fruit!

She widened her eyes and asked hesitantly: “Sect Leader Qin… are you confused from anger? I have cooling talismans for heat relief here – would you like to apply one to your head acupoints?”

Qin Lingxiao’s mood was still not good, only saying coldly: “You deliberately took the Demon Pearl and absorbed it into your body – isn’t this to scheme for this marriage?… My Jiuxuan Sword Sect has always valued reputation and will naturally take responsibility for you to the end. It’s just that a forced melon won’t be sweet. Miss, you’ve schemed so carefully – don’t regret it later…”

He now urgently needed the Demon Pearl to suppress the demonic nature within his body. And this Cui Xiaoxiao had deliberately absorbed the Demon Pearl – her heart was damnable!

If he wanted to draw the Demon Pearl to himself, he would either have to kill this Cui Xiaoxiao, or enter the cold pool together with her, man and woman alone, cultivating together for seven days and seven nights.

Although the Lingshan Talismonger Sect wasn’t a major sect, it had always been dedicated to subduing demons and eliminating evil, also considered righteous. If he killed this scheming woman, it would tarnish the reputation of the great Sword Sect.

Soaking in the cold pool together sounded acceptable, but looked bad. Those Talismonger Sect people would probably spread word everywhere that he coveted feminine beauty but wouldn’t protect the woman’s reputation.

If he didn’t marry her and word spread, wouldn’t he become someone who deceived women for pleasure?

For now, he could only temporarily become partners with her, legitimately absorb the Demon Pearl… Moreover, this woman’s blood was the nemesis of his demonic cultivation. If he found the right method, he might be able to eliminate his hidden troubles.

If she became his wife, it would also prevent interested parties from recruiting her to deal with him.

Qin Lingxiao had seen countless such scheming, infatuated women who carefully plotted against him! He just hadn’t expected to be pecked in the eye by a small chick this time and fall into a trap.

In his annoyance, Qin Lingxiao could only console himself: This woman’s fate was special, and her bloodline was also the nemesis of Wei Jie’s demonic nature – perhaps marrying her wouldn’t be too much of a loss.

Thinking this way, Qin Lingxiao’s mood gradually steadied, his displeasure diminished somewhat, only waited for this unorthodox wild chicken sect leader to tearfully and gratefully accept the marriage proposal.

Cuo Shi – Chapter 9
Sect Leader Qin seemed to have never considered what to do if Cui Xiaoxiao didn’t agree.

This wasn’t due to Qin Lingxiao’s arrogance and conceit. Whether in cultivation level, inner core, appearance, or reputation, Qin Lingxiao was beyond reproach.

Throughout the world, female cultivators who hoped to become immortal partners with Qin Lingxiao and ascend together weren’t limited to just junior sister Ling Zhishan. If he were willing to seek a bride, probably all the female cultivators in the world would be willing to be chosen by him.

And now, he was willing to take the initiative to favor and bestow attention upon a worthless female sect leader from a wild chicken sect – how could this Cui Xiaoxiao not be overwhelmed with gratitude and tearfully agree?

Precisely because of this, when Qin Lingxiao heard Cui Xiaoxiao refuse decisively without any hesitation, he finally looked at Cui Xiaoxiao with surprised attention.

“…My patience is limited, so you needn’t put on an act. If you’re dissatisfied with my simple wedding ceremony and want to make it widely known, I’m afraid you’ll be wasting your scheming. I have no patience for worldly affairs and no time to play house with you.”

Qin Lingxiao instinctively thought Cui Xiaoxiao wanted to retreat to advance, seeking more benefits for herself.

Cui Xiaoxiao suppressed the urge to roll her eyes and said very straightforwardly: “Sect Leader Qin, you seem to have misunderstood. I have no intention of marrying you, and I don’t want to waste your time cultivating immortality and ascending to heaven. You’re overthinking…”

Seeing that this woman had no intention of playing hard to get, Qin Lingxiao couldn’t help but frown even more tightly, but still patiently explained: “Since you’ve absorbed the Demon Pearl, even if you haven’t been demonized by it, you must suffer from the pearl’s yin poison. If you want to quickly force it out of your body, there are only two methods: either kill you, or you bathe with me in the cold pool while cultivating. Forcing out the Demon Pearl requires seven days, during which you must fully cooperate with me in cultivation. Marrying you is to protect your reputation and avoid dishonoring my Jiuxuan Sword Sect’s name! It’s a necessary strategy that benefits both parties.”

What? She had been poisoned by the Demon Pearl’s yin toxin? She needed to take an intimate bath with the man in front of her to completely resolve it?

Was this a proper method that righteous cultivators could speak of?

Cui Xiaoxiao looked down at her wrist, suppressed her inner anxiety, and raised her head: “Thank you for Sect Leader Qin’s reminder, but our Talismonger Sect also has some methods for driving away evil and detoxifying. Let me return and discuss with my senior brothers to see if we can resolve it ourselves. If we force out the Demon Pearl, I’ll take the initiative to hand it over to Sect Leader Qin. What do you think?”

Cui Xiaoxiao knew that Qin Lingxiao’s eagerness to save her couldn’t be because he had a great addiction to saving people.

It seemed this Sect Leader Qin was determined to get that Demon Pearl, even willing to sacrifice his marriage to quickly obtain the complete Demon Pearl.

Fortunately, this Qin fellow was very concerned with face, bearing the name of the righteous path, and she hadn’t yet become demonized. Otherwise, he would choose the first method without hesitation – killing the chicken to get the egg, cleaving her in half with one stroke…

However, this didn’t mean that just because he scared her, she would lose her head and let him manipulate her in everything!

Just as Cui Xiaoxiao was frowning in thought, Qin Lingxiao also gradually realized that this woman didn’t seem to be deliberately scheming to marry him, nor did she know the benefits of marrying him, or how severe the Demon Pearl’s yin poison outbreak could be.

Thinking this, he finally lowered his eyes and said coldly: “It seems you haven’t been cultivating for very long, so naturally you wouldn’t understand what I just told you. I’ll give you some time. When you’ve thought it through, come back to answer me. Of course, the prerequisite is that you haven’t become demonized – if that happens, it would be much easier for me to handle.”

After saying this, seeing that Cui Xiaoxiao was about to cup her fists in farewell without any intention of changing her mind to agree to marry him, he was somewhat displeased.

Although Qin Lingxiao usually devoted himself to cultivation and never gave those women who admired him a second glance, now having an unorthodox female sect leader from a wild path show disdain for his goodwill indeed made him quite uncomfortable.

Thinking this, he couldn’t help but mock again: “If cultivation doesn’t involve learning from famous masters, it’s like a woman marrying into the wrong family – it ruins a lifetime. But if you can marry a husband with advanced cultivation, it’s comparable to finding a master again. You’ve already chosen the wrong sect to join – don’t miss this opportunity too.”

Cui Xiaoxiao wanted to cultivate, but became a disciple of someone like Tang Youshu, who was so worthless. In the end, after all that cultivation, she was still just a mortal. If she weren’t stupid, she should naturally seize this marriage opportunity and give herself a chance to change her fate.

Unfortunately, even though he had spoken so transparently, this girl with a fox-tail braid remained unmoved.

When she heard him mock her for joining the wrong sect, Cui Xiaoxiao’s large eyes narrowed slightly, and a mocking smile appeared at the corner of her mouth: “Although I don’t understand cultivation at all, I understand quite a bit about human nature and worldly affairs. I’ve never heard of cultivation masters having the habit of marrying lowly wives. Looking down on me so much yet wanting to marry me – Sect Leader Qin, you’re quite contradictory. Moreover, you said I have a fate that harms ten people – aren’t you afraid I’ll curse you… to death if you marry me?”

As she said this, she tilted her head slightly, her large eyes flashing with cunning light, her fox-tail-like long hair swaying lightly behind her head, looking extremely infuriating.

Qin Lingxiao discovered that this unorthodox female sect leader really loved holding grudges. Just because he had mentioned her poor fate, she was now getting back at him here.

Cui Xiaoxiao looked at Qin Lingxiao’s frost-covered face and continued probing: “Your sect looks down on our Lingshan Talismonger Sect from top to bottom. Why would you do wrong to yourself to marry someone like me from an unorthodox sect? Could there be no benefit for you? What are you sacrificing for? Sect Leader Qin, if you won’t tell the truth, there’s no need for us to continue talking, is there?”

In terms of cultivation, she definitely couldn’t match Qin Lingxiao. But when it came to scheming and calculating people’s hearts… Xiaoxiao had seen more scoundrels and swindlers of all kinds than demons that this Qin fellow had subdued!

Qin Lingxiao was once again harshly confronted by this little girl’s words. Faced with such an unteachable woman, Qin Lingxiao felt like he was casting pearls before swine and was too lazy to continue persuading her, so he simply decided to speak more frankly.

“Your bloodline is special, and you’ve been poisoned by the Demon Pearl’s yin toxin – I’m afraid the outbreak will be even more severe. At that time, you’ll probably wish you were dead rather than alive… Sect Leader Cui, take care…”

Cui Xiaoxiao was momentarily silenced by his description of the yin poison outbreak.

She thought of the Demon Pearl that had suddenly appeared in her pocket. Qin Lingxiao had said her bloodline was special – could that Demon Pearl have sought her out deliberately?

If that were true, did this Demon Pearl want to assimilate her into a demon? Make her like that Bai family woman from before?

Having said this much, Qin Lingxiao was too lazy to look at that sharp-tongued Cui Xiaoxiao again.

He was determined not to care anymore, letting Cui Xiaoxiao experience the pain of the Demon Pearl’s yin poison outbreak. Otherwise, this little girl would think she was a national beauty who had bewitched people into having to marry her!

Thinking this, Qin Lingxiao flicked his sleeves, summoned his energy sword, leaped up gracefully, and departed with an immortal bearing, riding his sword through the air.

This ability to travel by sword was not something ordinary people could witness.

Cui Xiaoxiao sensed the coldness in Qin Lingxiao’s tone just now, as if her ungrateful refusal had made that Sect Leader Qin feel she was rather tactless.

However, she now had no time to consider the prodigiously talented one’s feelings and only stared fixedly at that line on her arm.

Could what Qin Lingxiao said be true? Had she been poisoned by the Demon Pearl’s yin toxin?

When Cui Xiaoxiao returned to see her senior brothers and sisters and told them about the Demon Pearl’s sudden evil intrusion into her body, several fellow disciples immediately jumped back in alarm.

A’Yi was even quicker, slapping an evil-dispelling talisman on his sect leader’s forehead.

Cui Xiaoxiao removed the talisman irritably: “I haven’t become a demon yet!”

The second senior sister first approached apologetically, looked at Cui Xiaoxiao’s wrist, then, as if remembering something, told Cui Xiaoxiao to quickly flip through the Master’s secret manual to see if there were any methods for breaking the curse.

Cui Xiaoxiao flipped through it several times and felt that the only thing related to poison was this passage.

Tang Youshu liked to record every detail of his cultivation life in his autobiographical secret manual, and Tang Youshu had also visited the Po Hun Snake cave that Wei Jie had broken into two hundred years ago, witnessing the power of that two-headed Po Hun giant python.

The Po Hun Snake dwelt in the deep valley below Qilao Mountain’s Phoenix Pool. As the name suggests, once contaminated by snake poison, even masters with a hundred years of cultivation would suffer soul-scattering agony from the snake venom.

Especially during the first three days of poisoning, all the blood in the body would boil, making it impossible to concentrate on expelling the poison. No matter how great one’s cultivation abilities, they would be scalded to death by their blood, dying in a horrible state.

Tang Youshu had personally witnessed in the Po Hun Snake cave by Phoenix Pool that someone had survived after being bitten.

That person was Tang Youshu’s later master, the demon Wei Jie!

Master had been very puzzled about how his master had managed to do this.

It wasn’t until later that Master discovered that Wei Jie had, after being poisoned, desperately captured that snake, and after cutting off the snake’s head, he had cut his wrist and exchanged blood with the two-headed snake in a life-or-death struggle.

This extreme approach allowed Wei Jie to survive by chance, and it was precisely because he had replaced most of his body with snake blood that he eventually became covered in snake scales all over his body, with a temperament as perverse and sinister as a snake. However, Wei Jie seemed unwilling to be controlled by the snake blood in his body forever.

So when his cultivation became increasingly profound, he devised a solution: refining the yin poison within his body into Demon Pearls and forcing them out of his body.

Unfortunately, doing so would temporarily greatly reduce his magical power and cultivation. It was precisely because of this that Qin Lingxiao had the opportunity to kill his master.

Reading this, Cui Xiaoxiao finally understood that the Demon Pearl within her body was closely related to the Po Hun Snake and was refined from Wei Jie’s demonic turbid energy.

It seemed Qin Lingxiao’s words weren’t simply meant to frighten her.

However, Master’s book also mentioned in passing that there were detoxifying miraculous herbs in the Po Hun Snake cave that had once helped Wei Jie endure the snake poison.

Fortunately, the place they were heading to was Phoenix Pool at Qilao Mountain – perhaps they could find this strange herb in the valley below Phoenix Pool.

Thinking this, Cui Xiaoxiao’s heart settled slightly.

When the second senior sister heard that Cui Xiaoxiao had declined Qin Lingxiao’s marriage proposal, she couldn’t help but exclaim: “My heavens! Qin Lingxiao was willing to marry you to save you! And you had the heart to refuse!”

By the end, her voice carried endless regret. It seemed that cultivation masters as handsome as Qin Lingxiao were indeed very capable of capturing women’s hearts. There was a reason for his pride.

Even the eldest senior brother expressed that if she could marry Qin Lingxiao for dual cultivation, her cultivation would skyrocket in a short time. Cui Xiaoxiao’s refusal without even thinking showed not only that her cultivation wasn’t progressing, but her brain wasn’t clear, either!

However, he thought Qin Lingxiao’s brain wasn’t clear either, willing to sacrifice his marriage to save a female swindler. Could he have been bewitched by Cui Xiaoxiao’s pretty appearance? If he truly had so little determination, he wouldn’t be able to ascend past the heavenly tribulation!

Cuo Shi – Chapter 10
Cui Xiaoxiao couldn’t explain clearly to her two senior brothers, but while digging wild vegetables alone, she had the opportunity to speak with the second senior sister in detail.

After listening, Jiang Nanmu widened her eyes slightly: “You mean Qin Lingxiao isn’t just seeking to marry you to help you detoxify?”

Cui Xiaoxiao was digging wild vegetables by the roadside with the old dog Ji Xiang. Hearing this, she wiped the sweat from her forehead and said: “Although the Jiuxuan Sword Sect’s reputation sounds respectable, what kind of righteous cultivator would a traitor who could kill his master be? His cultivation may be high, but in terms of character, he’s far inferior to our master! I once swore to master that I would cleanse my heart, reform myself, and make the Talismonger Sect flourish. How could I possibly submit to some worthless major sect under coercion and disgrace our Talismonger Sect’s reputation?”

Jiang Nanmu thought about it – since the master’s death, this Cui Xiaoxiao had indeed seemed like a different person, no longer cynical, and her temper much improved.

She couldn’t help but be curious about what had happened during those three days and nights when the master had taken Cui Xiaoxiao into seclusion in the Lingshan cave before his death.

Why had master seemed to have his vitality completely drained after emerging, quickly becoming listless and then suddenly passing away, while Cui Xiaoxiao seemed like a changed person, no longer having such a difficult personality?

When Jiang Nanmu tentatively asked about this, Cui Xiaoxiao pressed her lips together and said softly: “Have you heard of the retrospective illumination method?”

Jiang Nanmu shook her head – she had never heard of this.

Cui Xiaoxiao smiled bitterly and said no more, only her hands digging wild vegetables gradually slowed as she couldn’t help but recall those final moments with the master…

Only she knew that master Tang Youshu had exhausted his lifelong cultivation to use the retrospective illumination method, just so she could revisit that most unforgettable scene from her nightmares.

She had always thought that her mother had heartlessly sold her daughter because she disliked her poor fate and wanted to send the jinx far away.

Standing by the cart, Xiaoxiao personally witnessed that after the cart pulled away, the tearful little girl, a gaunt mother, walked tremblingly out of the dilapidated courtyard.

Mother was also in tears, watching the cart roll away.

Uncle was still complaining to mother: “When people sell daughters, if it’s a death contract, it’s at least ten taels of silver! You only sold for three taels, and then gave those three taels to the cart driver – what’s the logic in that? Sister, are you sick and confused?”

Mother’s gaze became cold and clear as she said softly, “Even if the doctor didn’t say so, I know I won’t last more than a few days with this illness. You believed that charlatan’s words – when I’m gone, you won’t be able to tolerate my Xiaoxiao either. Since that’s the case, I might as well find her a place where she can have clothes and food. That human trafficker is from the village and is quite reliable – I charged less money so she would wholeheartedly arrange for Xiaoxiao to be placed in a good family as a maid, giving her stable work. I gave money to the cart driver, hoping he would take care of Xiaoxiao along the way… I sold a ten-year living contract – after ten years, when Xiaoxiao grows up, she can redeem herself and make her living. I have no ability as a mother – this is the last thing I can do for Xiaoxiao…”

By the end, mother’s words were choked in her throat, her eyes staring blankly at the departing cart, full of reluctance.

And standing nearby, the now grown-up Xiaoxiao just stood there in a daze.

At that moment, the great stone of cynicism that had been pressing on her heart due to being abandoned by her mother seemed to be lifted all at once.

So, mother hadn’t disliked her poor fate, but was terminally ill and truly unable to care for herself. Knowing that her uncle’s family was unreliable, she could only arrange her future as best she could before dying…

At that moment, all the forgotten fragments of old memories flooded back to her heart.

Her dear mother had loved her since childhood. Although the family was poor and couldn’t afford private school, her literate mother had always personally taught her to read and write…

The night before being sold, mother had held her tightly while sleeping. When she woke up the next day, she discovered that her hair against her mother’s cheek was wet.

Xiaoxiao wanted to call out “Mother,” but her voice seemed choked, and only tears silently flowed down her cheeks.

When she tried to move her feet, the once-familiar family home and relatives disappeared like smoke.

Tang Youshu’s miraculous technique could briefly reverse time and recreate past scenes.

Cui Xiaoxiao could only observe as a spectator, unable to speak with people from the past, much less truly reunite with her mother.

The master had regretfully said that there were more exquisite ancient spells than time retrospection that could make time flow backward and allow free travel through past and present.

Unlike his method, which exhausted a lifetime of magic, yet only provided a brief glimpse of the past without true immersion.

However, such exquisite methods of overturning heaven and earth violated celestial secrets. Even those ranked among the immortals couldn’t use them casually, or they would surely face heavenly punishment.

Tang Youshu had depleted his cultivation to restore the truth of when Cui Xiaoxiao was sold years ago, actually to resolve this unruly girl’s psychological knots.

He knew his destiny had arrived, and depleting his cultivation further shortened his lifespan. But if it could help Cui Xiaoxiao resolve her psychological barriers and have a heart inclined toward goodness, then his painstaking efforts wouldn’t be in vain.

Recalling master’s final words to her, Cui Xiaoxiao sighed deeply.

Master didn’t consider her to have the so-called “ten-harm” fate – quite the opposite. Such an extremely yin fate, having severed worldly attachments, would be a once-in-a-generation talent of great ability if the right opportunity arose.

Cui Xiaoxiao should have been short-lived, but could live to this age, clearly showing that this humble life was a flaw in destiny.

The so-called “fate,” though heaven’s command, had the character “person” above the command, meaning that while fate was determined by heaven, it wasn’t beyond human power to change.

Unfortunately, true destiny reading, like the Talismonger path, had been neglected by people for too long, leading to rampant false theories and the absurd practice of determining a person’s entire life by their fate.

For the first time since becoming aware, Cui Xiaoxiao heard someone say her birth chart was good.

She had suspected Tang Youshu was talking nonsense and only asked what would happen if he misjudged and mistook a plague god for a treasure.

In Cui Xiaoxiao’s view, after Tang Youshu forcibly “bought” her from her adoptive father, his health had deteriorated daily, clearly showing her ability to “curse people” was not to be underestimated.

But Tang Youshu smiled slightly: “My lifespan was already at its end – what does that have to do with you, little girl? As for your future path, it’s entirely up to you. Although I told your senior brothers that you could bring glory to the Talismonger Sect, I was just humoring them. Our Lingshan Talismonger Sect is just a small sect I created on a whim – there’s no sectoral glory to speak of. In any case, I’m entrusting the Talismonger Sect to you. You can do whatever you want – just don’t let your senior brothers starve to death, and you won’t have failed my entrustment… Take your senior brothers down the mountain for training. You… will have great fortune.”

Thus, the begging bowl of the Lingshan Talismonger Sect was passed to the young Cui Xiaoxiao.

Thinking of master’s earnest entrustment to revitalize the Talismonger Sect, Cui Xiaoxiao quickened her movements and no longer dwelled on the past, focusing wholeheartedly on digging wild vegetables – at the very least, she now had to feed her fellow disciples.

Seeing Cui Xiaoxiao ramble incomprehensibly without answering her question, Jiang Nanmu sighed and stopped asking, joining Cui Xiaoxiao in digging.

They had now arrived at a place called Chixi Prefecture, with winding streams everywhere, so the eldest senior brother used talisman runes to control water and even caught several fat fish from the streams.

With fat fish as additional dishes, today’s dinner became somewhat sumptuous. Not only was there fish head stewed with wild vegetable soup, but also fire-roasted fat fish, eaten with cakes brought from Fei County. All of them ate quite satisfactorily.

The eldest senior brother, who usually spoke harshly to Cui Xiaoxiao, even pleasantly served her fish meat twice during dinner.

Before Xiaoxiao could be moved, Ji Wuqi spoke bluntly, saying she didn’t have many days left to live anyway. He was just pitying someone about to die.

When the day came for her to become demonized, she shouldn’t blame him, her senior brother, for ruthlessly destroying beauty and righteously eliminating relatives.

There was no choice – eliminating demons and protecting the way was what righteous warriors must do. Even if she held the title of sect leader, it wouldn’t matter.

Cui Xiaoxiao looked at the somewhat evasive gazes of the second senior sister and little junior brother – their meaning was probably the same.

Cui Xiaoxiao was also very worried about being poisoned by the Demon Pearl’s yin toxin, but after so much time had passed, apart from the mark appearing on her wrist, she showed no abnormal symptoms.

Hearing her eldest senior brother’s words, she said that even if she became demonized, she would probably be quite weak. After all, Demon Pearls needed to attach to people with deep resentment to exert maximum demonic power.

However, if the eldest senior brother kept speaking so harshly to her, it would easily create psychological demons – don’t blame her then for only chasing and biting Ji Wuqi alone!

Seeing she still had the mood to joke, Ji Wuqi couldn’t help but glare at her fiercely, then lowered his head to continue drinking soup and eating fish.

During the meal, A’Yi specifically looked at the map and discovered that Cui Xiaoxiao had led them the wrong way – this place was quite a detour from Qilao Mountain’s Phoenix Pool.

Xiaoxiao somewhat disbelievingly took the map, and indeed it was! So yesterday at a fork in the road, after hesitating, she still took the wrong path. Fortunately, the detour wasn’t too far – they could find their way back to the original route tomorrow morning.

After eating, it was time for nighttime cultivation practice.

Although the Talismonger Sect mainly focused on talisman refining, activating spirit talismans still required cultivating dantian true energy and utilizing the essence of the sun and moon.

So meditating under the moon was an essential path for almost every cultivator.

Compared to the other three fellow disciples, Cui Xiaoxiao had no foundation in meditation and inevitably suffered from beginner’s problems. After a short while, she felt her waist aching and wanted to move around.

When she half-opened her eyes, the other three fellow disciples were still steadily in meditation, but the old dog Ji Xiang that had been lying at her feet was nowhere to be seen.

She looked around and saw Ji Xiang following the stream toward dense trees. She quickly got up to chase after him, but as she walked, mist gradually rose around her, and the stream at her feet somehow suddenly became viscous.

Cui Xiaoxiao suddenly stopped and loudly called for Ji Xiang.

The surroundings were empty with no sign of the old dog. Just then, a pitch-black cave suddenly appeared before Cui Xiaoxiao. This cave appeared abruptly and had a terrifying shape – it looked like a skull.

Cui Xiaoxiao examined it and suddenly turned to flee. She had always valued her life and had no curiosity – with the cave looking like this, she’d have to be brain-damaged to want to enter!

But just as she turned around, a tremendous suction force suddenly appeared behind her, instantly pulling her slender body inside.
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Soon, Cui Xiaoxiao felt her body being tightly wrapped by some viscous liquid, continuously sinking deeper and deeper…

When she could no longer move at all, Cui Xiaoxiao’s heart instead calmed down.

She quickly closed her eyes, then suddenly opened them wide. The supernatural ability she had awakened in her childhood meant she wouldn’t be misled by illusions, but could instead see everything around her.

Amidst the bloody filth, she saw a pair of cold, eerie red-black eyes staring straight at her through the bloody mist.

Cui Xiaoxiao tried to negotiate: “May I ask this hero’s esteemed name? If you have any requests, why not speak them first? We can discuss and negotiate, harmony brings wealth!”

Those eyes filled with murderous intent seemed not to have expected this little girl to be so bold, and in all these long years, she was the first person who could see him…

Cui Xiaoxiao’s words seemed to have an effect. The force that wrapped around her like a giant python seemed to ease slightly, then a low voice tinged with bloodthirsty killing intent whispered in her ear: “You… can see me?”

Seeing that this demon wrapped in thick blood seemed reasonable, Cui Xiaoxiao quickly said: “Yes, I’ve had some supernatural abilities since childhood, able to see things that ordinary people cannot see.”

Just then, the blood sea that pervaded the entire cave seemed to gather into a large palm, dripping with thick black blood drops, grabbing Cui Xiaoxiao’s chin. Those eyes seemed to move closer, examining her up and down with slight disdain, then sneered coldly: “Qin Lingxiao took a fancy to trash like you…”

Cui Xiaoxiao hadn’t expected this mysterious blood demon to know about Qin Lingxiao wanting to marry her, but from the tone, it seemed the blood demon, like Qin Lingxiao, greatly looked down on her qualifications.

So she laughed dryly and said: “I know my qualifications are shallow and I’m unworthy to be Sect Leader Qin’s wife…”

She thought the blood demon looked down on her and felt sorry for Qin Lingxiao, so she’d go along with the conversation.

But unexpectedly, this time the blood demon didn’t wait for her to finish speaking before forcefully gripping her chin tighter, its tone filled with killing intent: “Sect Leader Qin? He’s worthy of that title?”

The sudden force hurt so much that Xiaoxiao squinted her large eyes, the red mole at the corner of her eye trembling slightly under the shadow of her long lashes.

After the blood demon became angry, its bloody, muddy body transformed into a giant snake, slowly winding around Xiaoxiao’s ear, accompanied by dripping sounds as it deliberately lowered its voice: “Today, you suffered enough humiliation in front of that boy Qin Lingxiao, didn’t you? The way he looked at you was like looking at pig shit! Don’t you feel angry? Angry that he looks down on your master, even angrier that you lack ability… It doesn’t matter, I’ll give you a chance. As long as you’re willing to listen to me, I’ll make you very strong, very strong… so strong that everyone will have to prostrate at your feet…”

As it spoke, the bloody hot breath drilled straight into Cui Xiaoxiao’s ear canal, carrying a hoarse magnetic tone that made her blood vessels throb in rhythm…

For a moment, something seemed to explode in Cui Xiaoxiao’s heart. The helpless grievances of being sold and living in displacement since childhood, the humiliating anger of being caught and beaten while stealing on the streets – all surged up at once.

Yes, she was too weak!

If she were as powerful as Qin Lingxiao, able to kill at will all those who bullied her, how… how wonderful that would be…

When she thought this way, she didn’t realize that the black blood wrapped around her body seemed to grow more and more, thicker and stickier, finally almost like a blood cocoon about to wrap her inside.

Cui Xiaoxiao slowly closed her eyes in that soul-bewitching voice…

So tired, and the surroundings were so warm and comfortable. If she could just sleep for a while… but she still couldn’t peacefully sink into the surrounding warmth, always feeling like she had forgotten something important.

Just as she was about to fall into chaos, waves of pain came from her palm.

It turned out that just moments ago, Xiaoxiao had gripped the thin blade she had turned out from her wristguard in her palm – this was a skill she had mastered when making a living on the streets with her swindler foster father.

With just two fingers pinching the thin blade, she could instantly cut open pedestrians’ money pouches and bags. This was also Xiaoxiao’s weapon for self-protection when encountering danger throughout her life.

The wandering life since childhood had surrounded her with all kinds of people, and there were countless rogues who, discovering she was a girl, harbored ill intentions.

One dangerous encounter after another had made Cui Xiaoxiao very vigilant and unwilling to easily believe those coaxing words.

Just when the blood demon approached her, she gripped the blade tightly in her hand. Her long vagrant life had made her body automatically make judgments faster than her brain.

As a result, just when she was about to lose consciousness, she was finally awakened by this bit of pain from being cut by the blade!

What was happening? How could she easily let an invisible monster stir her emotions and make her drowsy again?

Could it be… that this blood demon’s words had the effect of arousing people’s inner demons?

Xiaoxiao still remembered the experience of subduing demons at the Silk Farm, and she also remembered that the Bai family’s daughter-in-law had also been invaded by evil energy due to inner demons, so much so that after becoming a demon, she couldn’t remember things clearly.

It seemed this blood demon also planned to follow the same pattern, making her the next Bai family daughter-in-law!

Cui Xiaoxiao understood clearly: she had to escape the blood demon as soon as possible and absolutely could not be controlled by it, although the talismans she drew weren’t very effective; if they had the enhancement of her extremely yin blood, they seemed to have some use.

Thinking of this, she used her cut hand to struggle to pull out a talisman from her sleeve – this was the water-transforming talisman she had drawn earlier.

After the water-transforming talisman was soaked with Xiaoxiao’s fresh blood, she suddenly threw the talisman toward the blood demon while silently chanting incantations in her mouth, wanting to use water to wash away the viscous blood that covered her entire body and shackled her.

But after chanting several times continuously, she didn’t hear the sound of rushing water. Instead, a warm current flowed out from her cut wound like a thin snake.

Cui Xiaoxiao silently called out that this was bad! Her half-baked incantation seemed to have been recited wrong. The talisman wasn’t summoning water, but started summoning the blood from within her body.

If this continued, before the blood demon could strike, she would die from blood loss.

But what she never expected was that when the water talisman drew the blood threads flowing from Xiaoxiao’s palm like vines entangling the blood demon, the blood demon suddenly stared with disbelieving eyes, let out a painful, muffled groan, then instantly threw Cui Xiaoxiao away.

The blood demon muttered in disbelief: “I actually can’t control you! What mystery lies in your blood? I don’t believe it! Besides him, there’s a second person in this world who can break free from my control…”

Cui Xiaoxiao couldn’t understand what it was shouting about. After her arms regained freedom, she cut another wound on her palm and continued drawing blood while chanting incantations.

This time, Cui Xiaoxiao grasped some technique and was able to simultaneously draw out two blood threads that, like spirit snakes, attacked the blood demon again.

The blood demon seemed very wary of Cui Xiaoxiao’s blood and didn’t dare to engage directly. It only let out an angry roar before disappearing with its bloody viscosity into the dark recesses of the cave.

Xiaoxiao could no longer hear what it shouted at the end.

Just as the blood demon disappeared, a rebounding force quickly bounced her up. When she was about to hit the ground, the feeling of weightlessness made Cui Xiaoxiao cry out in alarm.

But when she opened her eyes again, Xiaoxiao, drenched in sweat, found herself still sitting on the meditation cushion. The gentle breeze blew around her, moonlight reflected on the babbling stream, and the campfire beside her had not yet been extinguished…

The other three fellow disciples meditating were startled by her cry and opened their eyes to look at her.

Ji Wuqi said harshly, “Instead of meditating properly, what are you screaming about? Oh, you must have been slacking off, fell asleep, and had a nightmare, right?”

Cui Xiaoxiao touched the sweat on her forehead, widened her eyes, and tried hard to identify the surroundings, confirming that she was still meditating by the stream. Everything just now… seemed to really have been a dream.

But just then, Jiang Nanmu stared wide-eyed at Xiaoxiao’s chin: “Xiaoxiao, why is your chin red?”

Xiaoxiao stood up and went to the stream, using the campfire’s faint light to see her face.

On her pointed chin, there were several red marks. Xiaoxiao slowly reached out her hand and pressed on those red marks – they were the traces left by a large hand’s grip, the same as where the blood demon had gripped her chin in her dream just now!

Was that… a dream?

Moreover, in her right palm… she was gripping the thin blade hidden in her wristguard… At this moment, the blood marks on her palm had not yet congealed and were still dripping blood.

She suddenly became alert and quickly turned to look for her old dog Ji Xiang, but found it wasn’t staying by her side. When she called out, a familiar dog barking came from the nearby bushes.

When they went over, they discovered the dog barking was coming from a cave hidden among the bushes.

Cui Xiaoxiao recalled her recent dream, and a chill ran up her spine. However, this cave looked ordinary, not like the sinister scene full of skulls from her dream.

The old dog’s barking also sounded pitiful. Cui Xiaoxiao couldn’t worry about so much, so she held up a torch and called for Ji Xiang while tentatively walking in.

When she entered, Cui Xiaoxiao breathed a slight sigh of relief. It turned out Ji Xiang was stuck in a narrow crevice in the stone cave. Hearing faint squeaking sounds, it had probably gotten stuck in the stone crevice while chasing mice.

There was no choice – as a dog of the Lingshan Talismonger Sect, if it wanted to eat meat, it had to develop the skill of “a dog catching mice.”

Cui Xiaoxiao went over to push away the stones to let Ji Xiang out, but the moment she pushed the stone away, the entire stone wall cracked open with a rumble. In the crevice of the stone wall, there was a box that seemed to be made of gold but wasn’t gold.

A’Yi, who was following behind, reached out and took out the bronze box. When he brushed away the dust on top, it revealed the relief carving on the bronze box.

Jiang Nanmu used the firelight to widen his eyes and see the pattern clearly, then suddenly gasped and shouted: “Don’t touch it!”

Cui Xiaoxiao also saw the pattern clearly: at first glance, it was a lotus flower with nine curved lines, very similar to the lotus brand on the heads of Jiuxuan Sword Sect disciples.

However, this lotus was not red, but a thick black like filthy blood. If you looked at it for too long, you’d feel the discomfort of having your soul absorbed into it.

“Second Senior Sister, this… couldn’t be the mark of Jiuxuan Sword Sect, could it?”

Jiang Nanmu said urgently, “If I’m not mistaken, this nine-curved black lotus is the demonic seal of Demon Lord Wei Jie, who nearly overturned heaven and earth two hundred years ago.”

Although Qin Lingxiao’s Jiuxuan Sword Sect was a righteous cultivation sect, it had also evolved from Wei Jie’s demonic cultivation, so the cultivation seal it manifested was similar to Wei Jie’s demonic seal.

But two hundred years ago, this similar black lotus had stirred up bloody storms that made people change color at its mention.

Cui Xiaoxiao looked thoughtfully at the black lotus, suddenly remembering that she seemed to have seen it before.

Right, when Qin Lingxiao was slaying demons at the Silk Farm, wasn’t there this black lotus on the hilt of that old sword he used?

Thinking of this, Xiaoxiao suddenly understood. So when that traitorous disciple Qin was slaying demons, because he wasn’t confident, he simply used his master Wei Jie’s sword.

However, Qin Lingxiao seemed unwilling to let others see his connection with the master he had personally killed, even insisting on covering the sword hilt with white cloth, which was quite intriguing…
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Just then, Ji Wuqi discovered that the back of the bronze box had a talisman seal. Several Talismonger Sect disciples looked at it and gasped again.

Although talisman patterns throughout the world followed similar principles, the symbols on the talismans were slightly different. For instance, all talisman patterns of the Lingshan Talismonger Sect would have an inverted hook at the end.

Disciples of the Lingshan Talismonger Sect could recognize their own sect’s talismans at a glance. And at the end of this ancient-looking demon-subduing talisman pattern, there was a hook that represented Master Tang Youshu’s handiwork.

Ji Wuqi bowed reverently, then stated with certainty: “That’s right, this was left by Master!”

Just then, the talisman on the box floated down, and the box opened at once.

Everyone looked closely and saw a small wooden carving inside. The carving looked like an ancient deity with a human face and serpent body.

This carving had hollow eyes and a mouth carved with an ambiguous smile. Staring at it for too long made one involuntarily shiver.

Several people looked at each other. Ji Wuqi was the first to gather courage and reach out to take it, but before he could touch it, he was forced to withdraw his hand by waves of cold air emanating from the wooden carving.

Jiang Nanmu and A’Yi tried to take it tentatively but couldn’t manage it, being repelled by the carving’s cold air.

Cui Xiaoxiao had always been prudent and wanted to stay away from this evil carving.

But unexpectedly, there seemed to be a voice in her heart constantly whispering, urging her to quickly pick up the carving.

As if possessed by a ghost, Xiaoxiao had already reached out toward the carving and easily took the wooden carving into her hands.

It seemed that her extremely yin fate not only made her blood peculiar but also made her unafraid of the extreme cold air attached to this carving.

But First Senior Brother stubbornly believed that because she had been affected by the Demon Pearl, she had begun to be connected with the demonic cult, which was why she could pick up this thing that looked like an evil object.

However, after the carving was held by Xiaoxiao for a while, the cold air gradually receded, and First Senior Brother and the others could also take it over to examine. But looking at it from all angles, they couldn’t discover anything special about this carving.

Cui Xiaoxiao stared straight at the carving’s face, always feeling that the carving’s eye sockets seemed somewhat hollow, as if something was missing.

On the back of this carving, a line of Sanskrit was carved. First Senior Brother and the others couldn’t understand it, so they discussed putting it away first, planning to find someone who understood Sanskrit to explain it.

Because of that overly realistic dream, Cui Xiaoxiao firmly refused to keep this carving and even planned to burn it with fire.

Ji Wuqi absolutely wouldn’t allow it. After all, the box that sealed this carving had a seal left by their master from two hundred years ago. If there was some shocking demonic conspiracy, wouldn’t the Lingshan Talismonger Sect be able to achieve great merit before other palace and sect schools?

Cui Xiaoxiao, this sect leader, had no authority. Although she strongly opposed it, she could only watch helplessly as First Senior Brother packed both the carving and the box together into his traveling bag.

So that when they traveled again, Cui Xiaoxiao always inexplicably felt that cold intent emanated from First Senior Brother’s bag, as if a pair of eyes were coldly staring at her.

Cui Xiaoxiao planned to find an opportunity to throw it away, but First Senior Brother watched that evil object very closely and wouldn’t let anyone approach it.

When it came time to meditate that evening, Cui Xiaoxiao, who had never been very enthusiastic about meditation and cultivation, this time actually found a small hillside far from her fellow disciples early on. After spreading out a soft cushion, she closed her eyes and entered concentration.

Her enthusiasm had a reason. Since that night, she always felt that there seemed to be voices in her heart, misleading her.

Taking the wrong path and ending up in Chixi Province was one instance, and going against her instincts to grab that carving was another.

Xiaoxiao wasn’t a confused person. She wouldn’t misread a map, and she wouldn’t charge forward into difficulty to grab that damned half-snake carving.

She seemed to still be affected by the Demon Pearl. When her willpower was occasionally weak, she would unconsciously do things against her wishes. If she couldn’t figure out the situation and let the voice in her heart control her, more problems would occur next.

So she entered concentration early to see if she could enter dreams and understand what exactly that blood demon from the nightmare was!

To prevent accidents, Cui Xiaoxiao cut two of her fingers before entering concentration, letting fresh blood flow out to prevent the blood demon from launching a sneak attack.

Perhaps fearing the smell of Cui Xiaoxiao’s blood, the blood demon didn’t appear. But after entering concentration, the strange voice in Cui Xiaoxiao’s heart gradually became clearer.

“Little girl, are you looking for me? No need to look – I’m suppressed by your bloodline and temporarily can’t move… But don’t think you can easily get rid of me!”

Cui Xiaoxiao closed her eyes and asked silently: “Who are you? What exactly do you want to do?”

That voice seemed to yawn boredly, then said: “Me? Didn’t you people give me the name ‘Greed’? I was damaged by your talisman and lost vital energy, so I can only attach to a living body. Who knew you’d have this kind of constitution, making me unable to move… Don’t worry, when I find a suitable opportunity, I won’t want to stay in your body for even a moment!”

“You’re the one who led me to Chixi Province, right? Just to make us find that carving? What’s so special about it?”

Cui Xiaoxiao closed her eyes and asked several more questions, but the Demon Pearl seemed too lazy to answer, only yawning and saying: “Why ask so much? You’ll know in the future. Oh, my poison has already spread throughout your body. Little girl, you must be strong – don’t die too quickly…”

After saying this, it seemed extremely tired. No matter how Cui Xiaoxiao called out, it wouldn’t speak again.

When Cui Xiaoxiao finished meditating and opened her eyes, she was almost startled because her three fellow disciples were squatting in front of her like they were watching a monkey.

Jiang Nanmu looked at Junior Sister Sect Leader with admiration and whispered, “Junior Sister, what method have you comprehended? How is your cultivation increasing at such a rapid pace? It’s only been a few days, and when you were meditating just now, auspicious energy was steaming from your head – you’re somewhat entering the realm of the Small Heavenly Cycle!”

When Cui Xiaoxiao was meditating just now, hot air was constantly steaming from her head, and her whole body was emanating spiritual light similar to the Heavenly Gang Body Protection of sword sect disciples.

Although her spiritual light was still very weak and couldn’t compare to the disciples of the Jiuxuan Sword Sect, it surpassed her three fellow senior disciples, showing great potential to surpass them later.

Cui Xiaoxiao was stunned when she heard this. What kind of secret technique did she have? When others meditated, they only needed to focus and relax. But when she meditated, she had to meet with demons and be ready for a life-and-death struggle at any moment.

Perhaps because of this, her meditation had double the effectiveness, allowing her dantian cultivation to multiply and surge in an extremely short time…

She thought about the origin of this Demon Pearl. It was refined from the turbid energy in Wei Jie’s body back then, which meant the Demon Pearl had accompanied Wei Jie for a long time.

Back then, Wei Jie’s cultivation had also surged rapidly. Perhaps Wei Jie, like her now, needed to constantly check and balance the demonic nature in his body, which instead achieved this rapid daily progress…

Thinking of this, Cui Xiaoxiao sighed and said to her senior disciples: “I want to share this kind of secret technique with someone… Do you want to take over the Demon Pearl?”

The other three people immediately shook their heads like rattling drums.

In the following two days, the Demon Pearl didn’t disturb Cui Xiaoxiao’s daily life again, lying dormant as if hibernating without any sound.

Because this Demon Pearl was too evil, Cui Xiaoxiao had been very diligent in reading Master’s secret manuals these past few days.

Tang Youshu was different from that traitorous disciple Qin Lingxiao. Although he also didn’t approve of the numerous crimes Master Wei Jie committed when he went astray, as a disciple, he still maintained proper reverence for his master. Even if Wei Jie later became a demon and committed heavy wrongs, Tang Youshu would lightly explain to his benefactor master with “invaded by demonic energy, unable to control himself.”

As for the description of the Demon Pearl refined from Wei Jie’s body, Tang Youshu didn’t record too much.

But he emphasized one point: Wei Jie’s nemesis was the blood of extremely yin people. It could dissolve Wei Jie’s demonic power. If such blood fell into the hands of a great cultivation master, the consequences for Wei Jie would be unimaginable.

So Wei Jie had always been searching for such people, wanting to eliminate them quickly.

When Cui Xiaoxiao read this, she gasped. She finally understood why Master seemed moved when he learned of her Ten Injuries fate, saying directly that her fate was quite good.

If she had been born two hundred years earlier, she would have been hunted by a half-human, half-snake demon.

If that were the case, she who could be born two hundred years later truly had good enough fate.

After Cui Xiaoxiao learned about the wonderful use of her extremely yin blood, she didn’t think the Demon Pearl’s invasion was anything serious. Since her blood was feared even by the former Demon Lord Wei Jie, what could the Demon Pearl refined from his dantian do to her?

That day, when the sun came out, they began to pack and set off again.

Ji Wuqi and A’Yi weren’t particular and prepared to depart without washing.

Cui Xiaoxiao and Jiang Nanmu were girls and took a little more time washing up, going together to the stream to clean their faces.

When Cui Xiaoxiao squatted down and was about to splash water, she was suddenly possessed by a ghost and remembered the scene from her dream that day when she controlled her blood to repel the blood demon.

That feeling was so realistic that even after several days, the memory remained fresh.

Several days of continuous meditation had given Cui Xiaoxiao a sense of fullness in her dantian, like a person who had finally eaten their fill and wanted to show off their strength in their energetic state.

Just thinking this way, when her fingertips stirred the water’s surface, her mind moved slightly, and she silently recited the water control incantation.

At first, the water surface seemed to be stirred by her fingertips, creating circles of ripples. The next moment, several water drops jumped tremblingly out of the water surface like they were bouncing on a vibrating drum.

Those bouncing water drops quickly gathered together, growing longer and longer, like water snakes rising and spiraling in the newborn morning sun, soon coiling around Cui Xiaoxiao’s slightly raised wrist like the colorful silk of flying celestial maidens dancing joyfully…

Jiang Nanmu was washing her face, but when she looked up, she saw her useless junior sister casually controlling the water flow.

She was so surprised that she opened her mouth wide, pointing at Cui Xiaoxiao with shaking hands, but couldn’t speak for a long time.

Just then, Ji Wuqi and A’Yi, who were getting impatient, came over to urge the two junior sisters to get on the road. But they saw Cui Xiaoxiao waving her arms, directing water flow to flip up and down…

Now both of their eyes widened like eggs, mouths agape, unable to speak.

One must know that controlling water and fire, although entry-level skills for Talismonger Sect disciples, weren’t something any disciple could master.

For instance, A’Yi had been in the sect for three years but could only perform some illusions. And although Ji Wuqi could control fire, he could only manipulate it for brief moments.

But Cui Xiaoxiao, who previously knew nothing, could now control water flow with ease, like playing with snakes overnight. How much cultivation would that require for support?

How… how could she possibly have such a surge in cultivation overnight?

Thinking of this, Ji Wuqi finally reacted and shouted: “Disaster! She… she’s become a demon! Junior Brother, quickly get the talismans!”
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A’Yi was startled by First Senior Brother’s shout and frantically pulled out demon-subduing talismans, following First Senior Brother as they charged toward Cui Xiaoxiao.

Cui Xiaoxiao had been holding her breath and concentrating, focusing her energy. Her water control incantation was becoming increasingly skillful, and she was manipulating it with divine proficiency when she was startled by First Senior Brother’s shout.

As a result, the water flow she was controlling didn’t waste a single drop – it fell straight down from the air and splashed entirely on the faces and bodies of the two senior brothers, instantly drenching them like drowned chickens.

Cui Xiaoxiao shook her numb arm and smiled apologetically at the two senior brothers: “Oh my, sorry about that. But didn’t you two wash up? Perfect opportunity to get clean…”

After Ji Wuqi confirmed repeatedly that Cui Xiaoxiao hadn’t become a demon and had only comprehended the secret technique of controlling water flow during last night’s meditation, his eyes remained wide as bronze bells.

“Impossible! You were asleep yesterday. How could your power possibly surge?”

Second Senior Sister Jiang Nanmu’s eyes also bulged wide. When she learned that Cui Xiaoxiao hadn’t used a talisman just now but had controlled water by silently reciting incantations, her eyeballs nearly popped out.

One must know that when Talismonger Sect members cast spells, they use talismans as carriers. It’s like a person climbing a mountain – if they use a bamboo staff, climbing becomes twice as effective.

This was a manifestation of insufficient spiritual power, requiring external objects for support. This was also why the way of using talismans was looked down upon by other sects and palaces – those who made talismans were all naturally deficient, originally unsuited for cultivation.

It was like being physically weak with inconvenient legs, but insisting on using crutches to climb high mountains. Even forcing oneself to climb a section, one could only perpetually circle the mountainside.

Precisely because of talent limitations, sects like the Talismonger Sect rarely produced any great talents who could shake the four directions.

And cultivating to the end, being able to control the five elements without using talismans – in the various Talismonger Sect branches of the past few hundred years, this was almost unheard of.

After all, breaking free from the limitations of talismans required incomparably high talent and cultivation accumulation. Since they were used to the “talisman” crutch, few people were willing to abandon it and learn to walk again.

And now, their Lingshan Talismonger Sect’s Cui Xiaoxiao… could do this! Just how much higher was her talent than theirs?

When Ji Wuqi heard from Jiang Nanmu that Cui Xiaoxiao hadn’t used a water control talisman, he absolutely didn’t believe it.

Cui Xiaoxiao didn’t say much more. She extended two slender fingers and again drew a thin stream from the creek water, unceremoniously splashing it on First Senior Brother’s dark face, then said: “How about it? Do you believe it now?”

Ji Wuqi wiped his wet face and was completely speechless.

The cultivation world was like this – aside from the distinction between righteous and evil, talent and cultivation overwhelmed everything!

No matter how much Ji Wuqi had looked down on Cui Xiaoxiao before, now she had used her strength to prove that among all the disciples of the Talismonger Sect, her talent was the highest! Master hadn’t misjudged.

Cui Xiaoxiao naturally knew the reason for her cultivation improvement, but she couldn’t explain it too clearly to her fellow disciples, or First Senior Brother would think she had become a demon.

While continuing on the road, Cui Xiaoxiao pondered. The Demon Pearl in her body initially should have wanted to control her, just like controlling the Bai family’s daughter-in-law, stirring up the resentment in her heart, leading her to become a demon and be controlled by it.

Who knew that her extremely yin blood would play a role at the critical moment, repelling that demon? Now, she and the Demon Pearl had reached a delicate balance point. As long as this balance wasn’t broken, she should be temporarily safe.

However, when that blood demon discovered she had broken free from its control, it said she was the second person who could do this.

Cui Xiaoxiao was somewhat curious – who would be the first person to break free from the Demon Pearl’s control?

But Cui Xiaoxiao didn’t know that her scene of controlling water flow was also truthfully presented before Qin Lingxiao’s eyes.

At this time, Qin Lingxiao had already returned to Jiuxuan Sword Mountain, but before leaving, he had already sent disciples to track and monitor Cui Xiaoxiao all the way.

By the cold pool of Sword Mountain, using his spirit-sharing technique, he could see what Cui Xiaoxiao was doing through the eyes of the sword sect disciples secretly monitoring her.

…She had such supernatural abilities! He remembered when he met her before, the qi in her dantian was still empty. How could she reach this level in such a short time?

Could it be… she used the Demon Pearl to improve her cultivation? Wouldn’t this mean taking the same path as the demon Wei Jie?

Qin Lingxiao angrily opened his eyes and stood up abruptly, only to discover that Junior Sister Ling Zhishan had somehow entered the inner hall and was standing before him.

“Lingxiao… your forehead…” Ling Zhishan just noticed that the lotus mark on Qin Lingxiao’s forehead was gradually turning black, and couldn’t help but quickly walk several steps to come near him.

Qin Lingxiao reached out to cover the mark on his forehead, then said to Ling Zhishan as if nothing had happened: “I asked you to search for the Demon Pearl ‘Wrath’ – do you have any leads?”

Ling Zhishan knew he was unwilling to explain and could only suppress her worry, speaking: “I’ve already found it. Wrath has possessed a fierce tiger on Mount Mao, raging constantly all day, continuously eating passersby. I’m preparing to lead disciples to subdue that demon tiger and extract the Demon Pearl… I heard that you once met Cui Xiaoxiao alone. I wonder what it was about?”

Qin Lingxiao was also unwilling to answer this question. After all, proposing marriage himself only to be rejected by a wild sect’s female sect leader wasn’t something worth publicizing.

He closed his eyes again and said indifferently: “I still need to circulate qi and cultivate. If you have nothing else, please go down.”

Before other male cultivators, the usually cold and unattainable Liangyi Palace Master Ling Zhishan was always cold as an ice lotus, but before her Senior Brother Qin Lingxiao, she was as docile as a white rabbit.

She could see that Qin Lingxiao was in a bad mood, and what affected him seemed to affect him was Cui Xiaoxiao.

What kind of magic did a woman from a heretical sect have that could influence Senior Brother’s emotions?

She knew she couldn’t get answers by asking, so she could only look at Qin Lingxiao’s handsome face with love and hate, then turned and left the sword sect hall.

To enter Qin Lingxiao’s heart, one needed the ability to support him.

Right now, the most urgent thing was to obtain the Demon Pearl “Wrath.” As for that Cui Xiaoxiao, given the opportunity, Ling Zhishan wanted to have a good meeting with her…

Speaking of the Talismonger Sect members, they didn’t know they had been monitored from afar by sword sect disciples all along.

Today, they finally reached the base of Qilao’s Mountain Phoenix Pool.

When they entered the range of Qilao Mountain, the surrounding green grass gradually became sparse, not to mention any large trees.

Upon entering the mountain, the entire peak was like a barren hill, with yellow earth everywhere. Only on one hillside stood many stone blocks like remnants of tombstone walls.

Cui Xiaoxiao had good eyesight and felt that those stone tablets should originally have been covered with writing. But after so much time, plus being severely damaged, they had become almost indecipherable.

Second Senior Sister had often heard Master discuss various experiences of their predecessor master, so she was thoroughly familiar with the allusions of these stone tablets covering the mountain.

“Master said these stone tablets were merit monuments carved from dragon bones by the four great sects, but two hundred years ago, they were shattered by Wei Jie’s whip strike. I didn’t expect that after so long, there would still be remnant stones!”

Cui Xiaoxiao had also seen such a passage in the secret manuals. It seemed to be an allusion from before the great demon Wei Jie was pursued by the four great sects and fell into the Po Hun Snake cave.

His path to becoming a demon also began from the Po Hun Snake cave in the deep valley of Qilao Mountain.

As for this area within a hundred li of Qilao Mountain, it was still lush and verdant two hundred years ago. But after Wei Jie became a demon, he massacred the four sects and wanted to open the hidden Underworld gates on Qilao Mountain, causing great chaos among the gods. Finally, it seemed there was another great battle on Qilao Mountain, so that where divine fire had burned, not a blade of grass would grow.

Second Senior Sister usually loved reading about the famous allusions of various great sects, so she was naturally eager to tell these stories to her junior sister, this cultivation novice.

Cui Xiaoxiao initially climbed the mountain while smiling and listening, but as she walked, her complexion slightly changed. She suddenly felt a thread of pain shoot out from her chest, rapidly spreading to her limbs and bones.

These past few days, Cui Xiaoxiao had been at peace with the Demon Pearl in her body. She had thought her extremely yin bloodline had suppressed the Demon Pearl.

But now she discovered she had been happy too early.

Right by this hillside full of broken monuments at the base of Qilao Mountain, the poison from the Demon Pearl in Cui Xiaoxiao’s body finally began to take effect.

Just as Qin Lingxiao had said, when the poison struck, every pore of Cui Xiaoxiao’s body seemed injured, causing her pain like ten thousand arrows piercing her heart, making her roll on the ground in agony.

The three fellow disciples wanted to lift her and place her on a large stone nearby. But as soon as their hands touched Cui Xiaoxiao’s body, she immediately cried out in painful wails again. Even the friction of clothes on her body made her feel unbearably painful. Clammy sweat dampened her temples, and her hair clung messily to her cheeks.

Seeing her like this, Jiang Nanmu was so anxious she was about to cry, whispering: “What should we do?”

Ji Wuqi held a demon-subduing talisman in his hand – applying it wasn’t right, not applying it wasn’t right either.

Although he usually mocked his sect leader’s junior sister severely, seeing this seventeen-year-old girl in such pain with a face as pale as paper, he didn’t know how to respond for a moment.

Finally, Ji Wuqi simply helplessly crumpled the yellow talisman paper into a ball and threw it aside in frustration.

Just when several people were at their wits’ end, several Jiuxuan Sword Sect disciples appeared as if they had calculated the timing precisely, once again elegantly arriving on their swords.

Sword Sect First Disciple Jiang Zheng looked contemptuously at Cui Xiaoxiao rolling on the ground. After enjoying the spectacle enough, he leisurely spoke: “Master guessed Sect Leader Cui’s current predicament, so he ordered us to come here and escort Sect Leader Cui to see him. In the whole world, only our master can save you. Sect Leader Cui, please!”

Second Senior Sister Jiang Nanmu heard this and quickly nodded, preparing to help the sword sect disciples lift Cui Xiaoxiao together.

But Xiaoxiao, still rolling and struggling on the ground, was desperately clawing at the earth with both hands. She raised her head in dishevelment, revealing half a beautiful eye through her tangled hair strands. The red mole at the corner of her eye seemed about to drip blood, making her gaze appear somewhat fierce.

“…Thank you for Sect Leader Qin’s kind intention, but this young lady has no fortune to enjoy his goodwill. I appreciate the thought!”

Cui Xiaoxiao knew that Qin Lingxiao had deliberately calculated the timing before sending people to “invite” her.

He had even calculated that under the torment of the poison, she would lose all dignity and prostrate herself begging for his help. But the more Qin Lingxiao deliberately manipulated people this way, the more Cui Xiaoxiao refused to comply with his wishes.

Those who had mixed for food in the marketplace since childhood, if they didn’t have some stubborn and fierce temperament, wouldn’t even stray dogs come to bully them?

Beneath Cui Xiaoxiao’s seemingly worldly and smooth surface, when she became fierce, she could even disregard her own life!
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Since she had gained the upper hand in several confrontations with the Demon Pearl and her cultivation had even improved slightly, she had no reason to easily bow down to the poison.

When this Demon Pearl’s poison struck, it indeed caused unbearable pain. But when the poison traveled along the meridians toward the dantian, it was exceptionally clear at every point it passed.

Amid the suffering, Cui Xiaoxiao discovered that the way of meridian circulation, which she had never been able to understand, was instantly comprehended under the guidance of this poison.

One must know that for cultivators, whether practicing qi, refining pills, or making talismans, the first step was to open one’s meridians and learn to circulate qi. Only after skillfully using qi could one be considered to have entered the hall.

The reason Cui Xiaoxiao felt back and waist pain every time she meditated and couldn’t concentrate like her fellow disciples was precisely this.

Master had said that on the path of cultivation, a person’s talent and will certainly account for half, but things like “opportunity” were something one could encounter but not seek.

She finally understood now that some opportunities didn’t come with clusters of flowers, but were often accompanied by thorns and sharp blades.

Just like her, because of the suppression of her extremely yin bloodline, she wouldn’t be tortured by the poison to the point of losing consciousness and becoming a walking corpse like the Bai family’s daughter-in-law.

If she could endure the torment of the poison, she could cross the insurmountable threshold between mortals and cultivators faster than ordinary people.

She wanted to see who would beg whom between her and Qin Lingxiao in the end!

Those sword sect disciples seemed not to have expected Cui Xiaoxiao to be so ungrateful even in this state, and were momentarily stunned, not knowing what to say.

At this time, in the Jiuxuan Sword Mountain hall, Qin Lingxiao, who was meditating in the Great Void realm, was using his spirit-sharing technique, borrowing the eyes of one of his disciples to see the scene of Cui Xiaoxiao’s stubborn rejection.

Having cultivated sword qi to the eighth level, Qin Lingxiao, who hadn’t been truly angry for a long time, was almost driven to jump up by Cui Xiaoxiao this time.

Too ungrateful!

He had considered her reputation everywhere, even wanting to give her status, only to discover it was like playing music to a cow, wasting his good intentions!

That kind of demonic poison – even the greatest immortals would have their hands full with it. What ability did a young girl with ordinary bones and sinews have to resist it?

Could it be that she thought his proposing marriage first was coveting her beauty, wanting to take advantage of her?

Originally thinking she didn’t know her place, Qin Lingxiao had deliberately waited, choosing to give her a way out when Cui Xiaoxiao’s poison struck.

Now it seemed she was truly a disciple taught by Tang Youshu – pedantic, rigid, and obstinately ignorant!

But while Cui Xiaoxiao wasn’t afraid of death and could endure, Qin Lingxiao couldn’t afford to wait.

Just as Cui Xiaoxiao thought, he wasn’t being overly righteous and eager to save people, but he also needed the Demon Pearl’s poison to counter the demonic backlash of the demonic power in his body.

Otherwise, once the demonic nature gained the upper hand, wouldn’t his nearly a hundred years of bitter cultivation be ruined?

Thinking of this, Qin Lingxiao used his thousand-li voice transmission technique to give orders to those disciples: “Don’t mind what Cui Xiaoxiao said – bring her back to Jiuxuan Sword Mountain as quickly as possible!”

Just yesterday, Ling Zhishan had already sent word that she had obtained another Demon Pearl “Wrath,” leaving only the “Greed” pearl. But “Greed” was in Cui Xiaoxiao’s body, requiring such effort.

Qin Lingxiao immediately decided: Since Cui Xiaoxiao disdained being husband and wife with him, he didn’t need to give her any status for the sake of preserving her reputation.

First, bring the person, then force out her poison in the cold pool.

After all, he was also saving her life. Whether she appreciated it or not was another matter.

At this time, at the base of Phoenix Pool Mountain, hearing their master’s command, several sword sect disciples looked at each other, then stepped forward a few paces, reaching out toward Cui Xiaoxiao lying on the ground.

Just as their hands were about to approach, Cui Xiaoxiao, crawling on the ground, had already endured the first wave of pain from the poison’s onset.

As she had expected, to resist the poison just now, she had unconsciously begun circulating her dantian power to fight against it.

When the poison subsided, her dantian had a surging feeling she had never experienced before.

Using this irrepressible dantian qi, Cui Xiaoxiao pulled out the water-transforming talisman she had drawn earlier, spreading her arms and raising them while silently reciting incantations.

This time, when the incantation was spoken, fine sounds seemed to swirl and echo around her ears, and her entire meridian system vibrated with the rhythm of the spell.

Above the originally scorching desert, it suddenly began to rain with a splashing sound.

This time, even Ji Wuqi was too stunned to speak. Although he was the first disciple to enter the sect and had been praised by the Master for his decent talent, it had taken him eight years to barely comprehend the way of water and fire.

Who would have thought that this Cui Xiaoxiao, in less than a month since entering the sect, had already progressed so rapidly to this extent…

This time, Cui Xiaoxiao successfully summoned rain, and when the raindrops fell, they became her army of thousands for defending against enemies.

Cui Xiaoxiao’s slender arm spread again, and with a wave of her hand, countless rain threads gathered to form water pythons, instantly striking the sword sect disciples and sending them flying.

She touched her wet cheeks and said mockingly: “Is this how you famous righteous sects invite people?”

The scene of Cui Xiaoxiao using water flow to repel the sword sect disciples was also seen by Qin Lingxiao, thousands of li away.

He frowned slightly. When he was at the Silk Farm, Cui Xiaoxiao didn’t seem to have this ability!

The technique of controlling water flow wasn’t rare, but being able to use water to repel enemies so freely, few in the world could do this.

This Cui Xiaoxiao have such cultivation power? Had she been hiding her abilities before?

Qin Lingxiao’s patience was completely worn away by this rubber-like girl.

At this time, he was at Jiuxuan Sword Mountain thousands of li away, and his true body couldn’t reach Qilao Mountain in an instant.

However, he was skilled in spirit-sharing techniques. He only needed to concentrate and split his soul to immediately project a false body thousands of li away.

Since Jiang Zheng was incompetent and couldn’t “invite” Cui Xiaoxiao, he could only personally take action to “invite” her back to Jiuxuan Sword Mountain.

With finger movements, Qin Lingxiao again split his soul from his body, manifesting a false body that appeared before the Talismonger Sect members at Qilao Mountain.

After Cui Xiaoxiao used her power, her feet went soft, and her body leaned back slightly. Qin Lingxiao’s false body appeared at the right moment, wrapping his arm around Cui Xiaoxiao’s slender waist.

Although this woman looked thin, her waist was soft and slender, not rough to the touch…

Just as Qin Lingxiao was distracted, another group of women in black clothing elegantly arrived from a distance.

After retrieving the Demon Pearl “Wrath,” Ling Zhishan still couldn’t rest easy about Qin Lingxiao.

She knew that for so many years, Qin Lingxiao had been suffering from demonic backlash. Seeing his forehead mark turning black, he would be unable to suppress the demonic nature much longer.

When they were at the Silk Farm, that “Greed” pearl seemed to have been taken by Cui Xiaoxiao and never returned. And Qin Lingxiao was too soft-hearted toward that woman.

After returning from Mount Mao this time, Ling Zhishan planned to retrieve “Greed” as well. She wouldn’t be merciful to that little girl who had some fox-like charm.

Unexpectedly, when Ling Zhishan hurriedly arrived with Liangyi Palace disciples, she happened to see the scene of Qin Lingxiao’s false body embracing Cui Xiaoxiao.

Ling Zhishan was so angry that her hands were trembling. She raised her hand and circulated qi, shooting out a spirit sword straight toward Cui Xiaoxiao’s head acupoint.

Because the movement was too large, a box hidden in her sleeve was immediately flung out.

As the spirit sword pressed forward toward the two, Qin Lingxiao’s false body instinctively waved out a spirit shield to block it.

When the two spiritual forces collided, they immediately shattered the box, and the Demon Pearl “Wrath” broke free from its restraints and jumped out.

Seeing this, Qin Lingxiao was greatly alarmed. This Demon Pearl, having experienced a hundred years, had already formed its spiritual energy. If it escaped, who knew when they would find it again?

Immediately, he couldn’t care about Cui Xiaoxiao and quickly flew to grasp the Demon Pearl that was preparing to escape.

But just as he grasped the Demon Pearl, the bundle on Ji Wuqi’s back suddenly caught fire, and the carving in the wooden box broke free from its restraints, slowly rising into the air.

At the same time, Cui Xiaoxiao and Qin Lingxiao’s false bodies projected red and blue beams of light, shining straight into the two hollow eye sockets of the carving.

Immediately after, a crack suddenly appeared in the sky, followed by a swirling vortex that swept up the carving, Cui Xiaoxiao, and Qin Lingxiao’s false body all at once, disappearing in an instant…

…

When Cui Xiaoxiao was swept into the vortex, she had no time to react at all. She only felt suffocating breathlessness before fainting.

When Cui Xiaoxiao finally regained consciousness, she felt her body seemed to be floating in water. Realizing this, she suddenly raised her head, desperately paddling her arms, and discovered she seemed to have fallen beside a pool or stream.

She struggled to stand up from the water and looked around in confusion, only to discover she didn’t know where the wild wind had swept her, causing her to fall off a cliff. She saw towering giant trees everywhere, so dense they covered the sky.

Cui Xiaoxiao vaguely remembered Second Senior Sister mentioning that Qilao Mountain’s Phoenix Pool was also where Wei Jie was killed by Qin Lingxiao two hundred years ago.

Back then, Wei Jie insisted on opening the Underworld gates, but fortunately was stopped by Qin Lingxiao. However, at that time, five phoenixes had soared in the sky, reluctant to leave for a long time. Finally, the leading Red Pattern Phoenix, for unknown reasons, cried out sadly and spat fire, burning all the forest within a hundred li of Phoenix Pool.

Perhaps because it had been scorched by divine fire, for the past two hundred years, the area around Phoenix Pool had been barren, with not a blade of grass growing, presenting a desolate desert scene everywhere.

Cui Xiaoxiao concluded she had been swept away from Qilao Mountain by the wild wind. Now surrounded by green trees, she truly felt lost about where she was.

She wanted to call out to Second Senior Sister and the others, but was afraid her shouts would attract Qin Lingxiao and that crazy woman Ling Zhishan, so she could only first try to climb up the mountain stream.

Perhaps her three fellow disciples were also preparing to come down and search for her.

Having made up her mind, Cui Xiaoxiao wrung out the water from her clothes hem. She couldn’t control fire now, but wanting her clothes to dry quickly was simple enough.

She closed her eyes and silently recited the water control incantation, and the water droplets on her body evaporated completely in no time.

After her clothes were comfortable, Cui Xiaoxiao found a thick vine on the mountain wall, tested its sturdiness, and began to climb upward with effort.

Having learned some self-defense martial arts from her foster father since childhood, Xiaoxiao was agile enough and quickly climbed to the cliff top.

But when she climbed to the cliff top and slowly straightened up, she was once again surprised and widened her eyes.

Below here was a large hillside… How was it that, like below Qilao Mountain, there were also many stone tablets? However, although stone tablets stood everywhere here, they were all intact and undamaged.

Cui Xiaoxiao slowly walked over. Those stone tablets were indeed very new, and the inscribed characters were visible. From this, it could be seen that this wasn’t Qilao Mountain.

However, she didn’t know that when she passed a boundary marker, the wind blew and pressed down the half-person-high green grass, revealing the three large characters “Qilao Mountain” clearly carved on that boundary marker…

Cui Xiaoxiao looked around in confusion, confirmed no one was there, pursed her lips, and couldn’t help calling out loudly: “First Senior Brother! Second Senior Sister! Where are you?”

The clear voice of the young girl kept echoing on this flat ground, stirring up only a few flying birds, with no one responding.

Cui Xiaoxiao secretly frowned: Could it be… that several of them had also been captured by the sword sect disciples?

She could only continue down the mountain to find people to ask for directions.

Just then, the sound of crumbling stones suddenly came from down the hillside. Cui Xiaoxiao focused her gaze and discovered that on the tallest stone tablet, a tall male figure had somehow appeared.

At this moment, he was sitting with his back to Cui Xiaoxiao, dressed in black robes with his long robe fluttering. His jet-black long hair was casually scattered behind him, his long legs resting on a stone tablet, one hand holding a wine gourd, drinking heartily, gulp by gulp.

After drinking a mouthful of wine to his satisfaction, his wrist lightly turned, and the long whip in his hand struck forcefully, shattering a nearby stone tablet into pieces…

Cui Xiaoxiao watched from afar as that man shattered several stone tablets around him in an instant.

For some reason, looking at that man’s back seemed to convey some desolation, that broad back radiating endless loneliness…
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Cui Xiaoxiao withdrew her gaze and again looked down at the stone tablet closest to her.

The characters carved on this stone tablet were easy to recognize. After reading a few lines, Cui Xiaoxiao understood the reason for the forest of stone tablets here.

But… the story on this stone tablet… how was it the same as the allusion about Qilao Mountain that Second Senior Sister had told her when they first arrived at Qilao Mountain?

Back then, standing below Phoenix Pool at Qilao Mountain were dragon bone tablets recording the four great sects’ achievements in besieging the Wei family of Qilao Mountain.

Qilao Mountain was the junction between the Underworld and the mortal realm, and had always been guarded by the demon-subduing Wei family.

Unfortunately, when it came to Wei Jingling’s generation over two hundred years ago, he was dissatisfied that he and his clan were trapped here due to ancestral responsibilities. He secretly released an extremely beautiful female demon to pass the time and relieve his boredom. This kind of female demon was originally an expert at toying with men, and she turned the tables on him, bewitching Wei Jingling until he was completely spellbound and forgot the Wei family’s duties entirely.

In the end, he not only bore an evil offspring with that female demon but also secretly released three monsters from the Underworld to wreak havoc in the mortal world.

How could the righteous warriors who eliminated demons and protected the way endure this? So they united together, conquered the Wei family, and forced them to hand over the female demon and that evil offspring.

Wei Jingling, perhaps bewitched by the female demon until he lost his soul, stubbornly refused to surrender them. However, to avoid implicating other Wei family members, he went down the mountain alone to face the four great sects by himself.

Finally, Wei Jingling felt his fate was sealed and killed himself in fear of punishment, falling into the Underworld abyss.

To admonish the Wei family, the four great sects that participated in the siege erected stone tablets large and small, both to warn Wei family descendants and incidentally sing their praises.

Later, these stone tablets were all shattered by one person, and from then on, a previously unknown young man began to intimidate all directions, gradually entering the vision of cultivation sects…

This past event didn’t need Second Senior Sister’s introduction – Cui Xiaoxiao already knew it. Because Master had also mentioned it in passing in his secret manual’s daily trivia.

The person who shattered the stone tablets below Phoenix Pool at Qilao Mountain back then was precisely the demon who later stirred up bloody storms in the mortal world – Wei Jie.

Wild histories said that “Wei” and “Wei” were homophonic. That Wei Jie was probably the child born between Wei Jingling and the Underworld female demon back then, which was why he acted as he did, and later, when his demonic power was perfected, he avenged his father by massacring Lingyun Pavilion and single-handedly challenging the four great sects.

But… all this happened two hundred years ago!

How could there now be another young man imitating Wei Jie from back then, wielding a whip to strike tablets? And the four great sects had quite an addiction to fame – besides Qilao Mountain, they had originally erected tablets on other mountain peaks too?

Cui Xiaoxiao looked again and again, unable to figure it out.

Looking at these stone tablets, they appeared to have been erected not many years ago. The four great sects from two hundred years ago were later almost completely slaughtered by Wei Jie, so who knew which surviving disciples and grand-disciples had erected these tablets?

Before Cui Xiaoxiao could come to her senses, the man standing on the stone tablet seemed to sense her presence. He suddenly turned his face slightly, and the long whip in his hand struck straight toward Cui Xiaoxiao.

Cui Xiaoxiao quickly pulled out a water-dividing talisman and immediately drew water to form a water shield.

But the water shield infused with spiritual energy couldn’t stop that ferocious whip either. The whip tip with three steel needles cleanly pierced through the water shield, stabbing toward Cui Xiaoxiao’s face.

Cui Xiaoxiao cried out in alarm, silently calling this bad, and could only close her eyes and wait for the stinging pain to come.

Who knew that after the man heard her cry, he turned his wrist and withdrew the whip at the last moment, then, like black lightning, quickly jumped before her eyes.

Just in the moment of turning around, his face was already covered with black gauze, showing only thick black sword-like eyebrows and a pair of… eyes that were black but revealed a faint alluring purple light.

Cui Xiaoxiao had never seen such bewitching eyes. Looking at them for long seemed to hook one’s soul, making one forget what to say…

That man saw that the one disturbing him was a spiritually beautiful young girl of no great age. He originally didn’t want to pay attention, but for some unknown reason, after a moment of silence, he was the first to speak: “You’re quite skilled with talismans. Which sect’s disciple are you?”

Cui Xiaoxiao was startled, but hearing his peaceful tone and that he had stopped in time without hurting her, she had no reason to pretend to be mute. So she cupped her fists tentatively and said: “I am a disciple of the Lingshan Talismonger Sect… May I ask if you’ve heard of it?”

That man raised his handsome, thick eyebrows, seeming to think seriously, then said: “Lingshan Talismonger Sect? Never heard of it… But why are you here?”

Cui Xiaoxiao felt this man was somewhat ignorant. Although the Lingshan Talismonger Sect couldn’t compare to those great sects, her master, Tang Youshu, wasn’t a nobody and could barely be considered to have some reputation.

This man had never heard of it?

She blinked her eyes and instead of answering, asked back: “You’ve been asking all along – it should be my turn to ask you. Why are you smashing these stone tablets?”

That man should be a drunkard. He turned his face to lift his veil, drained the last few drops of wine from his gourd, then hung up the wine gourd with lingering satisfaction. Pointing at one of the stone tablets, he said lazily, “These tablets are made of dragon bone, which is truly rare. But dragons are divine creatures that soar through heaven and earth, sleeping in clouds and lying drunk on ocean floors – nothing is more carefree than that. Such gallant spiritual creatures – it’s bad enough that their bones after death are made into tablets, but the characters on the tablets don’t use carefree cursive script, insisting on being printed neat and orderly, every character dull and stupid, with constrained brushwork, as if afraid people won’t understand. It’s truly like lice growing on a dragon’s body – even in death, they won’t let it rest in peace! Whipping them to pieces also gives these dragon bones a good scratch, satisfying and refreshing!”

Saying this, he sneered again and casually shattered two more stone tablets. Where the whip reached, true qi flowed, showing this man’s cultivation was not low.

These words were complete nonsense – the wild ravings of a drunkard!

But listening to them, Xiaoxiao felt they made some sense and couldn’t help nodding.

A good horse deserves a good saddle, a good tablet deserves good calligraphy – how much more so for spiritual creatures like dragons? How could they be willing to have their bones become tablets praising the achievements of mortals?

Although this drunkard was having a drunken fit, his words were frank and natural – he could be considered a person of true temperament.

Since he loved smashing, let him smash!

She didn’t want to disturb his refined interest and should quickly leave this place to inquire about which direction Qilao Mountain was.

So she cupped her fists again and asked: “May I ask, which way should I go to reach Qilao Mountain?”

That person looked Cui Xiaoxiao up and down and said slowly: “This place… is Qilao Mountain.”

Cui Xiaoxiao was stunned and once again looked around in confusion at the lush greenery covering the mountains and fields.

She really shouldn’t have asked a drunkard for directions! How could this place possibly be the sand-covered Qilao Mountain?

But just then, a crowd of people suddenly came bustling up the mountain. They were all flying on swords, looking like they had considerable cultivation.

Cui Xiaoxiao had excellent eyesight and immediately saw that the group in the lead wore ethereal white robes – they should be Jiuxuan Sword Sect disciples. As for the various people following behind, she didn’t know where the sword sect had gathered these helpers from.

Damn it, these persistent pests had chased her here!

Just then, the man beside her suddenly drew an old sword without a hilt from his waist, wrapping a piece of torn cloth around the bare hilt several times, looking like he was preparing to fight to the death with those coming up the mountain.

Cui Xiaoxiao felt this had nothing to do with the man, so she said: “Sir, they’re coming for me – it has nothing to do with you. If you have no business here, please leave.”

But this time, the man looked at her quite seriously and asked back: “Oh, why are they chasing you?”

Cui Xiaoxiao frowned at the black mass of people below, suspecting that Jiuxuan Sword Sect had come out in full force!

Was Qin Lingxiao an old bachelor who couldn’t find a wife? Making such an investment to catch her!

So she snorted coldly and said: “Someone thinks I should marry him, so he’s shamelessly chasing me everywhere… You should leave quickly. If you don’t go now, you won’t be able to leave soon.”

That man looked Cui Xiaoxiao over and said thoughtfully: “I see. The young lady indeed has some beauty; no wonder she’s attracted a lecher. Today, the wine is good wine, and the person I’ve met is also a beautiful person. Being so, how could I disappoint good wine and a beautiful woman by leaving you alone to face danger?”

Cui Xiaoxiao felt these words had a somewhat flirtatious flavor and looked up coldly at the man beside her.

But before she could voice her reproach, she saw the man spread his long arms and point at the black mass of people about to come up the mountain: “Young lady, rest assured – I’ll fight alongside you. See how many you can take on alone? We’ll just divide them up!”

Cui Xiaoxiao felt that although this masked man spoke improperly, he had a chivalrous spirit. Even though this wasn’t his business, he actively joined the fight – she’d never seen someone so eager to get into a fight.

But this man wasn’t putting on airs. He flew straight up, and the sword qi he wielded knocked several people in dark robes to the ground.

Those people in dark robes seemed to have no intention of chasing Cui Xiaoxiao. With angry faces, they surrounded the young man, and both sides immediately became entangled in battle.

Cui Xiaoxiao could have taken this opportunity to turn and run, but this man had stuck his neck out for her in his drunken enthusiasm. If she abandoned him, it would be too lacking in chivalrous spirit.

Thinking of this, Cui Xiaoxiao flicked her wrist and pulled out four water-transforming talismans, instantly summoning four water pythons that rushed toward the people coming up the mountain. Taking advantage of their being knocked down by the water, Cui Xiaoxiao quickly shouted to that man: “There are so many of them – we can’t fight them head-on! Quick! Come with me!”

That man seemed reluctant to retreat, lazily twirling a sword flower in his hand: “A man should stand tall between heaven and earth – how can there be reason to flee without fighting?”

Cui Xiaoxiao least liked hearing such boastful words from men.

She walked over, grabbed the man’s sleeve and ran, saying as she ran: “A gentleman’s revenge is never too late, even after ten years. We’re outnumbered – why fight them to mutual destruction? While the green mountains remain, there’s no fear of lacking firewood. Sir, if we don’t leave now, we won’t be able to preserve these green mountains and firewood! Be careful that your wine gourd will be smashed too!”

That young man seemed amused by Cui Xiaoxiao’s words and readily followed her lead, running with her while asking: “Then… where should we hide to preserve these green mountains and firewood?”

Cui Xiaoxiao had already thought of an escape route and said without blinking: “I just climbed up from a mountain valley. That valley seems to have many caves, leading who knows where. It’s thickly forested and perfect for hiding. Let’s hide first, and when it gets dark, we’ll figure out another plan.”

The man thought about it and nodded: “That makes sense… I’m not familiar with this place. Please lead the way, young lady!”

Cui Xiaoxiao didn’t dare delay and went straight in the direction she had climbed up from. The man following behind her was leisurely and unhurried, watching this thin girl swing her long fox-tail braid, swinging it back and forth like a forest sprite…

Soon, she reached the place she had climbed up from and pointed at the cliff, saying to Wei Jie: “Sir, please go down first!”

But the man looked at the valley bottom with somewhat deep eyes, and after a moment of silence said: “This valley bottom… it would be better not to jump.”

Cui Xiaoxiao thought he was afraid of heights and was even lazier to urge the man on. She was just prepared to follow the method she had used to climb up, grabbing the vines growing on the cliff wall and slowly climbing down.

But who knew that after looking for a while, that man suddenly grabbed Cui Xiaoxiao’s collar with one hand without any warning and jumped down toward the cliff…

This cliff was very high – Cui Xiaoxiao had spent a long time climbing up earlier. But jumping down only took an instant to reach the ground.

Because they landed too quickly, when both their toes touched ground, although the man used his power to absorb the impact of landing, he still smashed a large pit in the ground covered with fallen leaves.

When the two fell into the large pit, Cui Xiaoxiao discovered a wet, sticky feeling coming from beneath her. How did this pit seem to have several huge eggs, and they had happened to land on several giant eggs? Now these eggs had cracked, and egg liquid immediately flowed out…
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These eggs were each as large as an elongated pumpkin, making it impossible to tell what kind of animal had laid them.

Just as she turned her head to speak to the man, she froze, unable to make a sound.

Because when they had jumped off the cliff earlier, the wind had blown away the black veil covering the man’s face.

She had originally thought this man wore the veil because his appearance was unsightly, and he didn’t want others to see him.

But now, looking at him, she realized that today, she was the one who had encountered a beauty.

If righteous beauties like Qin Lingxiao should be described as masculine and handsome, then this man’s appearance had entered the realm of bewitching and demonic allure.

Before seeing such a face, it was truly hard to imagine that there could be such an enchantingly handsome man in this world!

Especially those long eyes of his that occasionally glimmered with faint purple light, perfectly harmonized with his straight nose and thin lips. The depths of those eyes seemed capable of stealing one’s soul, making people unconsciously lose themselves in them…

However, the man didn’t like being stared at. Under Cui Xiaoxiao’s infatuated gaze, his expression grew increasingly cold. He deliberately turned his face away, then slowly said, “What? Is there something wrong with my face?”

Cui Xiaoxiao finally snapped back to her senses and reluctantly withdrew her gaze from that devastatingly handsome face.

Having witnessed too many of the world’s ugly truths since childhood, she naturally knew that those blessed with good looks, whether male or female, if born into humble circumstances, generally faced misfortune rather than blessing.

It seemed this man had probably suffered due to his otherworldly appearance in the past, which was why he was reluctant to show his true face to others.

There was no need for her to bring up his painful experiences by rashly praising his handsomeness.

With this thought, she said matter-of-factly, “Hmm… your face has some dirt on it. You should wipe it off later. Oh no, we don’t know what animal’s eggs we’ve broken. We should leave this place quickly.”

The man seemed not to have expected Cui Xiaoxiao to regain her composure so quickly, nor to show the same infatuated expression as others who had first seen his face. So he paused for a moment, wiping his cheek with his sleeve while saying, “We’re both covered in egg fluid. The owner of these eggs will track us by the scent. I’m afraid it’s already too late to leave now…”

The egg fluid carried a sweet fishy smell with an intense odor that would indeed be difficult to mask. Looking at these enormous eggs, Cui Xiaoxiao’s eyelids twitched violently.

While quickly removing her outer garment that was stained with egg fluid and throwing it to the ground, she raised her head and looked around. Her naturally gifted eyes quickly discovered that something seemed to be surging toward them from underground in the northeastern corner of the canyon.

This spectacle of the earth rolling like a dragon was truly enough to leave one stunned in place. But Cui Xiaoxiao had already guessed that what was rushing toward them underground was the owner of the eggs. She just didn’t know what kind of animal could lay such large eggs!

With this thought, she turned to the man and said, “Should we… go back up?”

The man’s lips curved in a meaningful smile as he looked down at Xiaoxiao leisurely, “Miss went to such trouble to lure me here. Wouldn’t it be a pity to just leave like this?”

He was implying something, but Cui Xiaoxiao didn’t understand what he meant.

She had no time to think deeply about it now. After weighing the pros and cons, she said in a low voice, “There are pursuers above the cliff, and fierce beasts here. But beasts are always easier to deal with than people. Let’s hide here and stay quiet… When that creature appears later, I’ll use a Soul-controlling Talisman to subdue it…”

After speaking, she pulled out several soul-subduing talismans that her Second Senior Sister had helped her draw previously; the Talismonger Sect members had survived by hunting with great difficulty.

These soul-subduing talismans were particularly effective for hunting. No matter how fast a rabbit ran, as long as it touched the Soul-controlling Talismans placed on the ground, it would immediately freeze motionless, allowing one to wait leisurely and catch it for a hearty meal.

Now, Cui Xiaoxiao used the same method, arranging the Soul-controlling Talismans around the broken large eggs, then burrowed into the dense vines, using fallen leaves to conceal her body.

She had planned to hide here temporarily. When the animal came to inspect its eggs later and fell into the talisman trap, she would emerge to finish it off.

She just wondered what kind of rare exotic beast it was, and whether its meat would be tender enough if simply roasted…

The man had been sitting idly nearby, watching Xiaoxiao hop around like a busy sparrow making arrangements, maintaining an air of detached indifference.

Finally, he did bestir himself to stand up, walking directly to a stream, washing off the egg fluid from his body, then searching around until his gaze settled on some three-leaf green grass.

He reached out to pluck the leaves, rubbed them into two balls, then stuffed them into his nostrils.

The surface of the stream also began to ripple slightly. The man looked down at the undulating water, slowly stood up, and watched the mound of earth speeding toward them from the distant valley, his expression becoming very serious.

Cui Xiaoxiao, hiding behind the green barrier, found herself somewhat distracted as she secretly admired the man’s bewitching appearance once more.

After all, once they escaped danger, she would have to bid farewell to this heroic gentleman. She might as well look a bit more now, since she might never have the chance to see such a beautiful person again.

Just then, the rumbling sound from underground grew closer.

Cui Xiaoxiao looked over in alarm. Accompanied by an explosive sound, two enormous snake heads suddenly burst out from underground!

When the two massive snake heads bounced high into the air, Cui Xiaoxiao’s eyes grew wider and wider.

This snake… was one creature, but with two connected large heads.

In Cui Xiaoxiao’s memory, she had heard people speak of such a snake before. What was it called? Right! It was the Po Hun Snake from the Po Hun Snake Cave of Qilao’s Mountain from two hundred years ago.

The Po Hun Snake was hermaphroditic, and these two snake heads—one had an oval shape, which should be the female head, while the other, upon seeing the broken eggs in the pit, became triangular due to anger, clearly the male head.

Terrible! How could she have encountered the legendary monster snake?

Now she could only pray that those soul-subduing talismans would work and be able to immobilize this legendary ancient python.

The man had never tried to dodge, so the two-headed giant snake naturally attacked the man standing by the stream first.

The massive snake body soared through the air, its mouth wide open, suddenly releasing a cloud of green mist carrying an indescribable snake-fishy odor that instantly filled the entire valley.

Cui Xiaoxiao only inhaled a little before silently crying out in alarm!

It turned out that when this snake attacked people, it first sprayed a cloud of poisonous mist to knock down its prey before feasting on them.

So now the entire valley was filled with snake poison. Cui Xiaoxiao, caught off guard, had inhaled some of it. Her legs went weak, and she immediately tumbled out from behind the green barrier.

Due to the steep terrain, she rolled rapidly downhill, landing right in front of the two-headed snake.

It looked as if she was sacrificing herself to feed the snake, blocking disaster for the man.

This handsome man seemed moved as well, calling out, “Miss, there’s no need to be so hasty! I can handle this alone, don’t rush forward!”

If Cui Xiaoxiao, numbed by the snake poison, could speak, she would have cursed him out!

Could it be that with her Ten Injuries destiny, she was truly meant to meet her end here?

Without time to think further, the giant snake had already caught the scent of egg fluid lingering on her body. Furious, it glared with four lantern-like snake eyes, bared its frightening serrated teeth, and lunged at her frantically.

Although Cui Xiaoxiao couldn’t move her body, she caught sight of the nearby stream from the corner of her eye and quickly began silently reciting the Water Manipulation Formula.

Perhaps being in mortal danger could better stimulate one’s potential, or perhaps her previous combat with the Sword Sect disciples had made her more skilled in using the Water Manipulation Formula. This time, Cui Xiaoxiao effortlessly summoned two streams of water that shot directly toward the two terrifying snake heads.

The two large snake heads were pushed backward by the water impact, giving Xiaoxiao a lifeline.

She circulated her dantian energy, trying to suppress the snake poison in her body, but unexpectedly found that her dantian energy seemed to be draining away, leaving an empty void. At the same time, the Demon Pearl’s toxicity, which had already manifested once before, showed signs of returning with hidden menace.

Cui Xiaoxiao realized that the Demon Pearl in her body seemed to be receiving nourishment, making its originally dormant demonic nature increasingly strong.

She immediately guessed the reason—although this Demon Pearl was the turbid energy that Wei Jie had refined years ago, its source was the poison of the two-headed giant snake.

Now that she had accidentally inhaled the snake’s poisonous mist, the Demon Pearl was being nourished. If it accumulated enough power, it might break through the restraint of her extreme yin bloodline and suddenly take over her consciousness…

This was truly misfortune upon misfortune, with bad luck piling up one after another.

Because her dantian energy was gradually weakening, the water streams she controlled also gradually diminished. The two-headed snake, having been pushed back repeatedly by the water, was already filled with rage.

When the water force weakened, the two massive snake heads shook off the water droplets and immediately charged forward again with murderous intent, wrapped in the snake’s poisonous mist.

At this critical moment, Cui Xiaoxiao’s waist was encircled by a black whip, and she was instantly pulled to the man’s side.

After pulling Cui Xiaoxiao over, the young man helped her lean against a large boulder, then leaped toward the two-headed snake. His agile movements showed that he was completely unaffected by the snake’s mist.

Cui Xiaoxiao focused her gaze on his nose—no wonder the poisonous mist sprayed by the snake did not affect him. He had earlier stuffed grass balls made from unknown herbs into his nostrils, obviously serving to block out the poison…

She saw him draw his rusty, broken sword and, while nimbly leaping and jumping, twist his wrist and rapidly slash toward the snake heads.

Although his movements were very fast, unfortunately, the giant snake’s reactions were also lightning-quick. The two snake heads dodged left and right with flexibility, while continuing to spray thick green mist that gradually filled the entire valley.

Cui Xiaoxiao had nowhere to escape and could only hold her breath and concentrate, using her inner breath to stop the surging yin poison in her body.

Just then, the large snake had crawled to the edge of the broken egg pit, and while crawling, its belly stuck to the Soul-controlling Talismans that Cui Xiaoxiao had previously placed on the ground.

Second Senior Sister was mighty—the talismans she drew finally proved effective! After being immobilized by the talisman, the snake remained motionless like a wooden statue for a moment.

But in the blink of an eye, the talisman seemed to lose its effect, and the large snake began flicking its tongue again.

However, the man had seized this brief opportunity. Two flashes of light streaked past, and both snake heads were almost simultaneously severed and fell to the ground, with bright red snake blood splattering everywhere…

After beheading the snake, the man came to the still-twitching snake’s belly, raised his sword again to cut open the snake’s stomach, found a dark green, large snake gallbladder, held it up, and came to Xiaoxiao.

He cut open the gallbladder, used his water pouch to collect some bile, and handed it to Xiaoxiao, saying, “The taste is quite fishy and foul, but it’s an excellent remedy for snake poison. It’s best to drink it all in one go.”

After speaking, he brought the water pouch close to Cui Xiaoxiao. At this moment, the snake poison was coursing through Cui Xiaoxiao’s limbs and bones, being greedily consumed by the Demon Pearl hidden somewhere unknown.

Cui Xiaoxiao knew she couldn’t delay and immediately drank from the water pouch the man handed her.

This heroic gentleman was right—the snake bile was indeed effective. In just a moment, Cui Xiaoxiao felt that her numb fingertips could move again, and even the piercing pain from when the Demon Pearl’s yin poison had manifested earlier was considerably reduced.

After drinking another mouthful of the incredibly bitter snake bile, Cui Xiaoxiao finally recovered somewhat, though her legs still couldn’t move.

Looking at the grass balls the man had stuffed in his nose, she suddenly wondered: How could this heroic gentleman have had the foresight to guess that the approaching creature would spray poison?
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Xiaoxiao realized belatedly: he knew that creature was poisonous, yet didn’t inform her—this was somewhat… not very honorable.

However, he had ultimately saved her, so she should thank him regardless.

Just then, the purple-eyed man said, “Miss, pardon my presumption…” After speaking, he lifted the still-immobile Cui Xiaoxiao and immersed her in the clear water to help dissipate the toxicity more quickly.

Fortunately, she had only been affected by the snake’s poisonous mist. If she had been bitten by the snake, with venom directly entering her bloodstream, it would have been much harder to treat.

Earlier, Cui Xiaoxiao’s body had been burning with stabbing pain, but now, soaking in the water, she felt much better.

When she could move again, she swam toward the deeper part of the pool where the stream waters gathered, using the water to wash off the remaining poisonous mist and egg fluid from her body.

However, this washing inevitably soaked her clothes, making them cling to her skin… She looked up to see the young man still watching her and couldn’t help but say, “…Hero, could you please turn around?”

The man raised his sword-like eyebrows, slowly turned around, and sat cross-legged on a large boulder to wipe his sword. He also took an outer garment from his bag and tossed it behind him to Cui Xiaoxiao.

During this time, he kept examining Cui Xiaoxiao’s Soul-controlling Talismans endlessly, his long fingers slowly tracing back and forth along the talisman’s pattern lines.

Those fingers were long and powerful, and their slow movements seemed to carry a bewitching quality that made Cui Xiaoxiao inexplicably feel parched.

Cui Xiaoxiao didn’t want to keep looking at him. She emerged from the stream, silently recited an incantation to shake off the water from her body, and seeing that her outer coat had been torn by the bushes and was unwearable, she put on the man’s outer garment.

Seeing that the man kept looking at her talisman, she said casually, “What? Are you also interested in talismans? By the way, seeing that you’re also a cultivator, I wonder what dao you practice?”

The man, estimating that Xiaoxiao had finished dressing, finally turned his head slightly, facing sideways, his thin lips curved in a self-mocking smile: “I practice a wild path, never having had a proper sect… Besides, in this vast world, there’s probably no one who would dare accept me.”

Xiaoxiao disliked hearing such self-deprecating words from him, so she asked casually, “What? Is it because you lack private virtue that no one is willing to accept you?”

The man finally raised his eyes to look at Xiaoxiao—this thin girl was now wearing his outer garment, and because it didn’t fit well, she kept rolling up the sleeves, looking exactly like a girl child who had stolen an adult’s clothes…

His lips curved into a faint, genuine smile, yet he stated in a flat tone, “My birth is not good, and my bloodline is not pure. Proper sects would not accept me…”

When Cui Xiaoxiao looked at his eyes that glimmered with purple light, she guessed that he probably had foreign blood. From this perspective, he too had a hard background, similar to her own experience of wandering the streets!

However, her fate had been relatively good—she had eventually met Master Tang Youshu, who guided her to abandon evil ways and enter the righteous path of cultivation.

Thinking of her master’s kindness in recognizing her worth, Cui Xiaoxiao felt quite emotional. Half consoling, half joking, she said, “What does a poor birth matter? Since ancient times, the path to immortality has never distinguished between noble and humble. When one person attains the dao, even chickens and dogs can ascend to heaven. Your skills are so good, and your natural talent also seems excellent. How can you be so self-deprecating? Others won’t accept you? At worst, you can just bow and enter under my Lingshan Talismonger Sect!”

After hearing this, the man’s eyes seemed to ripple with a slightly surprised light. After a moment of silence, he said self-mockingly, “If Miss’s master were to see this humble one, he probably wouldn’t dare accept me either…”

Cui Xiaoxiao rarely had such an opportunity to show off. As the sect leader, she had the convenience of accepting disciples at will!

“My master has long since passed away to immortality. Now I’m the one managing the Lingshan Talismonger Sect. If you bow to me as master, I’ll accept you into the sect and make you a third-generation senior disciple!”

Cui Xiaoxiao’s eyesight was excellent—she had long since noticed the golden glint in the cloth pouch at the man’s waist and couldn’t help but envy his wealth.

Her master’s Gold-Dissolving Curse hadn’t been lifted yet, and she had fallen into this wretched place, not knowing when she could find her senior martial brothers.

If she could recruit a disciple who didn’t lack money and wasn’t troubled by the Gold-Dissolving Curse, that would be truly blessed by the Immeasurable Heavenly Honored and Amitabha Buddha!

Since Xiaoxiao had promised her master to reform and follow the righteous path, she naturally wouldn’t steal at will. But if a disciple offered filial piety, then she could righteously accept it.

However, Xiaoxiao didn’t seriously fantasize about accepting this man as her disciple. She intuitively felt this man was not simple, and his skills were superior to hers. How could he possibly bow to her as master? After all, the Talismonger Sect was not very prestigious and couldn’t cultivate great masters.

Her talk of accepting him as a disciple was just casual teasing.

But this extraordinarily handsome man seemed to be genuinely persuaded by Xiaoxiao. His purple eyes were hidden beneath his flowing black hair, and no one knew what he was thinking. Finally, he looked up at Xiaoxiao with a smile and said, “Since the Lingshan Talismonger Sect is willing to take in a fallen person like me, how can I not know what’s good for me? If that’s the case, Master, please accept this disciple’s bow…”

After speaking, he knelt on one knee and bowed three times to Cui Xiaoxiao.

Although Cui Xiaoxiao had been verbally coaxing this man to accept her as his master, it was more to comfort him, not to worry about having no friends on the road ahead.

But who knew this man was so sincere that he bowed when he said he would?

She instinctively wanted to speak up and reverse the situation, but the man had already stood up and respectfully called her master.

…Well, accepting a disciple didn’t cost any money, and she couldn’t lose anything by it. After all, if the Talismonger Sect wanted to grow, it needed to branch out and spread its leaves.

This man had good skills. Once the three fellow disciples were promoted to martial uncles, the great enterprise of hunting rabbits and catching mountain chickens would have a successor!

With this thought, Cui Xiaoxiao laughed awkwardly a few times, said some polite, encouraging words, then asked casually, “By the way, I still don’t know my disciple’s name!”

The young man also smiled at his newly acknowledged little master and said word by word, “This disciple’s surname is Wei, given name Jie!”

Cui Xiaoxiao was just about to agree that her disciple’s name was strong, clearly a good name that could revitalize the Talismonger Sect, when the smile on her face gradually froze.

“Wei… Jie? Which Wei and which Jie are in your name?”

The Talismonger Sect’s new disciple casually picked up a tree branch and wrote his full name in the sand by the stream.

What beautiful calligraphy! The upright and graceful name was written with flowing dragon-like strokes, with extraordinary brushwork.

Thus, the large characters “Wei Jie” struck directly into Cui Xiaoxiao’s eyes.

Finally, Cui Xiaoxiao was silent for a long while before asking gravely, “You… how did you come to have this name?”

He had a cultivation foundation and was not an ordinary mortal! Any cultivator would have some taboo against the name of the former demon lord. How could it be such a coincidence that he also named himself Wei Jie!

After hearing Cui Xiaoxiao’s words, the man said indifferently, “A name given by one’s father cannot be discarded. ‘Jie’ means a calamity one wishes to avoid but cannot. I was originally forced to come into this world. For my father and mother, I am their calamity.”

Cui Xiaoxiao’s mind was buzzing, constantly working. Her thoughts jumped back and forth between this verdant Qilao Mountain, the suddenly appearing Po Hun Snake, and this man who was also called “Wei Jie,” becoming increasingly confused.

Everything here seemed to be filled with endless strangeness.

She hesitantly asked again, “May I ask who your esteemed father is?”

Wei Jie looked steadily at his little master’s large eyes and said slowly again, “He is the former head of the demon-subduing Wei family—Wei Jingling!”

Cui Xiaoxiao gasped and stepped back two paces.

She saw this handsome man finally reveal a completely evil smile and continue, “As for my mother… if Miss has seen the stone tablet on the mountain, she should know that she is a female demon… I am a half-demon born of a human and a demon! Being the offspring of ghosts and demons, I’m not worthy of the Wei surname, so I changed my surname myself, taking the ‘Wei’ with the ghost radical…”

He said this obviously to give this girl who dared to accept disciples so rashly a lesson, so his lips carried some mockery as he quietly waited for the girl’s terrified reaction.

After all, his mother was a female demon that everyone avoided like the plague, and his father was a guilty person sought for punishment by the righteous path.

Whoever accepted such a disciple would not be far from their sect’s collapse!

His agreement to bow as a disciple earlier was actually to wait for this teasing moment. He just wondered what excuse this girl would use to hurriedly distance herself from him.

However, he usually wasn’t so bored. He just didn’t know why today he always wanted to tease this little girl who had appeared from nowhere.

Originally, he thought this girl was sent by his enemies to deliberately lure him into the valley, so he pretended to fall for it to see what tricks she would play.

But later, he discovered that this girl truly didn’t know what was hidden in the valley, and her poisoned appearance was pitiful.

This was just a girl who didn’t know her limits. His teaching her a lesson this time would save her from overestimating herself in the future, setting up her mountain stronghold to play sect leader, and rashly accepting disciples everywhere.

But the girl in front of him stared at him for a long time, then opened her mouth to ask something completely unrelated—”May I ask what the current era name is?”

After Wei Jie answered, Cui Xiaoxiao silently counted on her fingers for a long time, then asked desperately, “You said… this is Qilao Mountain? Why are there so many trees here?”

Even if she had accepted the wrong disciple, the little girl’s reaction was too strange!

Wei Jie didn’t know why she would ask such questions. The smile on his face gradually faded as he thought, could this girl be unable to handle the shock and start talking nonsense?

He didn’t know that his new master’s heart was currently in turmoil.

She… she felt a sense of temporal confusion. This man didn’t seem to be lying or teasing, but what was going on?

Just as Cui Xiaoxiao was puzzled, she suddenly heard a voice by her ear saying, “My dear, you’re truly remarkable, actually able to activate the ancient statue of Zhu Jiuyin! But… how did you send yourself to this time? Don’t you know that with your destiny, returning to two hundred years ago, you’re bound to die at his hands? Oh my, how interesting, hahaha!”

Cui Xiaoxiao knew this was the Demon Pearl in her body talking to her. Although her blood restrained the Demon Pearl’s evil nature, preventing it from controlling her body to do evil, it had been nourished by the snake poison earlier and had become revitalized again. It had awakened and was leisurely chatting with her.

After saying these words, the Demon Pearl seemed to have exhausted its spiritual energy. It yawned lazily and fell back into deep sleep without speaking again.

But Cui Xiaoxiao was so shocked she couldn’t recover: What did it say? Had she returned over two hundred years ago because of that evil statue? And whose hands was she supposed to die by?

How clever was Cui Xiaoxiao? As she carefully pondered the Demon Pearl’s words while carefully recalling everything since meeting this man, she finally realized belatedly and gasped!

If this were Qilao Mountain from two hundred years ago, then the trees here hadn’t been burned by the phoenix’s heavenly fire yet.

Then this man who wielded a whip to shatter stone… wouldn’t he be the demon lord Wei Jie from back then!

That’s right! The Wei Jie of the past, who had not yet become a demon, had once come to Qilao Mountain and shattered the merit tablets of the four great sects…

The more Cui Xiaoxiao thought about it, the more her head hurt. She asked the man who had been watching her somewhat weakly, “Those people who went up the mountain earlier… who were they?”

Wei Jie said lazily, “They looked like followers of the four great sects.”

Cui Xiaoxiao ground her teeth and asked, “So… they weren’t coming to catch me at all, but were after you, weren’t they! Why didn’t you say so earlier?”

Wei Jie raised his sword-like eyebrows and said leisurely, “But Master, you are indeed beautiful, like a clear lotus in water. I didn’t know if there were any admirers of yours among so many people!”

Faced with this shameless rogue, Xiaoxiao rubbed her cheeks wearily and asked again, “What did you do to make them pursue you like this?”

The man smiled and said lazily, “I merely stole their temple-guarding Golden Cores to supplement my vital energy… Master, would you like to eat a few to calm your anger?”

After speaking, he untied his cloth pouch. Good heavens, what Cui Xiaoxiao had mistaken for glinting golden balls were all gleaming Golden Cores—he had emptied the foundations of all four great sects!

Good, now that he had explained this, Cui Xiaoxiao could match up the timeline again.

Her master’s secret texts had mentioned that before Wei Jie became famous, he was besieged by disciples of the four great sects at Qilao Mountain for stealing Golden Cores.

At that time, with his foundation still unstable, he was attacked by the crowd and knocked off the cliff, forced into the Po Hun Snake Cave. Severely injured, he fought to the death with that giant python. After being poisoned by the snake and hanging between life and death, he began his path to becoming a demon!

But now, what was this situation? Why was everything developing so differently from before?
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However, upon careful reflection, Cui Xiaoxiao gradually understood: the demon lord Wei Jie, who should have fought to the death with the four great sects and been severely injured, had instead fled without fighting because of her interference.

Also, because the two of them had fallen together with excessive weight, they had smashed the eggs in the earthen pit, causing the Po Hun two-headed snake to be drawn out early.

Then, with her assistance, Wei Jie was able to prepare leisurely and, with the aid of the Soul-controlling Talismans, killed the Po Hun Snake without a scratch, never being poisoned by the snake.

This… hadn’t she inadvertently changed the events of two hundred years ago?

If he wasn’t bitten, how could he be poisoned? How could he develop divine skills to resist the demonic nature? And how could he be destroyed by his disciple Qin Lingxiao? How could Master Tang Youshu leave heartbroken and establish the Talismonger Sect?

This… where would these changed world events lead?

Cui Xiaoxiao painfully closed her eyes. She seemed to have accidentally interrupted this demon lord Wei Jie’s path to becoming a demon.

She wondered how Heaven would punish her for interfering with heavenly secrets. Would ten million lightning bolts strike down to chop her into noodle threads?

However, Wei Jie misunderstood Cui Xiaoxiao’s pained expression as regret for accepting a disciple.

So he slowly straightened his body, looked down at the girl covering her face with cold laughter, and casually teased, “What? Does Master regret accepting me as a disciple?”

When he said this, although his bewitching deep eyes contained a smile, the smile wasn’t genuine—it was more the coldness of someone who had seen through the world’s fickleness.

When Cui Xiaoxiao looked up at his jade-carved handsome face, her heart shuddered. She thought: inadvertently accepting such an evil demon was truly the Talismonger Sect’s misfortune!

But if she immediately regretted it now, this fellow might hold a grudge.

Although she didn’t particularly mind his birth, she very much minded his future evil reputation. She absolutely couldn’t let the Lingshan Talismonger Sect’s reputation be tarnished by his evil deeds.

But to dismiss an evil disciple, one had to withdraw gradually, not tear off the facade all at once. After all, this was the future leader of the demonic path, an extremely evil person!

She was now alone and probably no match for this demon lord who could single-handedly kill the Po Hun Snake.

With this thought, Cui Xiaoxiao blinked, took a deep breath, smiled, and said insincerely, “How could that be? You’re intelligent and talented, clearly a once-in-a-generation genius. Good boy, in the future… you’ll surely achieve great things! This master accepts you… is truly blessed for three lifetimes!”

After hearing this, Wei Jie suddenly fell silent, widening his handsome eyes and staring at Xiaoxiao silently.

He could tell this little girl was being insincere, but he didn’t know why she hadn’t immediately regretted it. Didn’t she know that once contaminated, there would be endless trouble?

His earlier discipleship wasn’t sincere. Kneeling on one knee was merely a superficial ceremony, purely to tease this little girl who didn’t know her limits.

After she learned of his background, she would naturally regret it and make a fool of herself trying to distance herself from him.

This was nothing unusual. After all, he had received enough cold looks since childhood to make his heart lake waveless. He treated it as an amusement to pass the time.

But he never expected this little girl who called herself the Lingshan Talismonger Sect leader to not play by the rules, actually being stubborn and refusing to immediately abandon her disciple…

Fine, since he was bored anyway, he’d play along with this little benefactor master of his.

With this thought, Wei Jie slowly smiled, bowed to Xiaoxiao, and said, “Being able to bow under your tutelage is also my blessing for three lifetimes!”

As for Cui Xiaoxiao, after dryly praising her eldest disciple, her heart was burning with anxiety.

After all, she didn’t know how she had returned to two hundred years ago and interfered with heavenly secrets, not knowing what consequences there would be.

However, what made Cui Xiaoxiao secretly amazed was Wei Jie himself—this demon lord, who was said to be completely evil in legend, didn’t seem so bad. At least when the monster snake attacked at that critical moment, he hadn’t abandoned her and fled alone.

Just as Cui Xiaoxiao was troubled and confused, she heard Wei Jie ask casually again, “Master, I still don’t know your name. This year… you’re sixteen, right?”

Cui Xiaoxiao sighed slightly, thinking that accepting disciples and bowing as master without knowing each other’s identities—she and Wei Jie were truly unprecedented!

But what did this kid mean? “Sixteen, right?” Was he disdaining his master for being too immature?

She glared at him sideways: “My name is Cui Xiaoxiao, I’m seventeen this year… next year I don’t know how old I’ll be…”

Heaven bless her to safely pass through the heavenly tribulation, or else next year there would be no birthday, only a death anniversary.

“Oh…” Wei Jie heard his master’s incoherent words and slowly raised his head. His eyes under his sword-like brows seemed to ripple with light. He extended his long finger to slowly calculate, asking with an exploratory tone, “Seventeen… a good age. Master is two years younger than me… that would be a gui-chou year birth… It’s a yin year. I wonder when Master’s birthday is?”

Cui Xiaoxiao saw his probing gaze fix on her, then slowly smiled and said, “What? Does my disciple also know fortune-telling? Are you trying to divine whether your master’s birth date is good?”

Her extreme yin birth date, two hundred years ago, would be a deadly, ominous talisman. She absolutely couldn’t let this demon lord know!

Seeing that she answered his question with another question, Wei Jie wasn’t too bothered and just smiled slightly, “I was thinking of asking about Master’s birthday so I won’t miss celebrating your birthday in the future… Master’s fate doesn’t need divining—it must be good. At least after this disciple met Master, I seem to have continuous good luck, always able to turn danger into safety…”

Cui Xiaoxiao also nodded approvingly, “It seems my horoscope matches well with yours, my disciple…”

Wei Jie had a bewitching feminine beauty, but when he smiled, his mouth corners showed pointed canine teeth, making him look like an eighteen or nineteen-year-old young man.

If she hadn’t traveled back from two hundred years in the future, Cui Xiaoxiao would never have imagined that this man who smiled so purely would become a demon lord who made people tremble with fear in the following decades.

The master and disciple smiled at each other with mutual appreciation.

Cui Xiaoxiao stood up, preparing to take advantage of this harmonious atmosphere to talk to her disciple about how mountains are high and waters long, that there’s a kind of master-disciple fate called chance encounters, and then going their separate ways.

She wanted to bid farewell to her disciple here, letting her good disciple cultivate alone from now on. She wasn’t from two hundred years ago, and staying too long by Wei Jie’s side might interfere with too many heavenly secrets. It was better to part for now.

But just then, voices calling from above their heads: “There was movement down there just now. Wei Jie must be hiding in the valley below. Come on! Let’s hurry down and see!”

It seemed that after the four great sects’ people searched everywhere without results, they heard fighting sounds from the valley below and planned to come down to investigate.

After Wei Jie heard this voice, he said to Xiaoxiao, “Let’s leave quickly, or we won’t be able to go.”

But… Cui Xiaoxiao looked at the snake corpse lying on the ground and suddenly had an idea: “I heard this ancient giant snake’s poison has miraculous effects. Should we take some with us? It might be very useful in the future!”

According to the original trajectory of events, Wei Jie had to be poisoned by the snake to become possessed by fire and become a generation’s demon lord. That is, as long as he was poisoned by the snake, everything could return to normal, and the world would be peaceful!

She could also escape suspicion of interfering with heavenly secrets and calmly find a way to return two hundred years later.

So she wanted to encourage Wei Jie to touch the snake’s head again to see if there was any hope.

Unfortunately, her newly accepted disciple wasn’t stupid either. He looked at the snake’s head and refused, “A dead snake’s head is still dangerous. Taking snake poison now probably isn’t appropriate…”

Cui Xiaoxiao hadn’t expected the great demon lord to be so easily fooled. She could only stand up reluctantly, thinking about her next plan.

Wei Jie kept watching his master’s face, seeing her small face seemingly full of disappointment, looking quite pitiful…

He thought for a moment, untied his wine gourd, and suddenly walked toward the male snake head. Cui Xiaoxiao’s spirits lifted as she silently cheered for the snake head: “Come on! Don’t die completely, go! Bite him hard!”

As if sensing Sect Leader Cui’s call, when Wei Jie had just pried open the snake’s mouth with his sword, the snake’s scattered pupils seemed to focus, bursting with killing intent, suddenly opening its mouth wide and biting viciously toward Wei Jie’s extended arm.

Fortunately, Wei Jie was quick with his hands and eyes, immediately pulling his arm back, then picking up a large stone nearby and continuously smashing it hard against the snake’s head.

After a while, when the snake’s head was motionless, he continued to pry open the snake’s mouth with his bare hands, held it open with his sword, pressed the gourd against the snake’s sharp venomous fangs, and forced out the flowing snake poison.

Cui Xiaoxiao held her breath and watched intently, hoping for a miracle that the not-quite-dead snake head would bite Wei Jie once, so everything could get back on track.

But Wei Jie’s strength seemed incredibly great. He forcefully held the snake’s head open with his sword and managed to extract the snake’s poison without incident.

After he retrieved the snake poison, he handed the gourd to Cui Xiaoxiao: “Here!”

Cui Xiaoxiao was stunned, not understanding what Wei Jie meant.

Wei Jie pursed his thin lips: “Didn’t Master want it? I extracted some for you. Keep it safe, but be careful not to accidentally get poisoned, or even the greatest immortals couldn’t save you.”

So he had earlier misunderstood that Cui Xiaoxiao wanted snake poison, which was why he risked his life to personally extract a gourd full.

Cui Xiaoxiao felt her cheeks burning. Despite all her scheming to get Wei Jie bitten by the poisonous snake, he turned out to be so filial, risking danger alone just because his master wanted it…

She had wandered the martial world since childhood, and except for her adoptive father and master, no one else had treated her so well.

But now, for no reason, she owed Wei Jie a favor.

In such circumstances, hoping for her beloved disciple to be bitten by a snake would be worse than a beast.

Fortunately, she had the snake poison in hand and could remedy the situation anytime, giving him a few drops of poison to get Wei Jie’s path to becoming a demon back on track.

For now, she could only take it one step at a time, waiting for this Wei Jie to show his true ugly side so she could return the demon lord to his original form without guilt…

Wei Jie led her along the path the Po Hun Snake had taken, with the overturned earth road seeming to extend to the valley entrance.

After walking for a while, they seemed to enter a secluded winding path that left one confused about direction.

However, Wei Jie seemed very skilled at identifying directions, always able to find inconspicuous paths in the unusually dense forest.

Cui Xiaoxiao was somewhat puzzled about why he was so skilled at finding his way.

Wei Jie said frankly, “…I lived in Qilao Mountain for a few years when I was young, so naturally I’m familiar with it.”

After hearing this, Cui Xiaoxiao was so angry her teeth itched: “So you knew there was a Po Hun Snake in the valley below, yet still jumped down?”

Wei Jie cleared the thorny branches blocking his little master’s path while smiling casually, “I said not to jump, but Master insisted on jumping. To preserve life and limb, I could only give it a try.”

Listen to that—now it was the master’s fault.

Looking at the tall man walking ahead, Cui Xiaoxiao grew increasingly annoyed: worthy of someone who would become a demon lord, truly cunning! Knowing those people were chasing him but not saying so, and knowing there was a snake in the valley but not warning her, deliberately wanting to drag her down with him—his heart was condemnable!

No, she had to guard against him. There were still pursuers from the four great sects outside. At the very least, she needed to leave herself an escape route… With this thought, Xiaoxiao’s gaze fell on the cloth pouch containing Golden Cores at his waist.

She casually followed him, and in the blink of an eye, that pouch was skillfully transferred into her bosom…

Because Wei Jie knew the way, in no time they had exited the valley, leaving the pursuers far behind.

The four great sects seemed to hate the thief who stole the Golden Cores extremely. Not only did they send people up the mountain to chase him, but they also stationed people below the mountain.

So when Wei Jie and Cui Xiaoxiao emerged from the canyon together, someone immediately blocked their path.

“Wei Jie! Where are you going?”

Cui Xiaoxiao looked up and saw that the four great sects wore white, azure, black, and brown colored robes respectively, with a group of people in white robes standing at the front.

Looking coldly, these white-robed people’s clothes… were the same as the Jiuxuan Sword Sect’s attire from two hundred years later. No wonder she had mistaken them earlier, thinking the Jiuxuan Sword Sect had come chasing.

However… the one leading these white-robed people at the front… wasn’t that Qin Lingxiao?
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No! This Qin Lingxiao looked somewhat more tender-faced, not at all the mature appearance fixed at twenty or thirty years old from before!

Had Sect Leader Qin practiced some rejuvenation technique, becoming much younger?

Cui Xiaoxiao couldn’t help but widen her eyes, looking at this young Qin Lingxiao before her, her mind racing.

However, she immediately thought of it—Qin Lingxiao was said to be the young pavilion master of Lingyun Pavilion, the number one pavilion under heaven that was destroyed by Wei Jie back then.

He had hidden his name and identity to bow under Wei Jie’s tutelage to avenge his sect’s destruction.

After killing Wei Jie, he changed back to his original name, Qin Lingxiao. But Lingyun Pavilion had been destroyed long ago. Qin Lingxiao simply established another sect, becoming its founding patriarch, which later became the Jiuxuan Sword Sect.

The current Qin Lingxiao should still be the young pavilion master of Lingyun Pavilion, ignorant of the world’s hardships.

His cultivation wasn’t high now, so there was no eight-line lotus brand on his forehead. His face showed youthful inexperience, but he already appeared to be a tall, slender, beautiful youth.

However, his bright moon and clear wind handsomeness became less striking in the presence of Wei Jie’s bewitching masculinity.

Cui Xiaoxiao originally thought Qin Lingxiao shouldn’t recognize her. But after her gaze met with this young Qin Lingxiao, she immediately sensed something was wrong.

Because when Qin Lingxiao saw clearly that the people emerging were Wei Jie and Cui Xiaoxiao, his pupils unconsciously contracted sharply, seeming very shocked.

Moreover, his gaze toward Cui Xiaoxiao didn’t seem like a first meeting.

When he spoke, he addressed Cui Xiaoxiao directly: “How could you appear here?… And you brought him out?”

Originally, when that ancient divine statue absorbed the power of two Demon Pearls, it also drew in Cui Xiaoxiao and Qin Lingxiao, who respectively held the two Demon Pearls.

However, Qin Lingxiao was then in a false form created by his primordial spirit, so when transported back two hundred years, Qin Lingxiao’s primordial spirit had no physical body to attach to and naturally adhered to his younger self.

The current Qin Lingxiao had the shell of a youth on the surface, but inside was the soul of Sect Leader Qin, who had experienced two hundred years of vicissitudes.

Initially, when Qin Lingxiao first returned two hundred years ago, he was also greatly shocked.

But seeing the familiar palace halls of old Lingyun Pavilion and once-familiar relatives, after some consideration, Qin Lingxiao suddenly felt this wasn’t bad at all.

Since becoming famous, he had always been shrouded in Wei Jie’s shadow.

Even after he became the foremost person of the Sword Sect, people still pointed and whispered behind his back, saying that if he hadn’t absorbed Wei Jie’s power initially, he would be a nobody, nothing but a traitor who betrayed his master.

This return to two hundred years ago, though he regretted losing his hundred years of cultivation, walking the path again, he could certainly avoid various regrets and achieve even better, more perfect cultivation through his efforts.

Moreover, this time, he absolutely wouldn’t let Wei Jie gain power and destroy all of Lingyun Pavilion.

Everything developed just like the events of that year—he came to Qilao Mountain in his father’s name, leading his sect’s disciples to intercept Wei Jie.

Back then, because young Qin Lingxiao was playful and didn’t take Wei Jie, such a nobody, seriously, he had gone halfway to Zhenyuan River to catch black dragons, collecting dragon oil for his mother’s pill refining.

As a result, most of the disciples sent to capture the pill thief were injured by Wei Jie. Although Wei Jie was eventually knocked off the cliff, he thus gained a fortuitous encounter and developed unparalleled demonic skills.

When Wei Jie emerged from seclusion, he allied with the Tushan fox clan, continuously growing his power, recruiting troops to establish the Demon Sect. The first thing he did was seek revenge, single-handedly challenging Lingyun Pavilion and destroying the hundred-year cultivation sect in one fell swoop.

Thinking of this, Qin Lingxiao’s teeth itched with hatred. This time starting over, he would fundamentally crush Wei Jie into the dust, never letting him raise his head again!

So this time, Qin Lingxiao didn’t playfully go catch black dragons but personally brought people to Qilao Mountain.

When the other three sects sent disciples to surround and attack Wei Jie, Qin Lingxiao stood at the bottom of the mountain, ordering Lingyun Pavilion disciples to hold their position.

Because he knew clearly that even if everyone went up, they would only end up mutually wounded with Wei Jie.

In this group battle, Lingyun Pavilion would lose its four strongest disciples, leaving the pavilion powerless to continue, resulting in Wei Jie’s bloody massacre thirty years later.

So this time with events repeating, Qin Lingxiao only brought people to guard the mountain base, waiting for the snipe and clam to fight, waiting for Wei Jie to fall off the cliff and be poisoned after mistakenly entering the snake cave. Then he would lead people into the valley and easily finish off Wei Jie with one sword strike while he was struggling against the snake poison.

But all these plans fell apart when he saw Cui Xiaoxiao and Wei Jie emerge from the valley together, safe and sound.

Despite all his calculations, Qin Lingxiao hadn’t calculated that Cui Xiaoxiao would also travel back two hundred years and get mixed up with Wei Jie, apparently disrupting past events and bringing Wei Jie out of the valley safely and early.

What was happening? Could it be that the Po Hun Snake had also disappeared due to Cui Xiaoxiao’s appearance?

So, in extreme shock, Qin Lingxiao shouted out those words.

As soon as he spoke, Cui Xiaoxiao immediately guessed that this young Qin Lingxiao recognized her!

Qin Lingxiao should also be like her, transported back two hundred years by that ancient mysterious statue.

Wei Jie, standing beside Cui Xiaoxiao, looked at Qin Lingxiao. Though he didn’t recognize this youth, judging by his clothing, he should be from Lingyun Pavilion.

Seeing the youth staring directly at Cui Xiaoxiao, it seemed there was quite a history between them…

So Wei Jie’s long eyes narrowed slightly, examining them both with curiosity, asking Xiaoxiao in a low voice, “What? You know people from Lingyun Pavilion?”

Cui Xiaoxiao felt a mixture of emotions, looking at two men waiting for her answer, not knowing how to begin.

But just then, not allowing Xiaoxiao to answer, people from the other three major sects saw Wei Jie and rushed over, shouting, “Thief, where are you running?”

Wei Jie drew his sword to meet them in battle, while Xiaoxiao stepped aside and started running down the mountain.

Qin Lingxiao ignored Wei Jie and directly chased after Cui Xiaoxiao, grabbing her wrist and saying urgently, “What have you done? I’m asking you a question—why won’t you answer?”

Cui Xiaoxiao saw that Wei Jie had no time to pay attention to her side, so she also grabbed Qin Lingxiao’s collar, gritting her teeth, “I should be asking you! If you hadn’t done something fishy, how would I have come to this godforsaken place?”

Qin Lingxiao was caught off guard, his nose almost bumping into hers. Angered until his cheeks flushed slightly, he simply dragged her around the mountain corner. When they were far from the fighting crowd, he said urgently, “Did you steal the statue of Zhu Jiuyin?”

Zhu Jiuyin, also called the Eclipse Dragon, was the mountain god of ancient Zhong Mountain. The Classic of Mountains and Seas recorded it as half-human, half-snake in appearance. When it opened its eyes, it was day; when it closed them, it was night.

This was the ancient god who controlled yin-yang and the darkness of time.

Cui Xiaoxiao immediately thought of the statue she and her fellow disciples had found in the mountain cave… Could it be the Zhu Jiuyin that Qin Lingxiao spoke of?

Seeing that Cui Xiaoxiao didn’t deny it, Qin Lingxiao was certain this was the case.

He glared at Cui Xiaoxiao hatefully, “It’s all your doing—you broke Zhu Jiuyin’s seal! I really shouldn’t have left that statue for Tang Youshu, that mediocrity, to handle… Now with heaven and earth reversed, returning to two hundred years ago, if Wei Jie gains opportunity from this and commits greater slaughter, it will all be the sin you’ve created!”

Faced with this huge blame flying at her, Cui Xiaoxiao rolled her eyes—she couldn’t have done this good deed alone; it required Sect Leader Qin’s excellent cooperation!

She pried off Qin Lingxiao’s hand, examining his much more tender face, “Little brother, speak more politely to your sister! If you hadn’t sent disciples to capture me, how would we have touched that statue’s mechanism and been transported here? Instead of interrogating me, you should think about how to get back quickly!”

Qin Lingxiao hadn’t been teased like this for a long time. Seeing this female rogue call him little brother, the youth’s lips pressed into a line, determined to properly discipline her!

But during their earlier scuffle, Qin Lingxiao had already felt that his current inner breath wasn’t much higher than this dead girl’s.

Damn it, after all, this was two hundred years ago. Qin Lingxiao’s current body had an extremely shallow inner breath. Even though he was well-versed in breath regulation and Golden Core methods, he would need time and opportunity to improve.

However, because of this, he no longer had to endure the backlash of demonic nature. This kind of pressure-free lightness was something Qin Lingxiao hadn’t experienced for a long time.

Qin Lingxiao quickly weighed the pros and cons, still feeling that starting over was better.

And this Cui Xiaoxiao shouldn’t exist in this era—she was an existence that violated heavenly secrets, so naturally, she was eager to return…

With this thought, Qin Lingxiao sneered coldly. He couldn’t let this variable cause chaos. He would first take her back to Lingyun Pavilion and imprison her in the back mountain. If she were sensible, after he killed Wei Jie, he might find an opportunity to send her back. But before then, he absolutely couldn’t let Cui Xiaoxiao reveal heavenly secrets and interfere with his plans.

Qin Lingxiao suddenly reached out to grab, wanting to catch Cui Xiaoxiao’s wrist and then seal her sleep acupoint. If this were the Qin Lingxiao of two hundred years ago, he wouldn’t even need to move his hands—a flick of his finger would send energy needles through acupoints.

But now, when Qin Lingxiao slightly raised his hand, Cui Xiaoxiao detected it.

During these past few days of meditation, she had to contend with the Demon Pearl in her body, rapidly cultivating her dantian energy. Earlier at the valley bottom, because she was poisoned by snake venom, she again used her dantian energy to counter the poison. Now was when her inner power was surging.

Though Qin Lingxiao’s movements were fast, in Xiaoxiao’s eyes, they appeared slightly slowed. After several exchanges, Xiaoxiao also understood—Sect Leader Qin could no longer display his flair of seven energy swords spinning above his head!

She blocked very quickly, straightforwardly lifting her leg to kick toward Qin Lingxiao’s stomach.

Qin Lingxiao dodged with a flash. This time he finally managed to grab Cui Xiaoxiao’s ankle, then gripped her shoulder and said through gritted teeth, “Do you want to go back or not?”

Cui Xiaoxiao looked at Qin Lingxiao’s face, slightly flushed with anger, feeling that though his cultivation wasn’t high now, he had more human spirit, unlike two hundred years later when he had that banished immortal demeanor of having the entire world under his control.

If Qin Lingxiao also wanted to return, then everything could be discussed, so Xiaoxiao asked him to let go first so the two could calmly negotiate.

Qin Lingxiao also knew he couldn’t subdue Xiaoxiao for now, so he stopped fighting and listened to Xiaoxiao briefly describe the various encounters after meeting Wei Jie.

While Cui Xiaoxiao was speaking, Qin Lingxiao also figured it out: since Wei Jie wasn’t injured or bitten by the snake because of Cui Xiaoxiao, that was actually for the best!

In cultivation, both natural talent and immortal fate were indispensable.

This time, Wei Jie missed the opportunity to become a demon, so he couldn’t become the leader of the demonic path, much less could he single-handedly challenge Lingyun Pavilion!

And because he possessed two hundred years of cultivation memories, everything was familiar and easy. He just needed time to proceed step by step and could still ascend to immortal heights through his identity as a young pavilion master of Lingyun Pavilion.

This time, even if he killed Wei Jie, no one would say he was a traitor who killed his master and stepped on Wei Jie to rise to power!
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Cui Xiaoxiao didn’t know Qin Lingxiao’s thoughts and, hearing him ask if she wanted to go back, only replied, “Of course I want to go back. Do you know where that Zhu Jiuyin statue is?”

The seal on the statue was placed by Master Tang Youshu back then, but Master had never left a single word about the statue. Since Qin Lingxiao had also traveled back, everything would be manageable. As long as he got the statue, the two of them could restart it.

However, Qin Lingxiao said, “That statue was originally found by Wei Jie. How would I know where it is!”

After hearing this, Xiaoxiao couldn’t help feeling disappointed, thinking: Did she have to wait until Wei Jie found Zhu Jiuyin before she could return?

Just then, someone came toward them, shouting in grief and anger, “Trouble! That demon Wei Jie used some method to fill the valley with poisonous gas. All those who went down the cliff to chase him have been poisoned and knocked unconscious!”

It turned out that when Cui Xiaoxiao and Wei Jie were fighting the Po Hun giant python in the valley earlier, the sounds they made attracted the attention of the four great sects’ disciples on the mountain.

Just after Cui Xiaoxiao and Wei Jie left the valley, someone used energy cultivation to jump down the cliff. Unfortunately, the poisonous miasma sprayed by the Po Hun Snake hadn’t dispersed yet, and these people all fell victim to it, collapsing helplessly.

Those standing on the cliff saw from afar and didn’t dare go down, so they attributed their fellow disciples’ poisoning to Wei Jie, this half-demon person.

After hearing that person’s report, Cui Xiaoxiao instinctively wanted to explain and take out the snake bile from her water pouch to detoxify those people.

But as soon as she began to speak, that person glared at her and shouted, “It’s her! I saw her by Wei Jie’s side, even helping him escape. She’s obviously in league with him! Young Pavilion Master Qin, quickly capture this demoness and don’t let her run away!”

Seeing that Wei Jie’s trouble was about to be blamed on her, Cui Xiaoxiao wasn’t panicked because she had already thought of an escape plan. She quickly explained, “Everyone seems to have some misunderstanding. There’s a Po Hun giant python hidden under that cliff—it’s the one that sprayed poisonous mist and knocked out your fellow disciples… The Golden Cores you lost, I’ve already retrieved them for you and will return them now.”

As she spoke, she raised her hand and threw the pouch she had taken to an elderly man dressed in black robes across from her: “Sir, please check—the Golden Cores are all inside, returning them to their rightful owners. Also, I only met that pill thief by chance. This matter has nothing to do with me, so I’ll take my leave now…”

Just then, a black figure leaped like a soaring dragon straight out of the crowd, extending a long hand to try to snatch the bag of Golden Cores from Cui Xiaoxiao’s hands.

Unfortunately, he was still a step too late, watching as Cui Xiaoxiao threw his pouch to the four great sects’ people.

It turned out Wei Jie had just discovered that his pouch had somehow ended up in Cui Xiaoxiao’s hands. Seeing that she was returning the Golden Cores without asking him, he was greatly displeased.

Due to his anger, Wei Jie’s facial expression became increasingly stern. The tall man in black robes with dark hair flowing in the wind, when he glared sideways at people, his light purple pupils flashed with a bewitching light. Under his straight nose, his thin lips were slightly pursed, making his handsome chin carry endless allure.

Cui Xiaoxiao felt somewhat guilty under his glare and turned her head to avoid it.

But on second thought, those Golden Cores were stolen goods—what was wrong with her returning them to their rightful owners? So she turned her head back and glared at Wei Jie defiantly.

However, beautiful men were like West Lake water—even their anger and fury were intoxicating. Even when this kid glared coldly at people, he was devastatingly handsome. Staring too long would make one lose self-control.

He truly was a descendant of female demons, with bewitching charm in his eyes and brows that could turn all living beings upside down.

Xiaoxiao somewhat conceded defeat and quickly looked away, silently reciting the Heart-Clearing Mantra passed down by her master.

However, she wasn’t the only one nearly bewitched by this male demon. Many female disciples from the four great sects with insufficient willpower were also staring at Wei Jie transfixed, seemingly unable to look away. Even some men seemed to be staring at him with dazed expressions…

Just as Cui Xiaoxiao hadn’t yet stabilized her mind from the male beauty’s bewitchment, Wei Jie suddenly put away the angry expression on his face, walked forward in a few steps, grabbed Cui Xiaoxiao’s hand, and loudly said, “Master, I don’t blame you. You must have been afraid of them and had no choice but to return the Golden Cores. Don’t be afraid—this disciple will rescue you!”

After speaking, he looked around at the surrounding disciples and deliberately said loudly, “This is my Wei Jie’s benefactor master! Let’s see who dares to bully her!”

When Qin Lingxiao saw his father’s killer appear before him again, he was so hateful that his teeth itched. When he heard Wei Jie call Cui Xiaoxiao master, he looked back at Cui Xiaoxiao in disbelief.

She hadn’t mentioned accepting Wei Jie as a disciple earlier! Was she crazy? She dared to accept such a demon lord!

Cui Xiaoxiao also hadn’t expected that Wei Jie would suddenly change his tune, pouncing on her like a crying baby waiting to be fed, even calling her master brazenly in front of the four great sects.

For a moment, she was caught off guard by Wei Jie’s underhanded move.

Just then, people from the other three great sects who had been surrounding Wei Jie also arrived, saying in disbelief, “This little girl is your master? There’s a sect in the world that dares to accept you, Wei Jie? Tell us the name so we can broaden our horizons!”

Wei Jie glanced at Cui Xiaoxiao, thinking that she had quietly stolen his Golden Cores, which was truly detestable, so he said word by word, “My master is the Lingshan Talismonger Sect Leader—Cui Xiaoxiao!”

Everyone was stunned after hearing this, then burst into laughter toward the sky: “What bullshit Talismonger Sect? Never even heard of it! Didn’t you, Wei Jie, establish it yourself? And your master? Just this little girl?”

This sky-filling laughter merged into one, with many people laughing uncontrollably.

This was understandable—two hundred years ago, Tang Youshu hadn’t yet become Wei Jie’s disciple, much less established the Lingshan Talismonger Sect independently.

A sect appearing out of nowhere really did seem like any random cats and dogs setting up their banner!

Amidst the roaring laughter, Cui Xiaoxiao sighed to the sky: Master, I’m sorry to you, old man. I’m bringing shame even to two hundred years ago!

Damn Wei Jie—announcing her sect affiliation at this time was simply bringing disgrace to the Lingshan Talismonger Sect! Now, even if she vehemently denied it, people probably wouldn’t believe her.

As the Talismonger Sect Leader, how could she allow people to mock the Lingshan Sect? After sighing once, she decided to display some divine powers. She casually pulled out a Water Transformation Talisman, flicked her finger with one hand, and summoned a shower of rain above the heads of the people who were laughing and swaying.

This strange torrential downpour immediately drenched everyone in a sorry state and stopped their laughter.

Such rain-summoning talisman skills that could be used at will required some cultivation, yet this young-looking girl did it easily. Could there be some Lingshan Talismonger Sect that had appeared from nowhere?

Before Tang Youshu founded the Lingshan Talismonger Sect, talisman-crafting had never been considered elegant, and there were no famous figures worth mentioning.

When Cui Xiaoxiao displayed this skillful water-summoning technique, it was enough to shock the four great sects of two hundred years ago.

“If everyone has laughed enough, please listen to me,” Xiaoxiao snapped her fingers with one hand again, stopping the sudden “heavy rain.”

She continued loudly, “My disciple is mischievous and has made mistakes. I apologize to everyone on his behalf. However, I have already returned the Golden Cores for him, so please be magnanimous and spare him this once. Otherwise, how much silver compensation do you think is appropriate? I’ll have this child, Wei Jie, find a way to gather it for everyone!”

In this situation, it was a few against many. Now she was inexplicably tied together with this demon lord. Even if she said she didn’t know him, probably no one would believe it.

Considering that he had saved her life in the valley, Cui Xiaoxiao steeled herself to wade through muddy waters, wanting to temporarily help Wei Jie settle this lawsuit and persuade the four great sects to retreat. Everyone could part on good terms, and she could withdraw gracefully.

That Wei fellow had better be sensible and not bite the hand that feeds him!

Wei Jie was not very sensible. He was quite dissatisfied with Cui Xiaoxiao’s submissive and weak words. Just as he was about to speak, his waist was severely pinched by his newly acknowledged female master.

The red mole at the corner of his little master’s eye seemed about to drip blood, and her sideways glare at Wei Jie clearly said: “If you dare say one more word, I’ll feed you snake poison to ascend to heaven right now!”

Unfortunately, her delicate features, paired with her wide staring eyes, looked somewhat cute with girlish charm, no matter how you looked at it.

Wei Jie looked down at her sideways, apparently calculating some devilish scheme. He raised his sword-like eyebrows but didn’t speak again.

As for that black-robed elder, he was an elder from the Ebony Peak Energy Sect, the second-largest cultivation sect after Lingyun Pavilion.

He never expected this young girl who claimed to be the Talismonger Sect Leader to openly admit Wei Jie’s theft and unhesitatingly return the Golden Cores.

The old man tugged at his wet beard. As they say, you don’t hit someone who’s smiling at you. Since she had admitted it, continuing to be harsh seemed pointless… But how did the little girl summon rain at will? What to do without spare clothes to change into?

Just as the Ebony Peak elder was about to smooth things over and hurry back to change clothes and drink, Qin Lingxiao spoke gloomily, “If a thief is caught, returning stolen goods is expected. But without severe punishment, wouldn’t it make the world think that our four great sects’ pill chambers are open for anyone to come and go freely?”

After hearing his words, people from the other three great sects also immediately became angry and chimed in, expressing their desire to severely punish Wei Jie and his master, who indulged their disciple’s evil deeds.

Cui Xiaoxiao could see that Qin Lingxiao was being a troublemaker, deliberately trying to create difficulties.

If he were simply making trouble for Wei Jie, Xiaoxiao could just be a spectator and not interfere with past events.

But now Wei Jie was using the Lingshan Talismonger Sect’s name. Xiaoxiao couldn’t watch her sect’s reputation fall with a thud into the cesspit of two hundred years ago. She had to try her best to save it.

Taking advantage of clearing her throat, she asked Wei Jie in a low voice, “Why did you steal people’s Golden Cores when you had nothing better to do?”

Wei Jie lowered his long, curved eyelashes and looked down at her. He seemed to find it quite interesting that someone was standing up for him, so he honestly answered, “The batch of Golden Cores they refined used my mother’s blood as a catalyst…”

Upon hearing this, Xiaoxiao immediately understood, because she had seen introductions to precious medicinal materials for pill-making and talisman-crafting in her master’s secret texts.

Wei Jie’s birth mother was a female demon. Female demons were evil beings that turned all living things upside down and bewitched the human world. The blood of such eternally youthful beings had the effect of maintaining human youth.

Throughout dynasties, emperors had secretly sent people to hunt female demons to obtain demon blood for maintaining youth and extending life.

For cultivators, if they could obtain female demon blood to refine pills, the power of the Golden Cores would greatly increase.

When the four great sects besieged Qilao Mountain and forced Wei Jingling to death, it was said that the escaped female demon had appeared. Seeing Wei Jingling fall in a pool of blood, she wailed to the sky, her tears of blood sprinkling throughout the wilderness.

At that time, the four great sects wanted to capture the female demon alive and strip her bones and skin, but unfortunately, she managed to escape in the end.

However, the female demon’s blood tears scattered in the wilderness were collected by the four great sects, who eagerly started their furnaces to refine pills.

Such precious materials naturally required refining Golden Cores that were opened once every ten years. Who would have thought that just as the ten-year period arrived, before they could start the furnace, Wei Jie appeared and stole all the Golden Cores clean?

After hearing Wei Jie’s explanation, Cui Xiaoxiao felt a pang of guilt.

Her original intention was to first return the stolen goods to appease the four great sects’ anger, then conveniently scold Wei Jie for his poor character in the name of being his master, and finally expel Wei Jie from the Talismonger Sect in front of the four great sects, cutting ties with him cleanly.

As for whatever trouble Wei Jie might cause in the future, it would have nothing to do with her and the Lingshan Talismonger Sect.

But she never expected that Wei Jie’s reason for stealing the Golden Cores was actually because of “filial piety”!
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Xiaoxiao regretted it. She shouldn’t have returned the Golden Core to Wei Jie without knowing the whole story.

No one would let their mother’s suffering and blood tears become something to nourish others!

Xiaoxiao understood that at this moment, she should have drawn clear boundaries with Wei Jie early on. But when she looked at him, she seemed to see unknown pain in his seemingly calm purple eyes.

Like Wei Jie, who had lost her parents at an early age, Xiaoxiao still didn’t yield to reason. Her mouth made the decision automatically as she slowly said, “I wonder if you all obtained permission when using someone’s mother’s blood to refine pills, or did you just take it without asking? If it was something the person gave willingly, but then they regretted it and wanted it back, though you may have reason on your side, there’s no need to shout and threaten violence. But if you took it without asking, then that’s theft.”

She raised her head and asked her disciple loudly: “Was your mother willing to give her blood to the Four Great Sects for pill refining?”

Wei Jie hadn’t expected his little master to be so bold, actually coming up with such an outrageous argument to confront the Four Great Sects.

Looking at Cui Xiaoxiao with some amusement in his eyes, he said faintly: “The hatred for forcing my father to death cannot coexist under the same sky – how could there be any reason to give it to them?”

Cui Xiaoxiao nodded: “You see, the person was unwilling to give it, but considering your hard work in pill refining, still returned the Golden Core. Such a person of sentiment and righteousness – and you righteous sects still want to brand them with the name of thief? What kind of logic is this? You are the thieves – does the world know this?”

This… the people from the Four Great Sects were so angry they nearly rolled their eyes.

A female demon’s blood – if they took it, they took it. Why would they need to ask if she was willing?

Would they have to run to the pig pen and ask the fat pig if it was willing to take the knife before eating pork each time?

This worthless wild chicken talisman sect leader was going to strongly defend her rebellious disciple.

Some people were already irritated by the rain, and hearing Cui Xiaoxiao’s unreasonable counter-accusations, they became furious: This kind of demon-spawn deserved to be executed by everyone – why waste words with them!

So, except for Lingyun Pavilion, disciples from the other three major cultivation sects angrily surrounded them, cursing and preparing to capture this pair of master and disciple thieves together!

Cui Xiaoxiao discovered that no matter how many hundreds of years passed, some righteous sects were equally unreasonable. As long as they proclaimed themselves the righteous path of the world, they could shout and threaten violence against anything they found displeasing.

Before being beaten by them, Xiaoxiao quickly whispered an apology to Wei Jie, saying she didn’t know the story behind the Golden Core – if she had known earlier, she would never have given it to the Four Great Sects.

Wei Jie looked at Xiaoxiao with some surprise. This little girl was quite clever – she should have guessed that his intentionally loud call of “master” was meant to drag her into the muddy water.

Unexpectedly, when he merely explained the reason for stealing the Golden Core, she had tears in her eyes, seeming to deeply empathize with him, and even spoke up for him, offending the Four Great Sects…

Looking at it this way, the little girl’s brain wasn’t very bright… Since she was foolish, she shouldn’t be beaten anymore, or else he feared she’d help count the money after being sold.

Thinking this, Wei Jie flicked his whip, once again blocking the attackers’ assault. While blocking, he quietly said to Xiaoxiao: “When you find a chance, run!”

If not for the urgent situation, Xiaoxiao would have been amused by this fellow’s audacity. If he hadn’t stopped her earlier, shouting “Master, don’t be afraid,” she would have fled long ago!

However, it seemed that her defense of him against the Four Great Sects had stirred this demon’s compassion, and he no longer planned to drag her along to take the beating.

Because Wei Jie was blocking them, Xiaoxiao successfully retreated, calmly withdrawing behind Wei Jie, away from the attacking crowd.

But seeing more and more people surrounding Wei Jie, Xiaoxiao hesitated – should she just leave him here alone? Would he be beaten off the cliff again?

This time, there was no Po Hun Snake adventure waiting for him. He might die from untreated severe injuries at the bottom of the cliff.

Although this demon was destined to die anyway, if he died too early, wouldn’t she be unable to find Zhulong’s statue? How would she return to two hundred years later?

As her thoughts raced, she saw Wei Jie turn around amid the crowd and silently mouth to her: “Why haven’t you left yet?”

This fellow had the leisure to worry about her… Xiaoxiao had wandered the streets since childhood and acted on impulse. It was because of Wei Jie’s glance back that she made up her mind – she couldn’t abandon Wei Jie and run away alone.

No matter what, he was also the benefactor that Master Tang Youshu respected and revered. By all accounts, he was half her grandmaster!

Grand-master above, let your grand-disciple save you…

Of course, even with righteousness surging in her heart, Xiaoxiao would never personally enter the fray. She knew her current capabilities – though she could transform water into talismans, she couldn’t continuously contend with various cultivators.

However, though the Four Great Sects were mighty and imposing back then, they all later became Wei Jie’s defeated opponents.

No matter how strong a technique, it would have weaknesses and vital points. If one knew where the vital points were, facing them in battle would be much more manageable.

Unfortunately, Wei Jie had studied these thorns in his side, the Four Great Sects, thoroughly back then. Her master, Tang Youshu, had recorded all the weaknesses and vital points of the Four Great Sects that Wei Jie had summarized in that thick autobiographical secret manual.

Xiaoxiao had skimmed through it casually before, glancing at it briefly. Since these Four Great Sects were all destroyed sects, naturally, she hadn’t paid much attention.

At this critical moment, it truly showed that books contained golden treasures!

Xiaoxiao touched the secret manual wrapped in oil paper in her bosom, took it out, and calmly read two pages – good! That’s enough!

When she raised her head again to examine the moves of those attacking disciples, truly, everywhere were flaws – they were simply vulnerable.

After all, those fighting were disciples from the major sects with low cultivation levels, making the sects’ weaknesses appear even more obvious.

Though young Wei Jie was agile, after all, he had learned only wild techniques and hadn’t yet come into his own. At this time, his body had already been cut in many places by qi-swords and qi-blades, bleeding profusely.

Xiaoxiao knew he couldn’t hold out much longer and immediately called out loudly: “Watch the area between the Tihu and Xuanmu acupoints on the Tianxin Gate disciples’ faces – that’s where they regulate their breathing. Once that area bulges, it’s when their Thunder Palm lightning strike comes out… Also, don’t clash head-on with Wumu Peak’s qi-blades. These qi-blades have three-stage power, and those disciples have a poor connection between the second and third stages. If you dodge the first stage, you can exploit the gap and disrupt their rhythm! Oh my, Miaoxian Mountain’s qi-shields! Don’t bother with them. This defensive-to-offensive fighting style should be dealt with only when their qi weakens and shields thin.”

At this time, attacking Wei Jie were disciples from the Four Great Sects: Tianxin Gate, Wumu Peak, and Miaoxian Mountain.

As for Lingyun Pavilion’s disciples, they had been held back by Qin Lingxiao the whole time, telling them to temporarily stay out of the fight, watch from the sidelines, and only move in for the final cleanup.

Hearing Cui Xiaoxiao’s reminders, Wei Jie was truly awakened by her few words, and accordingly changed his strategy.

Naturally intelligent and able to draw inferences, he comprehended Xiaoxiao’s guidance during the battle.

So he switched from whip to sword, holding that broken sword and following Xiaoxiao’s directions, avoiding their strengths and seeking their breathing flaws for calm strikes.

His qi wasn’t strong, and the true qi wrapped around his sword strikes wasn’t powerful enough, but starting from the various sects’ weak points, it was like using a bamboo pole to lift a thousand-pound iron ball – using cleverness, with movements as light and graceful as flying spring swallows.

However, when Wei Jie broke through each opponent’s offense and defense, he was secretly shocked – how did his little master immediately crack the exquisite attacks of the three major sects? How did she have such an ability?

During brief pauses in combat, he couldn’t help but glance at Cui Xiaoxiao in amazement.

Xiaoxiao received his gaze without any guilt, only clasping her hands behind her back with serene composure, perfectly maintaining the bearing of a worldly sage.

Grand-master, you summarized it so well – your grand-disciple Xiaoxiao truly feels unworthy!

Wei Jie couldn’t spare time to look at his little master’s serene, sage-like appearance and turned to focus intently on continuing to break through the three major sects’ attacks.

Soon, the situation of many attacking one began to reverse, with Tianxin Gate and Wumu Peak disciples falling one after another to Wei Jie’s strikes.

As for Miaoxian Mountain’s qi-shields, though impregnable, Wei Jie heeded Xiaoxiao’s reminder and didn’t engage at all. Without support from the two offensive sects, Tianxin Gate and Wumu Peak, Miaoxian Mountain disciples’ qi-shields had no use, moving around in the crowd like stupid bulls.

Not to mention the three major sect disciples fighting felt confused, even the three major sect elders watching from the side were secretly alarmed. They couldn’t even focus on their disciples taking beatings, all unanimously looking toward the spirited young girl commanding Wei Jie’s battle.

At this time, Cui Xiaoxiao still maintained Master Tang Youshu’s customary posture – letting the wind blow her ponytail, hands clasped behind her back, expression calm, gaze slightly lowered, just like an enlightened immortal’s unshakeable composure.

The small girl managed to embody the bearing of a great sect grandmaster, appearing unfathomably deep.

Even if someone wanted to ambush her, they would have to consider: if this Sect Leader Cui was so formidable at directing her disciples’ fighting, what about her abilities?

As sect elders, they naturally knew their vital weaknesses. However, these weaknesses were well hidden within flashy cultivation techniques. Unless one was a deeply cultivated great master or senior sect elder, they absolutely couldn’t be discerned.

But how did this little girl who appeared from nowhere understand so clearly, even clearly stating the solutions word by word?

Looking at her youth, could she have such sharp insight? Could she have figured out countermeasures in just a moment?

Lingshan Talismonger Sect? What kind of hidden dragon, crouching tiger sect was this?

Now, several elders exchanged glances, becoming more alarmed the more they thought about it. They firmly remembered the name Lingshan Talismonger Sect, planning to send people to investigate thoroughly after returning, to see what background this previously unknown sect had, and where this Cui Xiaoxiao had emerged from!

As for Cui Xiaoxiao, while maintaining her serene, sage-like appearance on the surface, her mind was boiling: How to gracefully end this situation?

She could see that though Wei Jie was responding well, he, who hadn’t yet become a demon, had limited internal energy and couldn’t maintain this for long. If the Four Great Sects kept rotating fresh fighters, Wei Jie would inevitably be defeated.

Moreover… Lingyun Pavilion hadn’t even entered the battle yet! Thinking this, she glanced at Qin Lingxiao, glowering at her, and had an idea.

Taking advantage of Wei Jie defeating the last Miaoxian Mountain disciple whose qi-shield had weakened, she cleared her throat and spoke: “Young Pavilion Master Qin, you’ve been instigating the other three major sects’ disciples to charge forward while you lead your disciples to watch the excitement from the side – isn’t that rather improper? As they say, all cultivators under heaven are one family. My Lingshan Talismonger Sect is righteous. If my disciple made mistakes, I should naturally discipline him. What matter requires bloodshed? That… Jie’er, quickly withdraw and let me have a proper chat with the elders.”

She knew most clearly that no matter how capable Wei Jie was now, he wasn’t a match for the Four Great Sects’ disciples. He had only stunned them by exploiting their weaknesses.

If the elders and Lingyun Pavilion’s people also entered the fray, Wei Jie’s current power couldn’t withstand them.

So, after the military attack came a diplomatic approach.

She first wanted to expose Qin Lingxiao’s scheming, then have a good discussion with the Four Great Sects.

However, Wei Jie raised his eyebrows high – this call of “Jie’er,” the little girl said it quite smoothly!
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At this moment, Xiaoxiao couldn’t spare attention for “Jie’er’s” strange look. Taking advantage of the shock she had just created, she wanted to strike while the iron was hot and quickly persuade the Four Great Sects to retreat.

After all, they had already retrieved the Golden Core, and Wei Jie hadn’t yet become the Demon Lord – public outrage wasn’t sufficient. Except for Qin Lingxiao, whose soul had transmigrated back, probably no one would insist on killing over the theft of a Golden Core.

Her words indeed diverted everyone’s attention.

Seeing that Cui Xiaoxiao’s words had taken effect, the other elders cast strange glances over, silently reproaching Lingyun Pavilion for standing by and watching.

Qin Lingxiao snorted coldly in his heart again: This Cui Xiaoxiao had many cunning schemes! She was trying to redirect trouble eastward, stirring up everyone’s dissatisfaction with Lingyun Pavilion.

However, the other three sects were truly just a rabble, useless! If this were two hundred years later, he wouldn’t need these people’s help at all – he alone could deal with the Wei Jie before him.

As for the other three sects’ dissatisfaction with Lingyun Pavilion, Qin Lingxiao paid it no mind. Accustomed to being the world’s number one sect leader, he had long grown used to looking down on all beings and couldn’t learn to be cautious and please others everywhere.

So, despite the strange looks from other major cultivation sects, Qin Lingxiao maintained his usual coldness, with a calm expression, standing there openly and steadily without speaking.

This made the other major elders even angrier, thinking: Lingyun Pavilion’s young pavilion master is such a cunning person, always good at ordering others around!

Thinking this, the other elders called back their disciples one after another, no longer fighting. After all, their foundations had been exposed one by one. If they continued fighting, who knew what other breaking methods the Talismonger Sect’s Sect Leader Cui might see?

They needed to hurry back and patch up their sect’s technique flaws, or else, if exploited by enemies, the consequences would be unthinkable.

The Wumu Peak elder spoke first: “Sect Leader Cui, since you’ve said you’ll properly discipline your disciple, let today end here. The Golden Core has been retrieved, and we shouldn’t delay here any longer – after all, there are still sect affairs waiting for everyone at our respective sects. Come, let’s divide the Golden Core and each go back!”

Hearing this, Cui Xiaoxiao secretly breathed a sigh of relief, thinking she had finally gotten through this crisis…

But before she could catch her breath, her obedient disciple Jie’er suddenly swung the long whip around his waist. With a sharp crack, the whip struck from a tricky angle, wrapping around the cloth pouch in the Wumu Peak elder’s hand.

The pouch flew through the air and unfortunately landed right in Cui Xiaoxiao’s hands.

Wei Jie’s strength was great, and the pouch was torn by the whip. Golden Cores rolled out from the torn pouch, touching Cui Xiaoxiao’s palm…

The Gold-Dissolving Curse’s power remained, and the Golden Cores instantly turned to ash, scattered everywhere by the wind…

Wei Jie had originally wanted to snatch back the Golden Core to use as leverage, forcing everyone to retreat so he could leave smoothly.

Unfortunately, the pouch fell into Cui Xiaoxiao’s hands. He never expected that the master he had taken halfway would be so righteous, using some unknown technique to directly reduce the Golden Cores to ash, eliminating future troubles.

He couldn’t help but give Xiaoxiao a thumbs up – worthy of being his master, acting decisively and leaving no way out for herself!

Now the righteous cultivators who had been preparing to leave gracefully were all wide-eyed, wishing they could strangle this damned master-disciple pair.

Cui Xiaoxiao was also dumbfounded, smiling awkwardly at everyone: “Uh… this… I didn’t do it on purpose, please let me explain…”

This batch of Golden Cores related to the cultivation advancement of great masters in the major sects – ten years of hard work had been turned to ash by that Talismonger Sect’s Cui Xiaoxiao. It was truly infuriating!

Just then, Qin Lingxiao inconspicuously gave his attendant a look.

Now the opportunity was perfect – many righteous cultivator disciples were gathered, and Cui Xiaoxiao and Wei Jie were each more capable of courting death than the other.

Now they had provoked public anger. As long as they attacked with full force, Wei Jie would be severely injured if not killed.

Since the Po Hun Snake was dead, Wei Jie no longer had the fortune to become a demon.

Did Cui Xiaoxiao think only she could see other sects’ flaws? Just now, Qin Lingxiao had already inconspicuously observed Wei Jie’s techniques and also saw his insufficient cultivation and the weakness of his true qi, making him unable to continue.

This former master of his was truly a heaven-sent genius – with just wild techniques, he was already formidable. Unfortunately, his power was insufficient and couldn’t be sustained!

This time, he wouldn’t even give Wei Jie the chance to become a demon. Let Wei Jie disappear into the masses, dying weakly and humbly…

Seeing Qin Lingxiao’s look, Lingyun Pavilion’s disciples immediately understood and took the lead in raising their arms and shouting: “This master and disciple are in cahoots, destroying our Golden Core. We are irreconcilable with them!”

So the Four Great Sects, with their anger reignited, rushed forward again. This time, not only disciples but even elders brought out their magical treasures and weapons, surrounding the master-disciple pair.

Seeing this formation, Cui Xiaoxiao felt a severe headache. Regardless of Wei Jie’s character, he was truly a troublemaker!

No wonder he would fall deep into demonhood and bring bloody storms to the world. What to do? Looking at this situation, if they captured these two, the Four Great Sects would probably stuff her and Wei Jie into a pill furnace…

Just as swords were drawn and the situation was critical, the surroundings of Qilao Mountain suddenly echoed with harsh metallic sounds.

As if emerging from underground, a group of warriors in silver helmets and armor suddenly appeared, surrounding the Four Great Sects’ people.

The general-like leader was tall and imposing, like a pagoda-bearing heavenly king. With a grim face, he said to the Four Great Sects’ followers: “Do you think Qilao Mountain has no master? What are you doing here, shouting and threatening violence on Wei family territory?”

The Wumu Peak Qi Sect elder looked around – these people’s silver armor bore black rust marks with demon-subduing seals. He cupped his fists and said: “Are you from the demon-subduing Wei family?”

The man replied: “I am Wei Jingfeng, eighteenth generation descendant of the Wei family. Qilao Mountain guards the forbidden land between yin and yang realms – idle people are not permitted entry!”

Someone then mocked: “Wei Jingfeng? Aren’t you Wei Jingling’s brother? Does the Wei family still have the face to come out? It was your Wei family’s demon spawn who stole our Golden Core! Do you want us Four Great Sects, to help your Wei family clean house again?”

Back then, the Wei family head Wei Jingling secretly kept a female demon and had a child with her, shocking the Four Great Sects.

The righteous cultivation sects came to pressure Wei Jingling to hand over the female demon and the demon spawn.

In the end, Wei Jingling would rather gouge out his flesh and blood than surrender the female demon and half-demon child.

After Wei Jingling’s death, the female demon escaped pursuit and disappeared. The young half-demon son was protected by the Wei family and raised there.

However, this child named Wei Jie suddenly left the Wei family at age twelve, whereabouts unknown.

Now the righteous sects learned that this one called Wei Jie was the half-demon child Wei Jie from back then.

It seemed they hadn’t completely rooted out the problem, leaving behind future troubles.

Wei Jingfeng, Wei Jie’s actual second uncle, hearing the mockery, pulled a long face and said: “My elder brother’s affairs back then – one person’s actions, one person’s responsibility. He already took his own life in apology, using his flesh and blood to repay his sins. This child, Wei Jie, was personally protected by our grandmother, who begged the Four Great Sects’ sect leaders for mercy. Now that he’s caused trouble through misbehavior, it’s naturally our Wei family’s poor discipline – the Wei family will handle it. If you insist on being unreasonable and causing trouble at Qilao Mountain, don’t blame our entire Wei family for being unable to agree!”

The events back then were indeed the Wei family’s fault. Wei Jingling was unwilling to drag down the Wei family’s reputation and voluntarily died in apology, staining Qilao Mountain slopes with blood.

At that time, the Wei family closed their doors tightly with no one coming forward, creating the illusion that the Wei family was easy to bully.

The Four Great Sects pushed their luck – after forcing Wei Jingling to death, they even dared to erect Dragon Bone Monuments at the foot of Qilao Mountain to sing their praises.

Those monuments were simply nailing the Wei family firmly to the pillar of shame. Unfortunately, the Wei family ancestors decreed to treat those monuments as warning bells – it was good to have them stand there to prevent the Wei family from producing more rebellious sons.

Now the Four Great Sects were making a fuss and causing trouble again. The Wei family had been holding back their evil fire for over ten years and finally had a place to vent it!

If they didn’t show their power, the Four Great Sects would think the Wei family was a sick cat? They should think about it – could the Wei family that guarded the yin and yang realms and prevented thousands of evil spirits and demons from harming the mortal world be soft persimmons to be squeezed at will!

With harsh words already laid down, Lingyun Pavilion, led by Qin Lingxiao and the senior elders of Wumu Peak Qi Sect, knowing the Wei family’s background, didn’t speak for a moment.

But most young disciples among the Four Great Sects didn’t know the Wei family’s true background. They only felt that with someone like Wei Jingling, who was bewitched by a female demon, the Wei family had completely fallen – what was there to fear?

So several young hotshots jumped out, preparing to test the demon-subduing Wei family.

Having experienced two hundred years, Qin Lingxiao naturally knew the Wei family’s final fate.

The Wei family that had guarded Qilao Mountain for over ten generations would be annihilated when the Underworld gates opened wide five years later. Their flesh and blood would all be fed to demons, with no women, children, or elderly surviving!

At that time, Qin Lingxiao was initially plotting with junior sister Ling Zhishan to assassinate Wei Jie, so he didn’t follow Wei Jie to Qilao Mountain at first.

However, he heard from others that the Underworld gates were opened by the demon Wei Jie himself, who personally led demons out to slaughter and devour the Wei family members who had persecuted his parents.

It was precisely because of this tragedy that Ling Zhishan finally made up her mind to betray master Wei Jie together with Senior Brother Qin Lingxiao.

Someone like Wei Jie, who was so inhumane that he could strike down blood relatives, was worse than a beast! If his demonic nature continued to run rampant, the world would be in danger!

So Qin Lingxiao took advantage of Wei Jie refining the Demon Pearl to unite with his junior sister and finally killed this demon king.

Now, seeing the Wei family members, Qin Lingxiao was also laughing coldly in his heart.

He wondered if the Underworld gates would be secretly opened by someone like Wei Jie, full of hatred, five years later. If so, these Wei family members only had five years to live.

Before then, he would see what abilities this Wei family, destined to no longer exist, actually possessed.

Several Lingyun Pavilion disciples glanced at Qin Lingxiao. When they saw the young pavilion master’s indicating look, they simultaneously and provocatively charged toward Wei Jie again.

Wei family head Wei Jingfeng didn’t move. From behind him suddenly jumped out two identical girls who appeared to be twins.

They also wore silver armor, but in their hands they held… long spikes like coffin nails.

When they jumped in front of Wei Jie, blocking the Lingyun Pavilion disciples rushing up, the twins’ identical faces showed no expression, their gazes even somewhat hollow, radiating an indescribable eeriness.

How could those disciples take two girls seriously? Seeing them come to block, they immediately circulated qi to shake off the two girls. Miaoxian Mountain had always been on good terms with Lingyun Pavilion, so seeing Lingyun Pavilion enter battle, Miaoxian Mountain’s disciples also raised their qi shields to assist.

Miaoxian Mountain’s qi-gathering method was to collect the qi of surrounding living beings for their use. So their qi shields were unparalleled in the world. The airflow in the void twisted, quickly forming qi shields that charged straight at the two girls.

Just when everyone thought the two girls would be knocked away, both girls moved simultaneously, leaping into the air.

They raised the coffin nails in their hands to stab at the qi shields, while their other empty hands grasped in the void, suddenly producing half of a dark, muscle-twisted ghost claw.

The fierce ghost claw moved its black, sharp claws, then clenched into a fist like a hammer, letting the girls swing it to smash against the coffin nails.

Two sharp, ear-piercing “clang” sounds rang out as the coffin nails were hammered hard into the qi shields by the hammer-like ghost claws.

The originally formless qi shields showed obvious cracks, and between the fissures, dark red blood flowed. Where the cracks broke open, it seemed like gates to the underworld were opening, as if thousands of wronged souls were wailing and crying…

The wailing mixed with the lingering impact sounds, shocking everyone into covering their ears and retreating.

The Lingyun Pavilion disciples still wanted to show off, raising qi swords to stab, but the two girls again raised their ghost claws in unison, using coffin nails to attack their faces.

Those Lingyun Pavilion disciples were hit squarely. The next moment, their souls were visibly knocked out of their bodies, leaving only dumbstruck corpses maintaining their original postures, motionless…

Fortunately, the Miaoxian Mountain elder understood some ghost and spirit arts. He quickly ran over to press their soul-returning acupoints while silently chanting incantations to call back the departed souls.

The next moment, these soul-separated disciples awakened with pale faces and cold sweats, but their whole bodies shook like chaff as they powerlessly collapsed to the ground.

Seeing this, the Wumu Peak Qi Sect elder’s face changed dramatically as he said in a low voice: “This… could this be the Wei family’s Ghost-Summoning Arts!”

As the demon-subduing Wei family guarding the boundary between yin and yang, their specialty was controlling yin ghosts, separating bones from souls, and reversing yin and yang.

Though these two girls were young, their Ghost-Summoning Arts were already so formidable – the other Wei family members’ strength was even more formidable.

If they pushed this family to desperation, they could do anything – they need only open the Underworld gates to overturn the world and bring disaster to all living beings in the nine provinces.

Wei Jingfeng had the two girls enter battle to intimidate – now no one dared to underestimate the Wei family or challenge them casually.

The elder brother’s affair back then was truly the Wei family’s fault. As a demon-subduing family, each generation’s head bore heavy responsibilities, but the elder brother was bewitched by the female demon and lost his original heart, nearly causing a tremendous disaster.

Fortunately, he finally remembered the Wei family’s duties, repented, and was willing to die in apology. The Wei family members could only accept this without interference.

But the Four Great Sects thought forcing Wei Jingling to death was their achievement! Did they think the Wei family stayed behind closed doors out of fear of the Four Great Sects’ power?

Now the Four Great Sects were pushing their luck and provoking them again. Without showing them something fierce, they’d think the Wei family were just graveyard watchmen.

Of course, not everyone among the Four Great Sects was an ignorant youngster. For instance, the Wumu Peak elder knew why the Wei family was not to be trifled with.

Seeing Lingyun Pavilion and Miaoxian Mountain lose face, the Wumu Peak elder came out to smooth things over: “These young juniors don’t recognize the Wei family head – please forgive them. Since you’ve come out to vouch for him, we’ll naturally forgive Wei Jie this once. We just hope he’ll reform and not commit crimes again… Young Pavilion Master Qin, things have come to this – we should each return. After all, Qilao Mountain is where yin and yang meet. Too much killing might cause yin-yang imbalance, which wouldn’t be appropriate.”

Having experienced a hundred years, Qin Lingxiao had personally witnessed the disaster when the Underworld gates nearly opened. He just hadn’t expected the Wei family to be so unfathomably deep.

If such a Wei family had been silently annihilated overnight back then, the consequences of the Underworld gates opening wide were unimaginable…

But when the Underworld gates opened wide back then, they seemed to only slaughter the entire Wei family. After Wei Jie was killed, phoenixes circled Phoenix Pool wailing, releasing heavenly fire that burned hundreds of li around Qilao Mountain, and the opened Underworld gates also closed accordingly.

Though some demons escaped, with Qin Lingxiao leading the sword sect to subdue demons everywhere, they were gradually killed off completely.

This also accumulated countless reputation for his world’s number one sword sect.

However, thinking carefully now, the Underworld gates’ sudden opening and abrupt closing back then were strange.

During this period, only Wei Jie went up Qilao Mountain – what happened was known only to him.

Now, not only had he transmigrated back over two hundred years, but there was also Cui Xiaoxiao, the biggest variable.

Cui Xiaoxiao had taken Wei Jie as a disciple. This was truly like a mouse becoming a cat’s master – courting death!

Moreover, in his previous memories, when Wei Jie was chased to the foot of Qilao Mountain by the Four Great Sects for stealing the Golden Core, the Wei family never showed their faces from beginning to end, letting the Four Great Sects beat Wei Jie off the cliff!

Why had the same events changed so dramatically this time when time flowed backward? Qin Lingxiao very much disliked the feeling of current events being beyond his control.

Thinking this, Qin Lingxiao decided he must take away Cui Xiaoxiao, the biggest variable, and absolutely couldn’t let her remain by Wei Jie’s side.

But looking at her appearance, she was getting along swimmingly with the demon head and probably wouldn’t leave with him.

Thinking this, while everyone’s attention was on the demon-subduing Wei family, he suddenly leaped up, approaching Xiaoxiao while manifesting black iron shackles in his hands. One end clicked and locked onto Cui Xiaoxiao’s wrist.

These shackles were special, called Soul-Locking Cuffs. As the name suggested, once locked, without the spirit key, they would remain locked until death – no sword could cut them open.

These chains were usually used to lock demons. Fearing Cui Xiaoxiao wouldn’t go with him, after locking Cui Xiaoxiao, Qin Lingxiao planned to fasten the other end to his wrist.

But before he could fasten it, Wei Jie again pulled Xiaoxiao over, helping her block and parry. During their brief grappling exchange, Qin Lingxiao mistakenly fastened the other end to Wei Jie’s wrist…

When Wei Jie pulled Cui Xiaoxiao back, Xiaoxiao was dumbfounded seeing the shackles connecting her and Wei Jie. She turned to Qin Lingxiao and said, “What are you trying to do? Why did you shackle me and him together?”

Qin Lingxiao’s forehead darkened as he could only grit his teeth and say: “Come with me and I’ll unlock the shackles. Otherwise, you can only sever your arm to separate from him.”

Cui Xiaoxiao discovered that Sect Leader Qin couldn’t speak without threatening people. Before she could answer, Wei Jie said: “Why are you so persistently entangling my master?”

Qin Lingxiao snorted coldly and said gravely, “The Wei family protected you, but didn’t protect this woman. She stole something important from me and hasn’t returned it yet. This is a private grudge between her and me – you have no right to interfere!”

Cui Xiaoxiao was almost amused by Qin Lingxiao’s words. Having flowed back two hundred years, Sect Leader Qin’s appearance had become more tender, but how had his face grown thicker?

What had she stolen from him? Could it be that Demon Pearl?

But Wei Jie looked coldly at Qin Lingxiao and said, “My master said someone shameless wanted to force her into marriage. I think… could it be you, using the name of catching a thief while kidnapping a beauty?”

Xiaoxiao was also deadly with her words, casually adding: “Jie’er, this… You saw through it?”

Qin Lingxiao’s handsome face flushed red with anger again. He never expected that just moments after returning to two hundred years ago, Cui Xiaoxiao would have the leisure to discuss this matter with the demon head.

Were she and Wei Jie long-lost soulmates? They talked about everything!

However, his previous marriage proposal to Cui Xiaoxiao was a fact. The proud dignity of the former world’s number one sword sect wouldn’t allow Qin Lingxiao to lie in front of Cui Xiaoxiao.

Wei Jie had spoken casually, but seeing this Lingyun Pavilion youth’s cold, grim expression without denial, he couldn’t help but find it amusing.

He couldn’t help but look the youth up and down, thinking: How old is this child? Already thinking about marriage? Lingyun Pavilion always produces people whose intelligence is clouded by lust, but this so-called young pavilion master is too ridiculous!

Seeing Wei Jie’s gaze examining him like looking at a lecher, Qin Lingxiao became even more frustrated.

The two who originally had master-disciple fate were now, in this chaotic time two hundred years ago, glaring at each other with big eyes staring at small eyes, seemingly unable to continue their master-disciple karmic connection this time…

Taking this opportunity, in front of the Four Great Sects, Cui Xiaoxiao pursed her cherry lips and said loudly to Qin Lingxiao: “Listen well – I will never marry you! Give up and stop pestering me!”

As soon as these words were spoken, everyone was internally surprised! Especially the female disciples present, who didn’t know that Lingyun Pavilion’s young pavilion master was gentle as jade, a youth like a banished immortal?

Unexpectedly, he would privately pester women relentlessly…

At this moment, Qin Lingxiao was so angry his cheeks were flushed red, really looking like a youth whose love was unrequited.

Knowing the Wei family was backing them and he couldn’t handle these two or temporarily take away Cui Xiaoxiao, there was no need to engage in verbal disputes here.

He said to Cui Xiaoxiao with a dark face, “Fine, since you love being with him so much, I’ll fulfill your wish. If you regret it, don’t come crying to me! Take care of yourself! Remember – those who reveal heaven’s secrets won’t have good endings!”

Cuo Shi – Chapter 23
After saying this, Qin Lingxiao led Lingyun Pavilion’s disciples down the mountain first.

Since Cui Xiaoxiao’s appearance had disrupted the original trajectory from two hundred years ago, and Wei Jie had missed the opportunity to be poisoned by the Po Hun Snake, Wei Jie wouldn’t amount to much in this lifetime.

When Qin Lingxiao’s soul transmigrated back two hundred years and awakened, he discovered that the Demon Pearl in his hand had already disappeared.

He needed to hurry back to find that Demon Pearl. Moreover, since he had the opportunity to live again, if he grasped it well, his cultivation might be even more profound than Wei Jie’s from two hundred years ago – it all depended on how he utilized these opportunities.

As for Cui Xiaoxiao, this damned girl had repeatedly rejected his goodwill – she was truly a stinking stone in a latrine!

Wasn’t she refusing to yield? Fine! She probably didn’t know the power of the Soul-Locking Cuffs yet – let her enjoy them thoroughly!

He wanted to see if she would beg him to unlock the Soul-Locking Cuffs the next time they met…

Seeing him leave just like that, Cui Xiaoxiao shouted: “Hey! How can you just leave like that? At least leave the key!”

Unfortunately, Young Pavilion Master Qin departed with ethereal grace, disappearing without a trace in the blink of an eye.

Seeing that Lingyun Pavilion, who had been leading, had left, the other three major sects found it meaningless to remain.

So some who cared about face made some threatening remarks to the Wei family head before departing gracefully.

After all the outsiders had left, Cui Xiaoxiao also planned to slip away, but as soon as she moved, the shackles connecting her to Wei Jie rattled.

Cui Xiaoxiao remembered she was under the Gold-Dissolving Curse and might be able to melt this occasionally silver-gleaming chain.

But when she reached out to touch it, the silver chain didn’t budge at all. Moreover, when her hand touched the iron chain, she could feel the airflow surging within it like a living thing – it was not made of ordinary metal.

Wei Jie tried cutting it with his sword, but with a sharp clang, his broken sword snapped.

Cui Xiaoxiao’s head ached again.

Damn Qin Lingxiao! Knowing this thing was hard to unlock, he had shackled her together with the great demon Wei Jie – what were his intentions?

Seeing they couldn’t unlock it immediately, Wei Jie tugged at Xiaoxiao’s arm and said: “Let’s leave here first.”

But before they could leave, they were stopped by Wei family head Wei Jingfeng.

The burly man, built like a pagoda-bearing heavenly king, first glared fiercely at Wei Jie, then sternly looked Cui Xiaoxiao up and down before speaking with dissatisfaction: “I heard just now – you… Is Wei Jie’s master?”

Wei Jie stepped in front of his second uncle before Xiaoxiao could speak, his expression cold: “Today is Father’s Memorial Day. I only came to pay respects to my father. We’ll leave now and won’t disturb your peace.”

Wei Jingfeng seemed angered by this Wei family demon spawn, his eyes bulging as he said sternly: “Bastard! Is that how you speak to your elders? If not for your grandmother asking me to save you, I should have let the Four Great Sects beat you properly…”

Before he could finish his reprimand, trembling calls came from the mountain slope: “Ah Jie, have you returned? Grandmother has missed you so much…”

Several robust middle-aged women were carrying a soft sedan chair, treading on grass as they rushed over.

When the sedan chair landed, an old woman only about four feet tall jumped down from it like a jumping bean.

This old woman was white-haired, with her hair barely held in a bun behind her head. Her face was covered in wrinkles, and her teeth seemed to have all fallen out.

She was short in stature but held a phoenix-headed golden walking stick taller than herself. Her movements were so agile that she looked as comical as a street-performing dwarf.

Seeing her, the pagoda-bearing heavenly king Wei Jingling quickly walked over, bending his tall frame to respectfully call: “Mother, I’m here. Why did you come over?”

Cui Xiaoxiao watched dumbfounded – such a tiny woman was Wei Jingfeng’s mother? How did she give birth to such a tall son like a pagoda-bearing heavenly king?

However, since Wei Jingfeng called her mother, this old woman must be Wei Jie’s grandmother.

In the demon head’s history that Cui Xiaoxiao previously knew, there never seemed to be any segment about the demon head acknowledging relatives. The Wei family had always distanced themselves from Wei Jie from beginning to end, never acknowledging his surname “Wei”!

But why would Wei family members come forward to help today, driving away the Four Great Sects’ pursuers for Wei Jie?

Soon, Cui Xiaoxiao learned the answer from this Wei family matriarch.

Grandmother Wei tearfully had Wei Jie crouch down, touching his hair and cheeks. After seeing he was unharmed, she finally felt at ease and turned to Cui Xiaoxiao, who was also crouching beside them: “Girl, I heard what you said earlier. Others say this child, Ah Jie, has gone bad, stealing things everywhere. I never believed he was so bad, and today it’s proven true. Just as you said, when someone takes his mother’s things without asking, what’s wrong with him demanding them back? Speaking of it, we Wei family elders, are incompetent, letting this child be bullied by outsiders!”

Saying this, the Wei family matriarch seemed to remember her eldest son, who died young, her old eyes filling with tears as she touched and retouched her grandson Jie’er’s face.

Since Xiaoxiao was locked together with Wei Jie, she was also forced to crouch with Wei Jie, listening to the short grandmother’s head-patting lecture.

Hearing this, Xiaoxiao suddenly understood.

Her earlier rebuke of the Four Great Sects for crying thief while being thieves, clearing Wei Jie of the charge of stealing without cause, had caused the Wei family to step forward and help this renamed demon spawn escape…

Terrible! It was because of her again that the past had changed!

For a moment, Cui Xiaoxiao again had a feeling that something big was wrong… How was Wei Jie’s path to becoming a demon getting more and more off track? Would she end up like Qin Lingxiao said, dying badly for interfering with heavenly secrets?

Just then, the old matriarch smiled as she carefully examined Cui Xiaoxiao, then said, “Since you’re locked together with my grandson, come sit at the Wei family first and see if there’s a way to unlock it.”

Once the old matriarch spoke, even the Wei family head had to comply. Though Wei Jingfeng looked reluctant to let Wei Jie up the mountain, he could only stand aside and let the grandparents reunite.

As the newly minted master of the Wei family’s prodigal son, Cui Xiaoxiao also received proper and courteous treatment from the Wei family.

Cui Xiaoxiao knew the Gold-Dissolving Curse was still on her, so she still couldn’t touch gold or silver. Now alone without her fellow disciples’ help, eating was problematic.

Since she could freeload meals at the Wei family, she’d fill her stomach first.

Wei Jie was unwilling to have any involvement with the Wei family, maintaining a cold expression toward his second uncle throughout.

However, he seemed unable to be harsh with that dwarf matriarch and could only humor the old woman first, staying briefly at the Wei family.

During dinner, Wei Jie was somewhat surprised by his master’s appetite – he saw Xiaoxiao’s small face buried in a large bowl.

If he remembered correctly, this should be her third bowl already.

Even with one hand forced to be shackled to his, it didn’t affect this young girl’s appetite at all.

Cui Xiaoxiao had been roughing it all along this journey. Though she’d had a few full meals in Fei County, they were just ordinary home cooking.

Always cautious, she initially didn’t touch her chopsticks. Only after seeing the Wei family grandmother eat did she pick up her chopsticks.

But to be safe, she initially served many dishes to Wei Jie, having him test for poison first.

But in others’ eyes, it truly looked like a virtuous master and filial disciple, harmonious and happy.

After feeling reassured, Xiaoxiao could enjoy the delicious food with peace of mind.

The Wei family’s dishes were prepared with some unknown delicacies – the shrimp served were as long as a forearm, and the fish were large and delicious, making Xiaoxiao’s appetite soar. She couldn’t eat enough.

The man beside her seemed to find her eating unseemly, constantly kicking her leg under the table. She looked at Wei Jie with irritation, glared back at him, then continued filling her stomach.

After finishing her third bowl, she slowly leaned back in her chair, thinking: No matter what, she couldn’t become a starving ghost in this time two hundred years ago!

The dwarf grandmother quite liked Xiaoxiao’s casual manner. She had someone serve post-meal fruits, then squinted her wrinkled eyes and smiled: “Our demon-subduing Wei family has always inherited the duty of guarding the Underworld. Because we shoulder the responsibility of both realms, shuttling between yin and yang, we must regulate our yin qi and eat somewhat special ingredients. All Wei family members must consume extremely yin substances from childhood, adapting bit by bit. The fish and shrimp you just ate were nourished in the Wangchuan River near Fengdu. Ordinary people would vomit uncontrollably or even faint after just a few bites. But you ate so much without any reaction… It seems your supernatural abilities are quite considerable!”

At this point, the old woman slightly raised her head, and her wrinkled eyes suddenly blazed with sharp light: “Girl, I’ve long sensed a hidden demonic nature in you. What’s the story behind this?”

After saying this, the kind elderly smile had completely vanished from the old woman’s face, and the killing intent in her eyes was impossible to look at directly.

Though only a four-foot-tall old woman, at this moment her aura felt like a lapdog transforming into a lioness.

Cui Xiaoxiao smacked her lips, finally understanding why Wei Jie had been kicking her leg under the table.

The Wei family’s food really wasn’t easy to swallow!

As soon as the old woman finished speaking, Wei family guards around them drew their swords and placed them at Cui Xiaoxiao’s neck.

Under Qilao Mountain, guarded by the Wei family, lay thousands of demons from the Underworld. If demonic creatures infiltrated and broke the Wei family’s guarding seals, the consequences would be unthinkable.

Though Wei Jingfeng was now the Wei family head, the real decision-maker was this withered Wei family matriarch.

She had sensed this girl’s unusual demonic nature early on and had people serve fish and shrimp nourished by Wangchuan River water to test her.

This test revealed something suspicious! She wasn’t afraid of the Yin cold and ate so much at once!

So young, but what a pity for her delicate appearance – she had already become a demon! What was the background of this little girl who claimed to be the Lingshan Talismonger Sect Leader?

Beside her, Wei Jie calmly drank a cup of wine. When Cui Xiaoxiao glanced at him with wide eyes, he annoyingly raised his cup to her in a toast, then tilted his neck back and drained the fine wine.

This couldn’t be blamed on him – he’d nearly kicked her shoes off earlier, but still couldn’t stop her from eating heartily.
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Wei Jie had only given Cui Xiaoxiao a slight warning under the table at first.

Considering she had helped him burn the Golden Cores, he couldn’t just watch the little beauty get sick from eating.

But after seeing her finish a shrimp and remain perfectly fine, he was too lazy to remind her anymore.

Wei Jie was also very curious about what kind of background this so-called master of his had – why did she seem strangely discordant everywhere?

When he was drinking alone on the hillside, this girl seemed to appear out of thin air, suddenly bursting into his sight.

Could she be like Grandmother suspected – a demon creature trying to infiltrate the Wei family’s forbidden grounds?

Wei Jie waited optimistically to see what kind of demon spirit his master was.

However, Cui Xiaoxiao wasn’t so leisurely and relaxed. When people are full, blood inevitably flows to the stomach, making the mind somewhat drowsy and confused.

What should have been a moment to burp and relax turned into having knives at her throat.

Cui Xiaoxiao again lamented that this place two hundred years ago was truly no place for humans. Seeing her disciple Jie’er leisurely watching the show beside her, Xiaoxiao knew she couldn’t count on him.

Her sluggish brain was forced to start clicking as she slumped in her chair, trying to think of countermeasures.

However, having long experienced the martial world, she and her adoptive father had been cornered countless times before. Remaining calm in chaos was an essential tool for wandering the martial world.

When knives were at her throat, no matter how panicked Xiaoxiao felt inside, she appeared composed and collected.

This kind of bluffing made the Wei family matriarch quite appreciative, thinking: If she weren’t a demon, she’d have my youthful style!

Meanwhile, Xiaoxiao had made up her mind: First, she couldn’t tell the truth. Otherwise, would she say she accidentally traveled here from two hundred years later? Then, detail how the Wei family’s eldest grandson was a demon head who brought disaster to the world, causing devastation to all living beings, and advise the Wei family to eliminate this menace early for the world’s sake?

Hmm… even Cui Xiaoxiao felt this truth was too fantastical and easily unacceptable, potentially causing misunderstandings that would endanger her.

Since the truth was hard to tell, she’d have to embellish it slightly – half truth, half fiction.

Thinking this, Cui Xiaoxiao said softly: “Because I was unwilling to marry Lingyun Pavilion’s Young Pavilion Master, I was framed by him and attached by a Demon Pearl, suffering daily torment from its yin poison. Old Matriarch, you may kill me if you wish. Though I haven’t become a demon, I’ve been suffering constantly. If I die, I could be spared much agony… It’s just that my Talismonger Sect still has disciples waiting for my return. If I’m not there, wouldn’t the sect’s inheritance be hopeless… Jie’er, master’s legacy now depends on you. Don’t worry, master won’t blame your family for killing innocents… After I die, you can cut off my master’s hand and free yourself.”

As she said this, she turned to look at her beloved disciple, who was leisurely drinking wine, gripping their shackled hands tightly under the table, her slender fingers desperately scratching at his palm.

Damn rebellious disciple, actually sitting there so contentedly watching the show!

Even considering their previous shared life-and-death experience, he shouldn’t stand by so callously. At least she was a guest – was this the Wei family’s hospitality?

If not for feeling the pain in his palm, just seeing his master’s slightly reddened eyes and world-weary attitude, Wei Jie might have thought she was nobly willing to die alone!

But before he could speak up for her, his second uncle Wei Jingfeng glared at him angrily: “It’s all your troublemaking! Not knowing her background, you take her as master – are you trying to bring disaster to the Wei family again?”

After Wei Jingfeng said this, the Wei family clan elders sitting beside him also glared at Wei Jie in unison, clearly thinking this half-demon child who left years ago and suddenly returned could bring no good.

Wei Jie was used to it. In the Wei family, he had always been an outsider – except for his grandmother, everyone viewed him as a flood or savage beast.

Looking at it this way, this girl desperately scratching his palm for help seemed more lovable than his so-called relatives. If she were a demon, wouldn’t she be perfect for him, this half-demon disciple?

With rebellious bones stirring, he stretched his long arm, pouring the remaining wine onto nearby flowers. Without even glancing at his second uncle, he only said to his grandmother: “Whether she’s human or a demon has little to do with the Wei family. I’ve already paid respects to my father and should leave. Since she’s my master, naturally, she won’t stay here either. Grandmother, take care of yourself!”

After speaking, he stood up, sweeping his arm to generate a surge of true qi that immediately deflected the knives and swords at Xiaoxiao’s throat.

Then, following Xiaoxiao’s grip on his palm, he naturally took her slender hand and pulled her toward the exit.

Xiaoxiao was caught off guard, pulled stumbling by the tall man, and crashed into his embrace.

Though Wei Jie looked lean, he was solid muscle all over, making Xiaoxiao’s nose tip ache from the impact.

“Stop!” But the Wei family matriarch called out to Wei Jie.

Then the old grandmother slowly stood up, supporting herself with the golden walking stick, two heads taller than herself, taking short steps to reach Cui Xiaoxiao.

When she raised her hand, her wrinkled palm glowed with faint silver light. As her palm approached Cui Xiaoxiao, Xiaoxiao’s arms exposed outside her clothes became transparent under the old woman’s palm light, even revealing the blood vessels and meridians hidden beneath her skin.

It seemed this old grandmother had special abilities – her palm light could illuminate the human body’s meridians. How extraordinary.

The old woman unhurriedly moved her palm. Even areas covered by Xiaoxiao’s clothes seemed to be thoroughly examined by her.

Finally, she slowly lowered her palm, the light in her palm scattering like fireflies before disappearing. Then she said: “Hmm… you girl didn’t lie. There is indeed a Demon Pearl hidden in your body… It seems to be in deep slumber, harmless for now. But if it stays in your body too long, with your current cultivation, you probably can’t suppress it and will eventually be controlled by it… How did you encounter this Demon Pearl? I’ve lived so long, how have I never sensed such an evil Demon Pearl causing chaos in the mortal world?”

Cui Xiaoxiao thought: Of course you don’t know – this Demon Pearl was personally refined by your eldest grandson, naturally it’s evil!

But since the misunderstanding was cleared, she quickly said: “Old Matriarch, do you know any method to force out this Demon Pearl?”

The old matriarch squinted at Xiaoxiao for a while, then smiled slightly: “Girl, you haven’t told the complete truth, so I can’t help you for now… From examining your meridians just now, that Demon Pearl’s yin poison is quite potent and has spread throughout your limbs and bones. Roughly every twelve hours, you’ll have an episode. I have some pills to suppress the toxicity. If you trust me, take them and try – see if they can temporarily delay the poison’s onset.”

This old woman, though short in stature, seemed weighed down by her shrewd mind, immediately seeing that Xiaoxiao’s words held back some truth.

Cui Xiaoxiao knew her half-truths couldn’t convince the old woman, but since she was willing to give medicine to suppress the toxicity, it meant she wouldn’t treat her as a demon for now.

So she quickly accepted the pills and sincerely thanked the old matriarch.

Just then, the old matriarch turned and waved for someone to bring an inch-long, black, gleaming coffin nail, solemnly handing it to Wei Jie.

“Ah Jie, now that you’re bound together with her, you have the responsibility to monitor her well. If she becomes a demon, you must remember the Wei family’s duty to subdue demons and eliminate evil – don’t hesitate, immediately use this Soul-Severing Nail to embed it in her skull, absolutely cannot be soft-hearted!”

Xiaoxiao stared dumbfounded at that long coffin nail, unsure whether she should get angry at this withered old woman, especially since she had just kindly given her medicine.

But discussing how to kill her right in front of her, the person in question – wasn’t that somewhat impolite?

However, after handing over the murder weapon, the Wei family matriarch smiled kindly at her, as if making up for the missing courtesy.

Cui Xiaoxiao could only admiringly smile back, even instructing her obedient disciple Jie’er to carefully store the coffin nail – if it got dirty, it wouldn’t be useful later.

But the old woman’s main message to Wei Jie wasn’t as simple as killing one’s master to prove the way.

Seeing Wei Jie accept the coffin nail, she continued gently: “You are surnamed Wei after all, bearing the Wei family’s responsibilities… Recently, a Corpse-eating Beast escaped. You take after your father in being the best at capturing these strange beasts. If you could help your second uncle catch it, I wouldn’t have to worry.”

Hearing “Corpse-eating Beast,” Wei Jie couldn’t help but glance at Wei Jingfeng, raising an eyebrow: “That can’t be right! The current Wei family head has always been cautious and conscientious, much more dutiful than my father. Under his watch, how could a Corpse-eating Beast escape from the Underworld?”

His words were mocking, angering Wei Jingfeng to bulge his eyes again. But before he could rebuke, he was again interrupted by the Wei family matriarch.

She tapped Wei Jie’s forehead with her walking stick, then said: “You child! Can’t you see your second uncle has a sharp tongue but a soft heart? Yet you always hold grudges against him. I heard you single-handedly killed the Po Hun Snake in the deep valley – you have your father’s style… I thought, if you stayed to help your second uncle find the Corpse-eating Beast quickly, it could prevent disaster to living beings… Child, are you willing?”

The Wei family matriarch didn’t lack help – she just hoped this uncle and nephew could work together to mend their relationship. In her view, now that Jie’er was grown, if uncle and nephew could join forces and resolve past misunderstandings, wouldn’t that be wonderful?

Before Wei Jie could answer, Wei Jingfeng had already said first: “Mother, why use him for such a small matter? Your son will quickly catch that beast himself! If he wants to leave, let him leave!”

The old matriarch couldn’t help but sigh: Because of the eldest son’s death, Wei Jingfeng inevitably blamed the female demon, and by extension, wasn’t kind to this child, being stricter with him than others.

Ah Jie was fine when small and didn’t understand anything. But when he grew older and somehow learned about his background, he left Qilao Mountain in anger due to his second uncle’s harsh punishments.

In a flash, seven years had passed, and this little rascal had even changed his surname, wanting to break with the Wei family.

Wei Jingfeng was also frustrated inside and didn’t want to ask his nephew for help, making the Wei family matriarch’s mediation futile.

Hearing Wei Jingfeng’s words, Wei Jie’s mouth curved slightly. After bidding farewell to his grandmother again, he pulled Xiaoxiao and left without looking back.

Now it seemed Wei Jie and his second uncle were still incompatible, mutually disgusted.

The old matriarch sighed softly, but her gaze couldn’t help falling on the slender figure beside her grandson.

That child Jie’er had always been rebellious and couldn’t get along with anyone – how did he seem so harmonious with that Cui Xiaoxiao today?

Could it be… this rebellious one had taken a little girl as his master?

Meanwhile, as Cui Xiaoxiao was pulled along by Wei Jie, she was thinking about the “Corpse-eating Beast’s” evil deeds mentioned in her master’s secret manual.

This creature was a fierce beast from the Underworld that loved eating carrion and could become invisible, making it hard to detect.

Wherever it went, its yin qi attracted various evil spirits, causing devastation to local living beings, while it could feast contentedly among the corpses.

Back when Wei Jie was poisoned by snake venom, he was fighting the toxicity in a cave. But the Po Hun Snake’s corpse attracted the Corpse-eating Beast that had just escaped from the Underworld.

Master Tang Youshu was gathering herbs in Qilao Mountain’s valley and happened to see the Corpse-eating Beast attacking the meditating Wei Jie.

He righteously intervened to help Wei Jie repel the Corpse-eating Beast, but was injured by it and nearly died.

Fortunately, Wei Jie had already overcome most of the snake poison and helped drive off the Corpse-eating Beast. Grateful for Tang Youshu’s intervention, Wei Jie later took him as a disciple…

Thinking this, Cui Xiaoxiao shuddered – she realized something deadly serious.

Now that circumstances had changed, the great snake was dead, but Wei Jie wasn’t in the valley.

If that Corpse-eating Beast still followed the same pattern as over two hundred years ago and was attracted by the Po Hun Snake’s corpse to devour snake meat there, wouldn’t Master Tang Youshu encounter the Corpse-eating Beast alone?

At this time, the master was still an ordinary person with little cultivation – wouldn’t this be extremely dangerous!

Accidentally changing Wei Jie’s fate was a small matter, but if this killed her master, even crashing into a wall wouldn’t redeem her guilt!

Thinking this, Cui Xiaoxiao urgently tugged at Wei Jie: “The old matriarch asked you so earnestly – how can you refuse? Time is of the essence – let’s join hands as master and disciple to search for the Corpse-eating Beast!”

Wei Jie raised an eyebrow at her, thinking she was too warm-hearted. The Wei family had knives at her throat just moments ago, yet now she was speaking for the Wei family, trying to convince him to help?

Thinking this, Wei Jie raised his hand to scratch his head lazily: “They clearly said they don’t need it – why ask for trouble?”

He didn’t use his free hand to scratch his head, but precisely the one shackled to Xiaoxiao.

As a result, Xiaoxiao was too short and was lifted by him, having to jump to avoid dislocating her arm.

With one hand raised high, forced to hang on Wei Jie, she could only pound his solid chest with her other hand: “Hey, wouldn’t it be better to scratch your head with the other hand?”

Wei Jie laughed, showing sharp canine teeth, very contentedly looking down at Xiaoxiao’s slightly flushed face.

No wonder that the Young Pavilion Master of Lingyun Pavilion wanted to kidnap her. Though she appeared to be just a pretty woman at first glance, not of seductive beauty, both her eyes that sparkled like autumn waters and stars, and her delicate nose were very pleasing to look at.

Especially when glaring at someone, her mouth pouted slightly – quite adorable. Especially when she was putting on airs and being polite with her grandmother earlier, she was so slick it made one want to pinch her face…

Xiaoxiao had no idea what was in her beloved disciple’s mind. She was now single-mindedly focused on convincing Wei Jie to rush to the valley to save her master.

They were tied together and couldn’t be separated. If Wei Jie didn’t go, Cui Xiaoxiao couldn’t leave either.

Seeing he had no intention of helping the Wei family, Cui Xiaoxiao couldn’t help feeling anxious. Just then, Wei Jie naturally pulled her to continue down the mountain.

Cui Xiaoxiao wasn’t having it. She shook off Wei Jie’s hand holding hers, putting on a stern face: “Men and women shouldn’t have physical contact – how can you casually hold a young lady’s hand?”

Wei Jie looked at the nail marks she had scratched into his palm that hadn’t faded yet, then held his palm up to Xiaoxiao’s face, letting his master see clearly whether these marks looked like “no physical contact.”

Cui Xiaoxiao knew what he was implying. Right now, she had no mind to ponder who was taking advantage of whom, so she quickly softened her voice deliberately: “Good disciple, master won’t scold you anymore. But the master dropped something in that valley, probably lost during the fight with the Po Hun Snake. This item is also important – I must go back and look for it!”

Wei Jie smiled at his master’s ever-changing expression, then raised his head to sniff the wind blowing around them, saying lazily: “Fine, I ate too much earlier – a walk would help digest the food…”
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Though this halfway master and disciple had agreed on a post-meal stroll for digestion, Cui Xiaoxiao was anxious as fire, wishing she could fly to the valley in one bound. Naturally, her steps were hurried.

Wei Jie was somewhat puzzled and asked: “Is what you dropped very important? You seem quite urgent?”

Cui Xiaoxiao tugged at the chain connecting them, urging Wei Jie to walk faster while saying urgently: “Naturally it’s important…”

Since being transported by Zhulong’s statue over two hundred years ago, her Ten Wounds fate had truly reached its peak – almost everything went wrong.

It didn’t matter if she had bad luck, but she absolutely couldn’t implicate her master!

Thinking this, her steps quickened even more.

Suddenly, an arm wrapped around her slender waist, then she was lifted entirely by Wei Jie with one hand. The next moment, she heard the wind around her ears as Wei Jie carried her and began running swiftly over the grass.

Xiaoxiao knew that Wei Jie at this time hadn’t yet mastered demonic arts, but she hadn’t expected his body movement technique to be so accomplished.

She asked Wei Jie distractedly – was this also self-taught?

Wei Jie explained: “I accidentally saved a great master who taught me the incantation. I figured it out after pondering for a few days.”

Xiaoxiao remembered that Master Tang Youshu had mentioned that before Wei Jie fell too deep into demonhood, he had many friends and learned numerous strange arts. His comprehension was unmatched – integrating everything he learned, he formed his school.

If he hadn’t become demonic back then and had found a famous master, his cultivation achievements would probably be formidable. Ascending to immortality within a hundred years might not have been difficult.

Just from his current skills and cultivation, he was much more accomplished than her. She couldn’t teach Wei Jie anything at all. His taking her as a master was mostly for amusement and to relieve boredom.

In the time it took to lose focus, Wei Jie had already brought Xiaoxiao back to the snake-slaying valley.

At this time, evening was approaching. The great snake’s corpse still lay motionless there, with the pungent stench of snake blood permeating everywhere.

But strangely, such a large rotting corpse hadn’t attracted other animals to gnaw on it. This valley didn’t even have the sounds of night insects.

Xiaoxiao guessed the Po Hun Snake’s venom was too domineering – even in death, its power remained, causing other snakes and insects to avoid it.

However, the Corpse-eating Beast was another kind of evil existence that consumed all carrion in the world. The more poisonous and rotten the corpse, the more it liked it.

When carrion wasn’t enough, it would attract evil spirits and demons to create slaughter, piling up rotting corpses for their enjoyment.

But with such a heavy stench, why hadn’t it attracted the Corpse-eating Beast yet? And where was Master Tang Youshu? Had he accidentally entered this valley following the original trajectory?

Just then, Xiaoxiao noticed Wei Jie staring intently at the snake’s belly, so she followed his gaze.

Though the valley was dim at this time, Xiaoxiao’s eyes were different from ordinary people’s – she immediately saw what was wrong with the snake’s belly.

The snake’s belly looked bulging and seemed to rise and fall like breathing in the darkness.

Had this snake… come back to life?

No! There was something in its stomach!

Xiaoxiao quickly exchanged glances with Wei Jie. Wei Jie silently drew his whip while Xiaoxiao took out the water-transforming talisman from her bosom.

Just then, the snake’s belly bulged again, and a thin dog-like animal crawled out from the torn snake’s belly. It looked like a dog but wasn’t one, with a large head and small body, sporting a huge mouth full of fangs.

At this moment, it was covered in sticky snake blood, licking the blood from its lips while staring fixedly at Xiaoxiao and Wei Jie.

When it raised its nose to sniff their scent carried by the wind, its eyes seemed to burst with wild joy, as if seeing two pieces of prime meat.

Just as Wei Jie swung his whip to strike it, it suddenly jumped into the nearby stream, rolled around, washed off the blood, became increasingly transparent, and quickly disappeared.

Xiaoxiao understood – this dog-like creature that could turn invisible was the Corpse-eating Beast! It had indeed been attracted by the great snake’s body, following the original timeline.

But… where was the master?

As the Corpse-eating Beast disappeared, all the pores on Xiaoxiao’s body stood on end. She knew the beast hadn’t left but was invisibly lurking in some corner, eyeing her and Wei Jie like a tiger.

Thinking this, she casually raised the water-transforming talisman, creating a stream of water that formed a circle around herself and Wei Jie, then gradually expanded outward.

Perhaps because survival in this time two hundred years ago was so harsh, requiring repeated life-and-death struggles, Xiaoxiao found her ability to control water had stabilized considerably – it was effortless! She could make the water ring move steadily.

Wei Jie couldn’t help but look down approvingly at his little master, saying quietly, “This water-controlling trick is good. When there’s time, master must give me some guidance…”

If he weren’t the future great demon, just for that sweet mouth, any master would teach him everything!

Unfortunately, Xiaoxiao now only wanted to save her future benefactor, then break this damned Soul-Locking Cuff and stay far away from the great demon.

As for her paper-thin master-disciple relationship with Wei Jie, there was no need to take it seriously.

Just then, the water flow in the southeast corner was suddenly cut off by something. Under the water’s impact, the invisible Corpse-eating Beast that had been trying to approach them finally showed itself!

The beast seemed to find these two troublesome and needed to find help. It bared its teeth, suddenly raised its head, and howled, making hissing sounds.

The next moment, ground cracks opened and murky yellow smoke emerged. Then the smoke gradually gathered into the shape of the dead two-headed snake and coiled around the Corpse-eating Beast.

As the smoke swirled, the Corpse-eating Beast’s size suddenly increased several times, and its head gradually split into two.

Xiaoxiao gasped, finally understanding why the Wei family matriarch said this Corpse-eating Beast would cause devastation to living beings.

It not only devoured carrion but also claimed the soul and spirit power of corpses for itself, absorbing the strength of souls.

If this evil creature wreaked havoc in the mortal world and devoured thousands of souls, how terrifying would the accumulated soul power be?

Though the beast had the Po Hun Snake’s soul enhancement, it didn’t rashly pounce on the conjoined pair. Instead, like a cunning wolf, it swished its snake-like long tail, alternating steps and moving back and forth to size up the two, seemingly slowly looking for weaknesses.

Just then, rustling sounds suddenly came from the cliff above, followed by a scream, and then someone fell from the high mountainside.

That person was still holding a torch. When he fell, coincidentally, the torch flew right onto the Corpse-eating Beast.

The Corpse-eating Beast, burned by fire, howled in pain, then shook its two heads and charged straight at the fallen person.

By the firelight, Xiaoxiao saw that the person seemed to be a fair-skinned scholar wearing the distinctive blue headband of literati, holding a herb-gathering hoe in his hand.

This person was nothing like the master in Xiaoxiao’s memory.

After all, when Tang Youshu met Xiaoxiao, he was already over two hundred and twenty years old, white-haired with snowy brows, his face covered in walnut-like wrinkles. She couldn’t imagine what he looked like when young.

But this scholar’s falling time matched Master Tang Youshu’s from back then. Xiaoxiao immediately determined that the newcomer was her benefactor.

Seeing the Corpse-eating Beast pounce toward the scholar, Xiaoxiao anxiously controlled the water flow as a whip, lashing hard at the Corpse-eating Beast.

Perhaps due to urgency, this time when Xiaoxiao circulated her power, she felt the qi in her dantian flow through her limbs and bones. When it condensed in her hands, the controlled water flow froze inch by inch.

Finally, an ice crystal sword formed in Xiaoxiao’s hand, striking hard against one of the Corpse-eating Beast’s dog heads.

Success! She could use the Ice Condensation Technique!

Before Xiaoxiao could celebrate, the attacked Corpse-eating Beast howled in pain and turning to pounce at her and Wei Jie.

This halfway master-disciple pair had no coordination – one went left, one went right, each preparing to dodge. But connected by that damned chain, neither could escape and bounced back into each other.

At this critical moment, Wei Jie finally used the Wei family’s beast-capturing technique – Beast Roar!

He opened his mouth and let out a deep, low roar at the Corpse-eating Beast. The sound caused the snake’s soul, coiled around the beast, to disperse like scattered smoke.

Unfortunately, Wei Jie’s true qi cultivation wasn’t sufficient for a lasting effect. In just moments, the snake soul coiled around again.

But those moments of preparation were enough.

Seeing the Corpse-eating Beast’s two heads biting toward her and Wei Jie, Xiaoxiao again formed an ice dagger in her hand, stabbing hard at the beast’s mouth.

Wei Jie stuck his whip handle into the Corpse-eating Beast’s mouth.

At this crucial moment, Xiaoxiao saw Wei Jie embrace one of the beast’s heads with his arms. She steeled her heart and copied him, hugging the other beast’s head and restraining it from moving.

Just then, Wei Jie shouted to the scholar sitting on the ground: “Hey! Come here!”

The scholar had been sitting dumbly on the ground, seemingly unable to recover. Only when he heard Wei Jie’s shout did he trembleingly get up.

“Lend us your mouth – blow some yang qi into this beast’s mouth!” Corpse-eating Beasts were addicted to carrion but feared yang qi. Wei Jie knew this and gave such instructions.

Ah? The scholar seemed stunned.

While forcefully strangling the beast’s neck, Wei Jie shouted: “Quickly! Or once it breaks free, it’ll kill us all – we’ll all become its meal!”

Hearing this, the scholar immediately rallied his spirits, mustered endless courage, and boldly stretched his neck to blow hard into the beast’s mouth propped open by the whip.

Strangely, the beast seemed unable to stand the scholar’s breath and felt sick enough to roll its eyes. Then, with a forceful struggle, it broke free from Wei Jie and Cui Xiaoxiao, then, like a drunk, lay on the ground vomiting violently.

As a result, the Po Hun Snake meat it had just eaten was vomited out completely.

The continuously vomiting Corpse-eating Beast shrank rapidly like a deflated leather pouch. Wei Jie lashed out with his whip and caught it around the neck.

This Corpse-eating Beast only liked carrion and couldn’t be contaminated by human yang qi. Having expelled the Po Hun Snake’s soul power, it returned to looking like a pug, no longer invisible, just holding up its huge head and wagging its tail ingratiatingly at Wei Jie.

Just then, Wei Jie heard Cui Xiaoxiao beside him asking urgently: “How are you? Are you injured?”

The voice carried a crying tone – genuine anxiety from the heart.

Wei Jie knew she must have gotten worried when he protected her earlier.

He couldn’t help but smile, about to turn and tell Xiaoxiao he was fine.

But when he turned around, he saw his master’s small face full of distress as she quickly ran toward the fair-faced scholar who had been sitting dumbly on the ground…

Wei Jie, locked together with her, could only pull a long face as she dragged him forward.

Xiaoxiao rushed to the scholar, helping the still dizzy and confused scholar. After confirming he was only frightened and unharmed, she breathed a sigh of relief and gently asked: “May I ask… what is your honorable surname, young master?”

The scholar had watched a spectacular human-beast battle after falling and was forced to breathe mouth-to-mouth with the fierce monster. He was so dazed he couldn’t recover, so he sat blankly on a large rock.

Only when Xiaoxiao dragged Wei Jie over and showed concern for him did he slowly wipe his sweaty forehead and bow: “This humble scholar is surnamed Tang, named Youshu. May I ask the honorable names of you two heroes?”

Hearing the scholar give his name as “Tang Youshu,” Xiaoxiao’s suspended heart completely settled.

Thank the gods in all directions! She had finally arrived in time to save the master!

But the current master looked refined and scholarly, fair and clean, overflowing with youthful energy – so different from the white-haired, wise elder in her memory.

Yet looking at his gentle, jade-like gaze, it was the same as the old man in her memory!

Xiaoxiao never expected that in her lifetime she would have the fortune to see master again!

For a moment, she was overwhelmed with emotions, her eyes unknowingly moistening as she respectfully helped Tang Youshu up, quietly saying: “Mas… Young Master Tang, I was truly terrified just now…”

Just then, a lazy voice came from the side: “The situation just now couldn’t scare anyone to death. Without me, at most you would have been eaten by the Corpse-eating Beast, then your souls wouldn’t be able to transcend and would be controlled by it forever.”

Wei Jie added unhurriedly from the side. Looking at his expression, he seemed to regret not seeing the spectacular man-eating scene.

Young Master Tang, hearing this, was quite sensible and quickly bowed: “This hero’s skills are outstanding, well-versed in beast-capturing methods – an extraordinary person! I have been traveling famous mountains and rivers, seeking immortal masters, never expecting to meet a great master here…”

Saying this, Tang Youshu trembled with excitement and knelt on the ground with a thud: “If the hero doesn’t despise me, I’m willing to take you as my master and learn the arts of subduing demons and eliminating evil!”

Wei Jie’s calm courage just now had moved the young scholar’s aspiring heart, making him want to become his disciple.

These words were almost identical to what Tang Youshu had said when he first met Wei Jie back then.

But this time, after looking him up and down critically, the great demon Wei mocked: “Your Honor appears to have poor bone structure and isn’t material for cultivation. You’d better seek famous masters elsewhere!”

As soon as these words came out, Xiaoxiao was stunned.

According to Master’s secret biography records, when Wei Jie took disciples back then, he indeed said master’s qualifications were poor, but grateful that Tang Youshu had risked his life fighting the Corpse-eating Beast for him, he still made an exception and accepted him.

But now, because her appearance had disrupted events, Wei Jie wasn’t in a desperate, helpless situation, and Master Tang Youshu’s life-saving merit was greatly diminished. Given Wei Jie’s nature, he would never accept a stranger as a disciple for no reason…

Seeing Tang Youshu’s disappointed and hurt expression after being rejected, Xiaoxiao’s heart was quite uncomfortable.

Because she knew how much master worshipped his demonic master.

He had once said that taking Wei Jie as master was something he never regretted in this life!

Thinking this, Xiaoxiao couldn’t help pulling Wei Jie aside and quietly pleading with her master: “…Since he sincerely wants to take you as master, why not accept him?”

Wei Jie was using his whip to lead the Corpse-eating Beast, extremely bored as he kicked its bottom with his foot. Hearing Xiaoxiao’s words, he half-raised an eyebrow, his purple eyes seemingly smiling yet not, probing: “You’re quite warm-hearted, treating that scholar very well… Didn’t you say you dropped something in the valley? Why don’t I see you searching, but instead you’re showing such concern for that scholar? Could it be… You dropped a lover?”

What kind of talk was this! Simply disrespectful to masters and treasonous!

Xiaoxiao glared wide-eyed: “Bah! What lover! I felt an instant connection with Young Master Tang – looking at him, I feel he’s kind-hearted, just like a father!”

Wei Jie nodded in sudden understanding, then turned and asked loudly to the youth still kneeling: “Young Master Tang, what’s your honorable age?”

Tang Youshu quickly replied respectfully: “I’m sixteen this year!”

Oh, so this “father” was a year younger than Sect Leader Cui!

Wei Jie turned to glare sideways at his master, silently accusing his master of taking someone younger as a father – how shameful!

Well, Cui Xiaoxiao couldn’t explain to Wei Jie this spontaneous father-daughter affection that far transcended age limitations.

She cleared her throat and said to Tang Youshu, “Young Master Tang, the future is long. You’ve seen too few sects now, so you think he’s an extraordinary talent. Perhaps you’ll meet a master more suitable for you later… You will achieve great things!”

These words obviously couldn’t comfort young Tang Youshu’s wounded heart. He looked at Wei Jie disappointedly, his lips trembling, even his eyes moistening.

Xiaoxiao couldn’t bear to see this. If she returned to over two hundred years ago only to make master sad and hurt, wouldn’t that be treasonous?

She pursed her lips and glared at her rebellious disciple: “Just taking a disciple! This grandmaster agrees! You should accept him first! Such talent – our Talismonger Sect wants him!”

Wei Jie sneered, looked over the scrawny, chick-like Tang Youshu, and said cheerfully: “Why don’t you quickly thank your grandmaster? Come, kowtow to her first!”

Tang Youshu looked at Cui Xiaoxiao somewhat incredulously, quietly confirming with Wei Jie: “This young lady… is your master?”

Seeing Wei Jie nod, Tang Youshu immediately rallied his spirits and kowtowed to his grand-master: “Grand-master above, please accept this disciple’s bow!”

How could Cui Xiaoxiao dare accept this life-shortening bow? She quickly ran over to support his arm: “Our Talismonger Sect doesn’t stand on ceremony – we don’t practice such grand rituals. Just call me Xiaoxiao normally, no need for all this grand-master business!”

Ah? How could this be so improper? Tang Youshu immediately shook his head like a rattling drum, repeatedly saying: “How could this be appropriate?”

But Wei Jie improperly added: “Oh, informal! Not bad… Xiaoxiao, look at my back – did the Corpse-eating Beast scratch it?”

Cui Xiaoxiao didn’t want the demon head addressing her so intimately. She glared coldly at him: “You must call me master! Don’t call me by my name!”
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Though her words were cold, Xiaoxiao immediately leaned forward to check Wei Jie’s back.

During the earlier fight, Wei Jie had indeed protected her several times. At the time, she seemed to have heard him grunt, and now thinking back, he must have been clawed on the back…

But Wei Jie kept a cold face and twisted away, not letting her see. He kicked the howling Corpse-eating Beast and sat on a large stone nearby.

Unfortunately, the two were chained together, so Xiaoxiao was dragged along by him and had to strain to look up at his back.

My goodness, he was badly injured!

After Wei Jie sat down, Xiaoxiao quickly took out the healing medicine she carried with her, preparing to help Wei Jie remove his clothes so she could apply it for him.

But Wei Jie tugged at his clothes and said, “It’s nothing. The wound will heal itself in a while. Your medicine is so precious, you should save it for your Tang young master.”

Xiaoxiao took a closer look and indeed it was true – the fierce inch-long wounds from before had already healed by more than half in this short time.

He was a mixed-blood of human and Numei, unmatched in self-healing. As long as they were light flesh wounds, they could all heal by themselves.

Tang Youshu had no idea about the undercurrents between his master and grandmaster. Hearing Wei Jie agree, he desperately kowtowed to Cui Xiaoxiao and Wei Jie, then happily became the fourth-generation eldest disciple of the Talismonger Sect.

Watching the Talismonger Sect’s lineage become increasingly twisted, Xiaoxiao wondered how to write the names in the sect’s genealogy and silently developed a headache.

This former demonic ancestor had now become her disciple, while her former master had become her grand-disciple!

This twisted path of succession for the Lingshan Talismonger Sect could only be kept secret. When she found a way to set things right and return two hundred years later, she would burn incense and kowtow at her master’s grave to properly apologize.

But now she had at least salvaged something – she had made Master Tang Youshu follow his original trajectory and take Wei Jie as his master.

Secretly breathing a sigh of relief, Xiaoxiao pointed at the dog rubbing against Wei Jie’s trouser leg and asked, “What should we do with this Corpse-eating Beast?”

This time, Wei Jie didn’t quarrel with Xiaoxiao. He kicked the dog’s rear again and said lazily, “It’s not a creature of the Yang realm. We must quickly send it back to the Underworld. Otherwise, if it absorbs too much Yang realm energy, we’ll have to wait until Ghost Month when the ghost gates open wide before it can return.”

After speaking, he picked up the deliberately fawning big-mouthed dog and shook it vigorously. Many small black sesame-like dots fell from the dog’s body.

According to Wei Jie, these were corpse fleas from the Corpse-eating Beast. If raised properly and then crushed, they made excellent healing medicine.

So Xiaoxiao watched as he caught these sesame-sized creatures one by one and put them in a small porcelain bottle.

Xiaoxiao couldn’t help but shudder, reminding Wei Jie to put the bottle away properly. Otherwise, with them spending every day together now, if the fleas got on her body, that would be disgusting.

Since they needed to send the Corpse-eating Beast back, they naturally needed the Wei family’s permission. Otherwise, outsiders absolutely could not approach the boundary between Yin and Yang realms.

Wei Jie had no interest in seeing the Wei family again. He simply tied the rope binding the Corpse-eating Beast to the evil-warding stone statue at the Wei family’s gate, then walked far away and threw a stone to knock on the door.

When the Wei family guards opened the door, there seemed to be nothing but a moving rope in front of the gate.

When Wei Jingfeng came to the door, he naturally smelled the putrid odor of the Corpse-eating Beast and knew the rope held an invisible Corpse-eating Beast.

Delighted, he looked around but couldn’t see whoever had brought this strange beast back…

But the whip tied around the beast’s neck was clearly that child Jie’s… Wei Jingfeng held the whip in his hands, remembering the harsh words he had said to his nephew earlier. For a moment, his heart was filled with indescribable mixed feelings…

That child had listened to his mother’s words and gone alone to catch the Corpse-eating Beast…

As for the hastily assembled ancestor-master-disciple trio of the Talismonger Sect, after leaving Qilao Mountain, they found themselves somewhat aimless.

Though only separated by two hundred years, the human world had changed dramatically, with unfamiliar sights everywhere.

Cui Xiaoxiao tried hard to recall the stone cave where she had discovered the statue, but couldn’t find the correct location names on the two-hundred-year-old sheepskin map. Many places had completely different names after two hundred years.

This meant they could only grope their way forward slowly, hoping the area around that stone cave hadn’t changed too much to make it easier to find. They just didn’t know if the statue was still in the stone cave at this time.

Xiaoxiao felt the hope was slim, but she could only give it a try.

Besides finding the stone statue, another urgent matter was finding Qin Lingxiao to make him quickly hand over the key and unlock the Soul-locking Clasp on her hand!

Xiaoxiao hadn’t bathed for a full five days now, and didn’t even dare eat or drink much.

It wasn’t that she had achieved abstinence from worldly desires and felt no hunger or thirst. She had initially been unable to resist once or twice, and it was so embarrassing she wished the world would just end!

Even when Wei Jie obediently turned his head and stuffed cotton in his ears, it still didn’t work.

By the same logic, when it was Wei Jie’s turn to relieve himself, Xiaoxiao had to close her eyes and listen to the tinkling of spring water alongside him. Such experiences made her wish she could immediately lose her memory and forget everything.

So whenever it came time to eat and drink, Xiaoxiao not only restricted herself but also watched Wei Jie closely, making him restrain himself and not eat or drink too much.

But Wei Jie didn’t have such psychological burdens. Under Xiaoxiao’s sharp glares, he calmly drank another large bowl of soup.

As soon as he finished drinking, his grand-disciple, Tang Youshu, diligently served Master Wei Jie another bowl.

Xiaoxiao didn’t dare scold Tang Youshu and could only whisper to Wei Jie, “Drink less, or later you’ll…”

Wei Jie’s mouth curved in a smile as he also served Xiaoxiao a bowl of lotus root and peanut soup.

“Master, drink more. I can see you’ve been getting overheated these past two days. Each time it’s intermittent and not very smooth – that’s because you’re too dry. You need proper nourishment!”

Xiaoxiao silently looked at him, using her gaze to slowly wrap around his neck and give it a hard squeeze!

At the same time, she cursed the root cause, Qin Lingxiao, once again in her heart!

These past few days, forced by necessity, Xiaoxiao had already begun incorporating abstinence from food into her daily routine. For cultivators, when reaching the critical moment of enhancing dantian energy, fasting and abstaining from food were greatly beneficial.

However, not every cultivator who had just entered the inner sanctum could persist.

One must know that earthly delicacies are the hardest to abandon. Even those who achieved immortality and enlightenment sometimes couldn’t let go of their appetite and would occasionally come to the mortal world to steal a meal.

But Xiaoxiao had nothing she couldn’t let go of now. She only wished she could immediately achieve abstinence and ascend to immortality, far from this troublesome mortal world.

With no desires or demands, she had managed intermittent fasting for several days.

Wei Jie wasn’t as progressive as Xiaoxiao. He smiled as he looked at his master’s “loving” gaze and leisurely picked up a chicken leg to gnaw on.

Among the three of them, Tang Youshu was the one with money, so along the way, they would find decent restaurants in villages and towns to eat and rest, almost every meal having wine and meat.

There was a reason why Tang Youshu was so wealthy.

He came from a family of renowned physicians and could already take pulses and diagnose patients at a young age. His trip to Qilao Mountain was also to collect unique herbs from the mountain, which was how he accidentally fell into the valley.

He was determined to transcend worldly physical constraints and cultivate the immortal way. Along the way, he practiced medicine to earn money while seeking out famous teachers.

According to Tang Youshu, his best-selling item was the ancestral virility ointment. Just one application on the navel area guaranteed rejuvenation and kidney strengthening, making one a bridegroom for the night. However, the formula was complex and required hot compresses before use, making it quite cumbersome. If it could be simplified, it would sell even better.

Hearing this, Xiaoxiao silently sighed, realizing her master had been making big money from such virility ointments since his youth.

Thinking of the Talismonger Sect’s later most profitable treasure – the Enchantment Talisman – her master had truly been consistent these two hundred years, striding forward on the path of benefiting men worldwide.

Xiaoxiao had long anticipated such lavish and casual dining days, but never expected a chain to be more hateful than a gold-consuming curse, making her afraid to eat or drink.

Wei Jie put on quite the airs, demanding meat and wine with every meal, living quite comfortably.

Xiaoxiao ate almost nothing, entering meditation early each time. Unfortunately, being shackled to Wei Jie, when she meditated, Wei Jie would lie beside her, sleeping. Listening to the continuous snoring greatly affected her meditation.

Without meditation, her stomach would growl along. Xiaoxiao decided she still needed to shoulder her master’s responsibility and supervise this “rebellious disciple” to improve a bit.

But when she pulled Wei Jie up to meditate together, Wei Jie stretched lazily and yawned, “Master doesn’t teach me any skills, so I don’t know what to cultivate.”

These past few days, he had watched Xiaoxiao take time to teach Tang Youshu how to draw talismans and also taught him breathing techniques, like a loving parent and child.

This grandmaster-teaching grand-disciple arrangement worked quite happily. But the Talismonger Sect leader had no intention of teaching her proper direct eldest disciple.

Though Wei Jie’s original intention in becoming a disciple was ulterior, and he didn’t truly want to learn from Xiaoxiao, being compared to Tang Youshu now, losing in the competition for the master’s favor inevitably caused psychological imbalance and left him feeling uncomfortable.

Hearing Wei Jie’s words, Xiaoxiao nodded.

That’s right, she had taken on the role of his master after all. If she taught nothing, it would seem rather unfair.

But if she taught him the Talismonger Sect’s skills, and he later returned to his original life trajectory and gradually walked the demonic path, wouldn’t that bring shame to the Lingshan Talismonger Sect?

After much thought, Xiaoxiao decided to teach him the skills of the four major sects instead. He had deep grudges with the four major cultivation sects, and when they inevitably met on narrow paths in the future, knowing himself and his enemy would allow him to use their methods against them.

As for how to teach, Xiaoxiao wasn’t worried. After all, Ancestor Wei Jie himself had already summarized everything systematically. She just needed to follow the pattern and teach Wei Jie the cultivation methods of other sects that Wei Jie himself had summarized.

Among these four major sects, Miaoxian Mountain’s energy shield was the most practical. Xiaoxiao didn’t want to teach the future demon lord techniques for harming people. Energy shields could provide defense and self-protection, most suitable.

Wei Jie sat cross-legged facing Xiaoxiao, listening to her skillfully explain the way to condense Miaoxian Mountain’s energy shield. Suddenly, he asked, “Why do you understand the shortcomings of the four major sects’ methods so well, and know their cultivation ways? What connection do you have with the four major sects?”

When asking this, Wei Jie’s purple-gleaming eyes slightly narrowed as he stared fixedly at Cui Xiaoxiao.

Though the future Demon Lord’s demonic cultivation was incomplete, his imposing aura was about to emerge. When he stared at someone, it was rather overwhelming.

However, Xiaoxiao had followed her adoptive father in deception since childhood. The street’s thousand-faced, charming girl wasn’t a reputation earned for nothing. She met the future Demon Lord’s gaze head-on and said with a sincere tone, “Those four major sects have shallow cultivation that can be seen through at a glance. How can they compare to our Talismonger Sect’s profound depth? But to cultivate the Talismonger Sect’s mysteries, you must first learn the ways of the four major sects. Here, I’ve taught you all the methods. Slowly comprehend them yourself.”

Xiaoxiao knew the four major sects could become great cultivation sects – their skills weren’t something you could learn just by wanting to.

The Wei Jie of two hundred years ago, due to resisting snake poison, gained a fortuitous encounter and greatly advanced his cultivation. With that solid foundation, he could easily master whatever he studied.

But the current Wei Jie, due to her interference, was still just an ordinary young man.

Though relying on intelligence and talent, he had comprehended some unconventional methods, trying to master the four major sects’ mysteries from her brief teaching was rather like a fool’s dream.

Xiaoxiao just wanted to appease her good disciple so he wouldn’t always disturb her meditation.

But Wei Jie put on the appearance of a teachable student and sat beside Xiaoxiao, beginning to close his eyes in meditation.

Xiaoxiao secretly opened her eyes to observe the man beside her. His meditation posture wasn’t standard – his arms were casually placed on his crossed long legs, and his waist wasn’t particularly straight. Rather than meditation, it looked more like dozing.

But his appearance and figure were outstanding. No matter how he sat, he exuded an air of otherworldly, elegant handsomeness.

Xiaoxiao found it hard to imagine what terrifying appearance he would have when transformed into a half-snake person covered in scales.

After watching for a while, Xiaoxiao also closed her eyes. At least this time, Wei Jie wasn’t poisoned. Hopefully, he could reform and commit fewer killings in the future…

However, she didn’t know that when she closed her eyes, the man sitting across from her slowly opened his. His light purple eyes gleamed in the moonlight as they wandered over the girl’s curved, long eyelashes and her straight, delicate little nose tip…

Under the moonlight with night insects chirping, after he had looked his fill, he contentedly closed his eyes. At the same time, he straightened his posture, and breathing cultivation energy began circling above his head as he gradually entered meditation.

They spent these days like this – traveling by day, cultivating by night. The medicine pills given by the Wei family grandmother seemed truly effective. These past days, Xiaoxiao never had an episode, which gradually put her mind at ease.

But always being shackled together with Wei Jie was too inconvenient. Xiaoxiao still decided to first find Qin Lingxiao and make him unlock the Soul-locking Clasp.

How to reach Lingyun Pavilion was another major problem.

Xiaoxiao studied the map for a long time and found that Lingyun Pavilion seemed not too far from here. Fortunately, Tang Youshu often collected herbs and was fairly familiar with the surrounding paths. With his help, their journey became much smoother.

Wei Jie didn’t seem as urgent as Xiaoxiao about finding Qin Lingxiao to unlock the Soul-locking Clasp. Along the way, he stopped and started leisurely, seeming quite relaxed.

The day after lunch, Wei Jie pulled Xiaoxiao to Qingshui Pond, quite far from the village, to fish.

Watching Tang Youshu being ordered by Wei Jie to buy fishing rods and bait, Xiaoxiao couldn’t help saying, “Since you’ve become a master, you should teach your disciple some breathing and energy cultivation techniques. Always making him buy this and that – what kind of teaching is that?”

Wei Jie leaned against the stones by the pond, comfortably stretching his waist, his head resting on his arms, a green grass stem in his mouth, lazily saying, “Speaking of which, I’m still your disciple. Have you ever earnestly taught me? Every day, besides glaring at me, you just glare at me. What, do you regret taking me as a disciple?”

His appearance was too fine. Even lounging carelessly with his long legs crossed and his long eyes half-closed, he looked like a beautiful drunk beauty painting.

The Numei bloodline was too seductive. Xiaoxiao would accidentally stare in fascination if she weren’t careful.

As a result, when Wei Jie half-opened his eyes, he happened to meet Xiaoxiao’s gaze directly.

Xiaoxiao quickly turned her head away, pretending to admire the scenery by the pond. Because they were connected by the lock chain, the two could never separate too far, so when Wei Jie sat up, they were shoulder to shoulder.

He turned to look at the girl beside him – fair skin with slightly flushed cheeks, her large eyes’ long lashes trembling slightly like fluttering black butterflies…

Xiaoxiao noticed he wasn’t speaking and turned to look, only to meet his gaze closely again.

Cui Xiaoxiao couldn’t help but lean back slightly, asking warily, “Why are you staring at me like that?”

Wei Jie deliberately moved closer, lowering his head, “Doesn’t Master also always secretly watch me? I’m your disciple – what can’t be looked at? Next time, don’t be so sneaky…”

Though Xiaoxiao would occasionally can’t help but steal glances at him, she never expected he would so brazenly say it out loud without giving his master any face.

Xiaoxiao was momentarily speechless, but a master’s dignity couldn’t be lost. She could only pretend to be composed as she took out her handkerchief and wiped Wei Jie’s cheek, looking concerned, “Look at you, your face is dirty again, and you blame Master for looking at you! Jie’er, be good. Don’t be so mischievous next time, crawling into nooks and crannies…”

As she spoke, she seemed to find it still not clean enough, spat forcefully on the handkerchief, then continued trying to wipe her good disciple’s face.

Wei Jie’s expression changed completely. How could he let her press the handkerchief to his face? He quickly dodged backward.

But his hand was connected to Xiaoxiao’s, and his large movement brought Xiaoxiao tumbling into his embrace as well.

Xiaoxiao was also angered by Wei Jie. Determined to teach him a lesson, she didn’t care about anything else and grabbed his collar, continuing to press the handkerchief toward Wei Jie’s face while calling him “Jie’er” and “disciple.”

The two wrestled together. To outsiders, it truly looked like a lakeside green shade, a handsome man and a beautiful woman, innocent childhood sweethearts.

Unfortunately, this scene fell right into the eyes of a young man in the pavilion on the other side of the pond.

Since the incident at Qilao Mountain, Qin Lingxiao hadn’t rushed back to Lingyun Pavilion to see his father. Instead, he had come to this mountain stream at Tuyun Mountain.

This Tuyun Mountain was said to be the ancestral origin of Tushan.

Legend said that Da Yu’s wife, Lady Tushan, was the incarnation of a nine-tailed white fox, symbolizing prosperous offspring.

However, later, the fox clan gradually produced demons like Daji, who brought disaster to the world, and the fox clan’s reputation gradually deteriorated.

Thus, the Tushan clan gradually declined. Most clansmen lived in seclusion, cut off from worldly dust. Even most Tushan descendants removed the spiritual “three waters” and changed their surname to “Yu,” only seeking to no longer step into worldly power struggles and avoid further damage to the fox clan’s blessings.

This Tuyun Mountain was where spiritual springs that sensed heaven and earth’s spiritual energy were located.

Every hundred years, spiritual springs would surge from deep within Tuyun Mountain, allowing fox clan descendants to drink freely and seek transformation and rebirth.

Even non-fox clan people could greatly benefit their cultivation and power by drinking the spiritual spring water.

The Wei Jie of two hundred years ago, after being poisoned by snake venom, inadvertently saved a fox clan girl. The grateful girl led Wei Jie to Tuyun Mountain. After drinking the spiritual spring water, he better suppressed the toxicity and absorbed the fox clan for his use. From then on, he recruited soldiers on the demonic path, and his power grew daily.

Now, Wei Jie’s fate had been completely disrupted by Cui Xiaoxiao and was no longer a threat. But Qin Lingxiao didn’t want Wei Jie’s former opportunities to go to waste.

So Qin Lingxiao deliberately timed his appearance in the right place, drove away the hunters, saved the fox girl Yu Ling’er, who should have been saved by Wei Jie, and was led by her to Tuyun Mountain.

This time, he would seize the advantage and leave Wei Jie not the slightest opportunity.
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It was just that the time for the spiritual spring to emerge hadn’t arrived yet, so Qin Lingxiao lingered here for a few days. With nothing to do during the day, he would venture out of the mountain for walks.

He never expected that today, on the opposite shore of the lake outside Tuyun Mountain, he would inadvertently see Wei Jie and Cui Xiaoxiao.

Qin Lingxiao was even more shocked that this girl, Cui Xiaoxiao, had become so shameless, entangling herself with that demon Wei Jie to such an extent!

A man and woman bearing the titles of master and disciple were embracing without any restraint in broad daylight.

Remembering how Cui Xiaoxiao showed him a cold face every time she saw him, Qin Lingxiao felt inexplicably stuffy. Seeing this scene now made his expression even more disdainful!

Cui Xiaoxiao was unwilling to marry him, a member of a righteous major sect, firmly rejecting his marriage proposal, yet she mingled with someone like Wei Jie. This showed her vile character – she was no virtuous person.

She was so frivolous, bewitched by Wei Jie’s appearance – just a vulgar woman! How utterly disappointing!

However, what surprised him even more was his former master, Wei Jie.

Back when Qin Lingxiao concealed his identity and sought refuge under Wei Jie’s tutelage, Wei Jie hadn’t completely transformed into a demon yet.

Due to his Numei bloodline, Wei Jie’s appearance carried an indescribable evil charm.

His bewitching looks had indeed captivated many women. Even the fox clan girl Yu Ling’er he had saved, was one of Wei Jie’s devoted admirers.

However, Qin Lingxiao had never seen Wei Jie bewitched by feminine charms, frolicking so wantonly with a woman.

Wei Jie’s heart was hard and cold, rarely seen in the world. When his demonic nature became deep, he had completely extinguished his humanity and would never pledge his heart to a woman.

Though Qin Lingxiao despised Wei Jie, his conduct was unconsciously influenced by him. So much so that after Qin Lingxiao became famous, he unconsciously adopted his former demonic master’s manner when dealing with women who were infatuated with him, always cold and distant.

Now it seemed that this lifetime’s Wei Jie, having lost his opportunities, truly couldn’t amount to anything and had become even more depraved. Even his former noble pride was almost completely gone…

Thinking this, Qin Lingxiao coldly laughed again. He had originally wanted to teach Cui Xiaoxiao a lesson, letting her suffer beside Wei Jie before finding an opportunity to give her the key.

But unexpectedly, this pair of despicable lovers was already so close. Since this was the case, he needn’t worry about her anymore – let this pair remain locked together for life!

However… why would Wei Jie appear outside Tuyun Mountain at this critical moment? Could it be that Cui Xiaoxiao had leaked secrets again, leading Wei Jie here to Tuyun Mountain to drink from the spiritual spring and seize the opportunity?

Qin Lingxiao’s handsome eyes slightly narrowed as he sneered again – unfortunately, he had already arrived here first. No matter how Wei Jie racked his brains, he wouldn’t be able to set foot on Tuyun Mountain!

“Benefactor, what are you looking at?” Just then, a whisper came from behind Qin Lingxiao.

A white-clothed girl with a pointed face and large eyes was carrying a basket of freshly picked mountain fruits, approaching Qin Lingxiao behind.

She was Yu Ling’er, the fox girl saved by Qin Lingxiao. She was the beloved daughter of the fox clan chief, considered the pearl of the fox clan.

Fox clan members faced a tribulation every hundred years.

Yu Ling’er was young, and this first tribulation was the “human tribulation.” While picking fruits at the foot of the mountain, she suddenly felt unwell and transformed into a white fox, but encountered hunters trying to capture her. Fortunately, she was saved by the passing Young Pavilion Master of Lingyun Pavilion.

Remembering how this handsome young pavilion master had held her in his arms when her hind leg was injured, the innocent Yu Ling’er’s cheeks flushed red.

The fox clan valued loyalty and gratitude. Since Qin Lingxiao had saved her, she should repay him with everything she had.

So when he mentioned that his cultivation was limited and he could never elevate his true qi to the fourth heaven, Yu Ling’er volunteered to bring Qin Lingxiao to Tuyun Mountain to wait for the spiritual spring to emerge.

Without the guidance of Tushan clan members, outsiders could never find Tuyun Mountain’s spiritual spring. With the spiritual spring’s enhancement, she believed her benefactor Qin Lingxiao would surely advance his cultivation rapidly.

However, when she approached just now, she noticed that Young Pavilion Master Qin seemed to be in a bad mood, his eyes looking ahead seemed to be blazing with fire.

Following his gaze, she saw a man and a woman frolicking on the opposite shore of the lake.

Though it looked unseemly, there was nothing particularly improper about it, so Yu Ling’er asked in confusion.

Qin Lingxiao turned to look at the fox girl, thinking to himself: In the previous life, Wei Jie had bewitched this fox girl completely, making her willing to violate heavenly laws for him.

Though in this life he had taken Wei Jie’s opportunity, he still needed to prevent this fox girl from being bewitched by Wei Jie’s appearance and becoming infatuated with him.

With this thought, he said indifferently, “Just saw a lustful thief who’s skilled at toying with women. Found it rather disgusting!”

Yu Ling’er looked again, following his gaze, and saw the young man by the lake pressing the woman in his arms to the ground, lowering his head, doing who knows what.

Just then, a scholar carrying a fishing rod ran over from a distance. He stood beside the entangled man and woman, seemingly at a loss, only able to bend down and try to persuade them.

But the man pressing down on the woman showed no restraint at all, still brazenly lying on top of the woman, truly consumed by lust, utterly shameless!

Even if they were mutually willing, to treat a woman so frivolously in broad daylight while others watched – how could he be any decent person?

Yu Ling’er’s eyes filled with disgust as she couldn’t help saying to Qin Lingxiao, “Benefactor, should we go save that woman?”

Qin Lingxiao sneered, “I observe that the woman is with them willingly. If you and I rashly interfere, we might spoil others’ pleasure. You’re currently in a time of focused cultivation – don’t be tainted by worldly vulgarity. Let’s go. The spiritual spring is about to emerge. Let’s return.”

After shamelessly slandering Wei Jie and Cui Xiaoxiao, Qin Lingxiao led Yu Ling’er back to Tushan via the mountain’s secret path.

Tonight, the spiritual spring would emerge – a perfect opportunity. He didn’t want to waste time with boring people. As for Wei Jie, he could deal with him later.

Now speaking of Cui Xiaoxiao, who was being pressed down by Wei Jie, she was convulsing all over, in such pain that she nearly bit through her tongue.

Afraid she would hurt herself, Wei Jie kept pressing her down firmly, gripping her chin as he looked up at the helpless Tang Youshu nearby: “Quick, go find the medicine bottle in the bundle over there! The Yin poison in her body has flared up!”

Hearing this, Tang Youshu hastily threw down the fishing rod in his hands and rushed to where the bundles were placed, rummaging through the medicine the Wei family grandmother had originally given to Xiaoxiao.

After getting the pill out, Wei Jie quickly placed one in Xiaoxiao’s mouth.

It turned out that Xiaoxiao’s poison had suddenly flared up just now, and Wei Jie was afraid she would hurt herself, so he pressed her down firmly. But from a distance, it looked like a man and woman shamelessly frolicking, allowing Qin Lingxiao to slander them thoroughly.

Xiaoxiao, tortured by the suddenly flaring Yin poison, was already drenched in sweat and could only collapse weakly in Wei Jie’s arms.

This was Wei Jie’s first time seeing Xiaoxiao’s poison flare up. Though grandmother’s medicine had reduced the frequency of the Demon Pearl’s Yin poison attacks, once it flared up, it was still very tormenting.

Wei Jie carefully wiped the sweat from Xiaoxiao’s forehead, then asked in a low voice, “How do you feel? Is there anywhere else uncomfortable?”

After the medicine took effect, Xiaoxiao finally breathed a slow sigh of relief and struggled to sit up from Wei Jie’s embrace.

Just now, she hadn’t expected the Yin poison to flare up again while she was “wiping” Wei Jie’s face.

Though she had taken the Wei family grandmother’s medicine, reducing the frequency of poison attacks, it seemed like damming a flood – the more it was blocked, the more toxic it became. This delayed attack felt even more domineering.

The pain she was suffering now should be what Wei Jie had endured back then. She just didn’t know how he had resolved it and was finally able to force out the demonic turbid qi, transforming it into the Demon Pearl.

When she rolled up her sleeve to look at the patterns the Demon Pearl manifested on her arm, she discovered those lines had become scale-like patterns, looking quite terrifying.

Xiaoxiao stared at those scales, inexplicably feeling that something terrible was about to happen. If she let this Demon Pearl continue possessing her body, would she eventually become like Wei Jie’s original half-human, half-snake form?

Seeing her attack looking too pitiful, Wei Jie put away his mischievous thoughts and stopped teasing his little master.

He spread his spare clothes on the ground for Xiaoxiao to lie down and rest, then went fishing with Tang Youshu, planning to stew some fish soup for Xiaoxiao later to nourish her.

Xiaoxiao was heavy with worry, half-lying with eyes closed in meditation. When she opened her eyes, she saw the green mountains across the lake.

The sun was setting now, with slanted rays hitting halfway up the mountain. When the sunlight hit a depression in the mountain, it happened to illuminate a stone.

She squinted at that stone – no matter how she looked at it, it seemed like a fox. But this light lasted only a moment. When she mentioned it to Wei Jie and Tang Youshu, both said they hadn’t seen any stone.

Xiaoxiao knew her eyesight was different from ordinary people. Since they couldn’t see it, it meant she was seeing a mountain anomaly.

This scene… coincided with another adventure described in her master’s secret manual.

Master had said that after becoming Wei Jie’s disciple, he had once seen his master inadvertently save a fox girl, thus gaining the opportunity to drink from a spiritual spring, better suppressing the discomfort brought by the exchanged snake blood. Moreover, Wei Jie’s power advanced by leaps and bounds because of this, achieving the effect of a thousand li in a day.

That Fox Mountain seemed to be called Tuyun Mountain. At the entrance to Tuyun Mountain, there was a fox stone that would be illuminated by the setting sun at dusk, emitting light.

Xiaoxiao suddenly sat up. Was heaven seeing that she had suffered too much, and especially guiding her to Tuyun Mountain?

She quickly pulled out the secret manual and read it carefully, discovering that the time for this spiritual spring to emerge seemed to be exactly tonight!

If she could drink the spiritual spring water, it would alleviate the pain of the Yin poison attacks. Time was of the essence – they needed to quickly find the entrance to Tuyun Mountain.

Unfortunately, this time, because of her appearance, she had changed part of Wei Jie’s trajectory. Wei Jie didn’t seem to have saved a fox girl as in the previous life to gain the benefit of entering the mountain.

But now with her Yin poison flaring up, she could only treat a dead horse as if it were alive. Master had said that the fox girl was infatuated with Wei Jie – perhaps with a handsome man leading the way, they could persuade that fox girl to give them a ladle of spiritual spring water.

Thinking this, Xiaoxiao immediately sat up and pointed to the mountain across the lake: “Let’s go. We’re spending the night on the mountain tonight!”

When the grand-master spoke, disciples and grand-disciples naturally obeyed.

However, after they entered the mountain and circled the mountainside six times, Tang Youshu stared at the seemingly familiar large tree before them and couldn’t help saying, “We seem to have passed this big tree before… Master, are we lost?”

Wei Jie held up the torch and looked at the tree. There were still scratch marks he had carved with his dagger when passing by earlier…

Tang Youshu suddenly remembered something and whispered to Wei Jie, “Master, when I went to buy fishing rods in the nearby village earlier, the villagers seemed to tell me that this Tuyun Mountain couldn’t be climbed – there are ghost walls here…”

Ghost walls, as the name suggests, no matter how many marks you made, you couldn’t escape the ghostly barriers and would be trapped to death on the mountain.

Wei Jie looked at his beloved disciple and laughed coldly, “Such an unimportant matter – you could have mentioned it later, like when we’re exhausted to death on the mountain!”

Tang Youshu fell to his knees with a thud, his face full of shame: “Master! It’s all this disciple’s fault. At the time, I was only focused on buying fishing rods from the villagers and thought it was just ignorant peasant talk. Who knew this Tushan was so evil!”
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Xiaoxiao couldn’t bear to see her master, Tang Youshu, kneeling to others, so she quickly helped him up and comforted him with gentle words: “It’s fine. With your master here, he’ll find a way out!”

Wei Jie was already used to Xiaoxiao’s two different faces toward him and Young Master Tang. Seeing Xiaoxiao dump the task on him, he turned his handsome face and looked coldly around without saying more.

He had left Qilao Mountain at age twelve to wander everywhere, gaining extensive experience. He had encountered situations like ghost walls before, so he wasn’t panicking.

Wei Jie’s broken sword was shattered, and his long whip had been left at the Wei family to tie up the Corpse-eating Beast.

Without a suitable weapon now, he simply broke off a branch from a peach tree, stripped away the side branches and green leaves, and fashioned it into a peach wood walking stick. Then he said to Xiaoxiao and Tang Youshu: “You two put your hands on my shoulders and follow me.”

After speaking, Wei Jie asked Xiaoxiao for a face-wiping handkerchief. After slightly identifying the direction, he used it to blindfold himself, using the peach branch to feel his way forward like a blind person.

Xiaoxiao and Tang Youshu followed his instructions, placing their hands on his shoulders and walking together with him.

They kept their eyes open the whole time. Where there was a mountain wall, Wei Jie led them inward, and surprisingly, Wei Jie could pass through the mountain while they were blocked.

Xiaoxiao had special eyes that could usually see through illusions, but she was certain there was a mountain wall ahead. Why could Wei Jie pass through?

Wei Jie explained: “This Tuyun Mountain was where Nüwa selected earth to create humans. She didn’t want to be disturbed by other deities, so she set up earth barrier boundaries. Any spirit with open wisdom eyes cannot pass through. But she didn’t want the mountain animals to get lost, so birds, insects, and beasts without open wisdom eyes are unaffected. Eyes are the source of illusion. If you believe you can’t pass, then you truly can’t. Close your eyes and follow me.”

After hearing Wei Jie’s explanation, Xiaoxiao and Tang Youshu closed their eyes. This time, they successfully passed through that “mountain wall” following Wei Jie.

After walking for who knows how long, there was a crackling sound – the peach branch in Wei Jie’s hand broke!

When Wei Jie removed the handkerchief and slowly opened his eyes, he found the surroundings were dark and gloomy, with countless shadows seeming to flicker. Under the moonlight, ghostly figures appeared everywhere.

Xiaoxiao also opened her eyes. She could see more clearly and even spotted firefly-like points of light flashing in the forest.

Looking more carefully, she discovered those points of light weren’t fireflies at all – they were… ghostly green eyes!

Just then, Wei Jie cupped his fists and said solemnly: “We didn’t mean to offend you all. We’re just passing through, asking for a drink of water before leaving.”

Hearing his words, a fox slowly emerged from the darkness.

The fox’s fur gleamed white under the moon, even shimmering with a satin-like luster. Its fox tail was split into two, floating high and elegantly.

This fox was Yu Ling’er’s true form. When strange guests visited the mountain, she brought her clan members to investigate.

Earlier, when looking from afar, Yu Ling’er had recognized from their clothing silhouettes that these three intruders were the very man and woman who had been fooling around by the lake during the day.

It seemed these people found the lakeside insufficient for their pleasure and had barged into Tushan, planning to disturb the fox clan’s sacred ground.

They had encountered the fox clan’s maze barriers and gotten lost in the mountains. Yu Ling’er had originally planned to trap them and let them suffer before going back down the mountain.

But unexpectedly, that man in dark clothes had thought of an ingenious trick – using the evil-warding peach branch as a staff and blindfolding himself, he had walked out of the maze step by step, stumbling into the entrance of the mountain fox clan by accident.

How could outsiders casually enter the fox clan’s forbidden grounds? So Yu Ling’er came in the clan chief’s name to intercept the three intruders.

She hadn’t seen Wei Jie’s appearance before. Only when Wei Jie removed his blindfold did she see his bewitching features.

Both male and female fox clan members were extremely handsome and full of charm – Yu Ling’er was used to seeing such beauty.

But this man, who had suddenly intruded, besides his handsome face, had light purple eyes that revealed a soul-piercing magic. That tall, evil, and charming temperament was completely different from the delicate fox clan men, and even more different from her benefactor Qin Lingxiao’s gentle and refined aura.

So the saying “love at first sight spans a thousand years” was real.

Yu Ling’er didn’t know why, but instinctively felt her heart flutter slightly. However, when she remembered the scene of this man shamelessly engaging in sexual pleasure during the day, she immediately sobered up.

No matter how charming this man was, he was still a vulgar person. The fox clan didn’t easily fall in love, but when they did, they loved deeply. They most despised promiscuous men.

Thinking this, Yu Ling’er maintained her fox form and said coldly to Wei Jie: “This is not a place you can enter. If you’re smart, leave immediately, or we’ll make sure you die without a burial place.”

If an ordinary person suddenly heard a fox speak, they would surely be scared witless and flee in panic.

But Wei Jie remained composed, cupping his fists and saying: “We came uninvited and have disturbed you. It’s just that my master has been poisoned with a strange toxin and needs the spiritual spring from the fox clan’s sacred ground to suppress the poison. Saving one life is better than building a seven-story pagoda. Since you are all from the immortal cultivation sect, you naturally should build good karma. If you could save my master’s life, I would be eternally grateful.”

His explanation only made things worse. Yu Ling’er’s eyes as she looked back and forth between him and Cui Xiaoxiao became even more surprised and… disgusted!

These promiscuous people were master and disciple? Were they cultivating the art of carnal pleasure? And these master-disciple pairs had their hands shackled together… Did they plan to intimately entangle night and day, never to separate?

Thinking this way, their relationship seemed increasingly filthy and disgusting. How could they deserve to step on the Fox clan’s sacred ground?

With this thought, Yu Ling’er was too lazy to waste words with the visitors. She simply flicked her twin tails, and the clan members hidden in the forest immediately bared their fangs and pounced toward the intruders with swishing tails.

Cui Xiaoxiao had originally thought that, based on the friendship between Wei Jie and the fox girl from two hundred years ago, even if they were strangers now, with good negotiation, asking for a drink of water shouldn’t be a problem.

But she never expected that after the speaking fox saw Wei Jie’s appearance clearly, she looked at him like he was a toad and immediately started fighting without saying a word.

Terrible! The fox that Wei Jie was supposed to save must have met with disaster and didn’t survive! Now the remaining foxes found them displeasing and naturally wanted to bite them!

But they had intruded into others’ forbidden grounds, so they were in the wrong to begin with. Being driven away was normal.

So she quickly called out: “Fox immortals, if you’re unwilling, we’ll naturally leave. Why be so fierce and pounce to bite us?”

But the foxes gradually emerging from the shadows didn’t seem willing to easily let the intruders go, still baring their fangs as they approached.

Xiaoxiao knew if they fought, these foxes would likely be killed or injured. She didn’t want to commit unnecessary killing, so she quickly waved her hand to summon water, preparing to disperse these foxes and then quickly flee down the mountain.

Those foxes had no intention of harming people either. They were just too lazy for words and wanted to quickly scare away the intruders, so though their mouths opened wide, it was mostly posturing.

But unexpectedly, just as the foxes pounced and Xiaoxiao wielded water snakes to defend against their attack, a qi sword suddenly cut through Xiaoxiao’s water wall and struck straight toward Wei Jie’s face.

The qi sword came with fierce momentum, impossible to avoid.

Wei Jie knew he couldn’t dodge while holding Xiaoxiao, and if his evasive movements were too large, Xiaoxiao beside him might also be hit.

In desperation, he had a flash of inspiration and swung the shackles binding him to block the attack.

The impenetrable shackles played their role at this critical moment. With a clang, they barely blocked the qi sword’s fierce assault.

The qi sword’s force was too great. Under the shock, both Xiaoxiao and Wei Jie flew backward and fell to the ground.

Wei Jie landed first, using his body as a cushion to absorb the impact for Xiaoxiao, while Xiaoxiao’s bottom landed right on her disciple.

Unfortunately, the master sat exactly three inches below the dantian, causing Wei Jie to grunt in pain, bite his lips hard, and hold the little girl in his arms tightly.

Hearing his sharp intake of breath, Xiaoxiao knew she might have injured him and quickly got up, supporting his shoulders and asking: “How are you? Are you okay?”

Wei Jie’s handsome face was ashen. He took a deep breath and finally calmed down, but said: “You look quite thin, but your bottom is quite meaty…”

“…”

If they weren’t surrounded by foxes, at a different time, Cui Xiaoxiao would have to wash this guy’s mouth properly!

Unfortunately, this was a confrontation moment, and they still needed to maintain the false friendship between master and disciple. Xiaoxiao smiled without warmth: “Master has been eating ‘too well’ these past days and gained some weight. Sorry about that, disciple…”

What a bastard! He knew she had been fasting these past days and had lost a lot of weight. Where was there any meat?

As for Yu Ling’er, she never expected this master-disciple pair to embrace each other during battle and then speak tenderly with loving gazes, completely ignoring others around them.

The little fox was inexperienced and couldn’t figure out what kind of sect these shameless master and disciple came from. Could they be from the Hehuan Sect?

Just then, a cold male voice said: “Cui Xiaoxiao, I didn’t expect you to fall so low…”

It turned out that Qin Lingxiao, who had been hiding in the shadows, couldn’t stand watching Cui Xiaoxiao and Wei Jie’s embrace and emerged from the dense forest.

The sneak attack qi sword had just been launched by Qin Lingxiao.

Cui Xiaoxiao had originally thought the fox clan’s great hostility toward them was only because they were intruders.

But when Qin Lingxiao appeared, she suddenly had an epiphany.

According to the previous trajectory, Wei Jie should have saved the fox girl and come to Tuyun Mountain to drink from the spiritual spring. But Qin Lingxiao, who shouldn’t be here, had appeared instead.

Looking at how the fox clan showed no wariness toward Young Pavilion Master Qin and treated him as an honored guest!

If Wei Jie’s current life trajectory had changed, was the fox girl he was supposed to save still alive?

Thinking this, Cui Xiaoxiao suddenly raised her voice and called out to the fox pack: “Yu Ling’er, are you well?”

The leading twin-tailed spirit fox suddenly stepped forward two paces, walked to Qin Lingxiao’s side, and asked Cui Xiaoxiao in confusion: “How do you know my name?”

So this twin-tailed fox was Yu Ling’er, who should have been saved by Wei Jie…

Seeing how intimately the fox stood beside Qin Lingxiao, Xiaoxiao suddenly understood everything: This Qin Lingxiao had no shame! Taking advantage of his soul transmigration opportunity, he had stolen Wei Jie’s fortune, replacing Wei Jie in saving the fox girl, and had come to Tuyun Mountain to drink from the spiritual spring!
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After understanding the situation, Xiaoxiao’s gaze toward Qin Lingxiao inevitably carried a hint of mockery.

Qin Lingxiao hadn’t expected that Cui Xiaoxiao would also know the legends of Tuyun Mountain and could call out Yu Ling’er’s name.

It seemed their group’s arrival at Tushan was indeed Cui Xiaoxiao’s doing! What exactly did she want to do – was she going to help Wei Jie become a demon?

Moreover, seeing that his former senior brother Tang Youshu was standing behind Wei Jie, carrying a bamboo basket and quietly calling Wei Jie “master,” Qin Lingxiao’s eyes immediately narrowed.

What was going on? That fool Tang Youshu had taken Wei Jie as his master again, just like in the previous trajectory?

Qin Lingxiao’s heart sank further, becoming more convinced that it was the variable Cui Xiaoxiao who was helping Wei Jie.

With this thought, Qin Lingxiao stepped forward, blocking Yu Ling’er’s front, cutting off any chance for her to speak with Cui Xiaoxiao again. He said coldly to Xiaoxiao with an icy, handsome face: “Cui Xiaoxiao, don’t get too carried away. Remember that there are gods above watching. If you assist tyrants in their evil deeds, you will surely face divine punishment!”

Cui Xiaoxiao wasn’t as scheming and deep as Qin Lingxiao imagined.

She had merely happened to walk to the foot of Tuyun Mountain, and when her poison coincidentally flared up, she remembered this legend and wanted to ask for a bowl of spiritual spring water to suppress the Yin poison. She never expected to encounter Qin Lingxiao here.

She didn’t want to waste words and lifted the shackles, saying: “Young Pavilion Master Qin, give me the key. If you keep locking me together with him, who knows what trouble might arise!”

But Qin Lingxiao sneered and suddenly pointed his finger, once again forming a qi sword: “No need. Once I kill him, you can simply chop off his arm and regain your freedom.”

Thanks to Yu Ling’er, Qin Lingxiao had already drunk from the spiritual spring, instantly unblocking his clogged meridians. With his dantian qi surging, he could now condense qi swords.

Having experienced two hundred years of cultivation journey, many barriers that other cultivators needed long years to comprehend, he had already mastered without a teacher.

So with the spiritual spring’s assistance, Qin Lingxiao had broken through the fourth level obstruction and could directly condense twin swords.

Though this level of cultivation couldn’t compare to his status as the world’s number one sword sect leader two hundred years later, it was more than enough to deal with the current Wei Jie!

Taking advantage of Cui Xiaoxiao’s inconvenient movement due to being chained to Wei Jie, with fox clan members flanking them, this was the perfect opportunity to eliminate the root of the problem!

Wei Jie, this demon’s thoughts were unfathomable, and his talent was extremely high – he was Qin Lingxiao’s long-standing inner demon.

This time with time reversed, he absolutely couldn’t let Wei Jie have a chance to make a comeback!

Thinking this, Qin Lingxiao swept his long finger and summoned another qi sword. After the two swords crossed and circled above his head, they shot straight toward the two people locked together.

This time, there were two qi swords, speeding from the east and west directions respectively. Wei Jie and Xiaoxiao had no power to resist. Even wielding the impenetrable shackles, they couldn’t block both swords simultaneously.

Xiaoxiao urgently told Tang Youshu to quickly hide behind the large stones nearby. She hastily summoned water into ice, trying to freeze the speeding qi swords.

But Qin Lingxiao’s cultivation had improved significantly, and Xiaoxiao couldn’t freeze the qi swords at all.

Seeing the qi swords carrying thunderous momentum attacking their faces, at this critical moment, Wei Jie suddenly swung his arm and created a semicircular glowing qi shield, which barely blocked the twin sword attack with a crack.

This turn of events greatly shocked Qin Lingxiao.

Because Wei Jie’s qi shield… was the same style as the qi shield from Miaoxian Mountain among the four major sects!

This qi shield was Miaoxian Mountain’s exquisite defensive technique, never taught to outsiders. Moreover, entry-level disciples often needed to meditate under Miaoxian Mountain’s waterfall for three years until they could summon a qi shield to block the cascading waterfall overhead – only then would they pass the first barrier to inner sanctum advancement.

This three-year dousing washed away the mediocre talents, and only those who remained were Miaoxian Mountain Qi Sect’s true disciples.

But in Wei Jie’s previous life trajectory, he had never cultivated Miaoxian Mountain’s qi shield!

How could he, who should have been completely ordinary, suddenly use the four major sects’ ultimate techniques for defense?

Not only was Qin Lingxiao shocked, but even Cui Xiaoxiao beside Wei Jie was somewhat dumbfounded.

Though she had taught him this technique, she had only casually taught it to Wei Jie to prevent him from snoring and to pass the time.

The master’s secret manual only mentioned this qi shield technique in a few brief sentences. As a beginner cultivator, Xiaoxiao herself hadn’t fully understood the principles.

Her teaching was naturally somewhat absurd and half-hearted, not very dedicated.

But in just a few short days, Wei Jie had comprehended the key principles himself and could even form a shield without enduring three years of suffering under a waterfall?

What tremendous comprehension and spiritual cultivation talent was this?

No wonder her master had always praised his demonic master when mentioning him during his lifetime, calling him a genius rarely seen in millennia!

With such comprehension and talent, even without being bitten by a snake, if he had found a famous master, Wei Jie would eventually have grown into a great cultivation power!

If he hadn’t taken the wrong path of the demonic way, he originally could have become a righteous leader like Qin Lingxiao!

As for the fox demon Yu Ling’er, she didn’t know about the emotional undercurrents between these people.

Seeing Qin Lingxiao’s qi sword being deflected, she felt anxious, worried that her benefactor would suffer in confrontation with those people.

So Yu Ling’er immediately transformed into human form, becoming a charming young girl, and called out to Wei Jie and the others: “You should also know this isn’t a place where random people can enter. Leave quickly!”

Xiaoxiao wanted to leave. Since they wouldn’t give spring water, there was no point staying here.

But she couldn’t pull the man beside her away. Wei Jie seemed to have no intention of leaving.

Xiaoxiao whispered: “Let’s go. We’ll find another way.”

But Wei Jie’s tall figure remained unmoved. His gaze casually glanced at her, saying indifferently, “Can you wait?”

Xiaoxiao was stumped by his question, because she indeed had no confidence whether she could endure the next turbulent outbreak of Yin poison.

Wei Jie smiled slightly, single-handedly maintaining the qi shield, glancing at the fox girl but directly asking something unrelated: “Has this Young Pavilion Master Qin drunk from Tuyun Mountain’s spiritual spring?”

Wei Jie remembered that at Qilao Mountain, this boy surnamed Qin had been inciting other sects to act while hiding behind, not daring to show himself.

But today, not only did this Qin fellow shoot cold arrows early on, he even boldly came out to duel with the two of them.

What tremendous courage this was! Who gave it to him?

Wei Jie guessed that this Qin fellow must have drunk from the spiritual spring Xiaoxiao mentioned, causing his power and courage to greatly increase.

Yu Ling’er couldn’t lie, and being gazed upon by Wei Jie’s light purple demonic eyes, she became somewhat absent-minded. Hearing Wei Jie ask this, she honestly nodded: “Young Pavilion Master Qin is Ling’er’s lifesaving benefactor. He naturally should drink our fox clan’s sacred water. Just now he drank three full bowls…”

Wei Jie nodded with great satisfaction, then suddenly threw a porcelain bottle from his chest toward Qin Lingxiao.

Though Wei Jie’s movement was fast, Qin Lingxiao was already alert: whatever hidden weapon this fellow used couldn’t hurt him at all.

He sneered and elegantly waved his long finger, summoning a qi sword to quickly strike the porcelain bottle away.

The porcelain bottle shattered upon contact with the qi sword, but many sesame-seed-like black specks splattered out from within.

These things were also strange – they automatically sought hosts rich in spiritual energy, shooting straight toward Qin Lingxiao and attaching to his arms and neck.

Those things were too small, like dust, and Qin Lingxiao couldn’t guard against them. When they stuck to Qin Lingxiao’s skin, those black seeds swelled up rapidly as if inflated.

Only then did Cui Xiaoxiao see those black seeds clearly – in an instant, they had become palm-sized fleas! These black seeds… weren’t they exactly the corpse fleas Wei Jie had scraped from that Corpse-eating Beast!

Qin Lingxiao was a noble and clean person. Being suddenly attacked by insects with putrid odors made him extremely nauseous!

Moreover, the places bitten by the insects were severely painful. He quickly reached out to tear off the insects, then disgustedly flung them away.

But Wei Jie swept his long robe and caught those corpse fleas, twisting off one’s sharp insect mouth and handing it to Xiaoxiao: “Quick, drain it dry!”

The insect’s smell was putrid, and its appearance terrifying – truly unbearable to even look at.

But Cui Xiaoxiao immediately understood Wei Jie’s intention.

Qin Lingxiao had just drunk three large bowls of spiritual spring water not long ago. His blood still contained residual spiritual spring. Now those large fleas had sucked Qin Lingxiao’s blood – their bellies were full of precious nourishing substances!

Thinking of the pain when the Yin poison flared up, Xiaoxiao steeled her heart and fiercely bit the flea’s plump belly, closing her eyes and beginning to suck the blood from its stomach.

A flower-like pure girl under the moonlight, biting a fat black insect – such a scene was truly unbearable to watch.

Qin Lingxiao had always detested insects. Seeing Xiaoxiao’s bold eating manner, he couldn’t help but cover his mouth, bend over, and dry heave several times.

But after the nausea passed, Qin Lingxiao also realized Wei Jie’s intention in using insects to ambush him – they were finding ways to drink spiritual spring water! With this thought, Qin Lingxiao immediately glared at these two master and disciple.

Wei Jie’s idea was correct. Qin Lingxiao had indeed drunk from the spiritual spring not long ago, and his blood was indeed full of spiritual energy.

When Qin Lingxiao’s blood entered her mouth, Xiaoxiao felt every part of her body become extremely comfortable. The qi in her dantian was automatically gathering even without meditation, faintly showing signs of condensing qi into a core…

You must know that ordinary people need to spend a hundred years just in the qi condensation and foundation-building stage of cultivation.

When they could condense qi into a core, it was often after a hundred years. After refining and forming the core, they could transcend a mortal’s hundred-year lifespan and continue cultivating toward the stage of transforming the core into a Yuan Ying.

Her master, Tang Youshu, had spent a very long time condensing qi into a core. Though his age was similar to junior brother Qin Lingxiao, he appeared seventy to eighty years older than Qin Lingxiao.

People like Qin Lingxiao, who had good opportunities and formed cores early, could maintain their youthful appearance.

How long had Xiaoxiao been cultivating? She was already showing signs of forming a core! No wonder everyone yearned for immortal fate and miraculous encounters – truly a step to heaven!

However, Cui Xiaoxiao had no time to be happy. She eagerly checked the dot-like scales on her wrist – they had faded considerably.

The spiritual spring had finally somewhat suppressed the toxicity in her body!

As for Yu Ling’er, who had been watching the sudden turn of events, she saw that after the woman drained the flea, blood still stained the corners of her mouth, and on her wrist skin… There were dot-like snake scales.

The little fox was both shocked and angry, and couldn’t help but shout: “What kind of demon are you? Going to such lengths to steal and drink our fox clan’s spiritual spring!”

Hearing her call herself a demon, Cui Xiaoxiao was slightly stunned, then smiled bitterly endlessly.

Yes, since she inexplicably transmigrated two hundred years ago, she had unknowingly walked half of Wei Jie’s path to becoming a demon.

She was the one who fell into the deep valley and was poisoned by the Po Hun Snake; she was the one with Wei Jie’s refined Demon Pearl on her body, and now she was the one drinking spiritual spring water to suppress the demonic nature!

Saying this, being called a demon woman seemed quite reasonable!

She wanted to ask which master from two hundred years ago calculated that her extremely Yin fate would counter Wei Jie?

Now, from her perspective, it was Wei Jie who countered her!

Hearing Yu Ling’er call Cui Xiaoxiao a demon, Qin Lingxiao also sneered. He said gravely, “Cui Xiaoxiao, if you turn back now and sever ties with that Wei Jie, I can still save you. But if you remain stubborn and continue entangling with him, I’m afraid you’ll truly fall into the demonic path, never to recover!”

Xiaoxiao and Sect Master Qin always talked at cross purposes. She calmed her dantian qi and lifted the shackles in her hand: “If not for your chains, I would have separated from him long ago. Instead of telling me these useless things, you might as well unlock them for me first.”

Jie’er didn’t like hearing this. He felt his gracious master had tendencies to discard him after use, actually saying things about urgently severing ties with him in front of that Qin fellow!

Had she forgotten who helped her suppress the Yin poison?

He glared at Xiaoxiao sideways, his gaze clear and cold, his expression as coldly stern as mountain snow lotus.

Xiaoxiao quickly tried to maintain the fragile master-disciple relationship, whispering: “Master is too hungry! How good it would be if we could separate our hands – I could eat and drink without worry… After we go down the mountain, Master will treat you to braised pork, okay?”

When saying this, Sect Master Cui accidentally swallowed some saliva.

Wei Jie was finally amused by her greedy appearance and asked lazily: “Treat me? Do you have money?”

Tang Youshu, behind them, quickly interjected: “Do Grand-master and Master want to eat braised pork? When we go down the mountain, this disciple will immediately buy it for you!”

Xiaoxiao looked at the young master Tang with a moved expression and quickly reminded: “I want two portions, with extra vinegar and spice…”

Fox girl Yu Ling’er couldn’t listen anymore.

What kind of low-class sect was this? If not being lovey-dovey, then eating and drinking! Truly, a whole sect of vulgar people!

Moreover, that master and disciple worked together, using stinking insects to suck her benefactor’s blood. Cui Xiaoxiao was possessed by demons. Her drinking the spiritual spring would only enhance her demonic nature.

Looking at the bite marks on Qin Lingxiao’s neck, Yu Ling’er couldn’t help but feel heartbroken.

She said to Qin Lingxiao, “Young Pavilion Master! This demon woman is full of schemes and has already drunk our fox clan’s spiritual spring. Once she gains power, she’ll bring disaster to the world, and it will be our fox clan’s sin. We cannot let her go down the mountain! Someone, capture that demon woman!”

Watching Yu Ling’er’s righteous indignation, Xiaoxiao was almost amused to anger.

This fox girl had originally personally led a pure and proper great demon lord into the fox clan’s forbidden grounds two hundred years ago, and even secretly took spiritual spring water for the demon lord Wei Jie to drink behind the clan chief’s back.

Now it was good – she had only drunk some blood mixed with spiritual spring, and this fox girl felt sorry for her benefactor, acting as if good and evil couldn’t coexist, wanting to hold her accountable.

However, being surrounded by so many foxes, whether they could successfully break through, became a real problem.

Just then, Wei Jie twisted another large flea and tilted his neck back, gulping it down. Seeing more and more foxes surrounding them, he knew today’s matter couldn’t end well, so he might as well drink some nourishing stuff before fighting hard later.

Seeing Wei Jie drink his blood, Qin Lingxiao roared angrily.

No matter how much he calculated, Wei Jie had still drunk the fox clan’s spiritual spring!

His cultivation would probably surge greatly. Despite occupying all the advantages, would he still have to watch Wei Jie finally gain power and then slaughter the four major sects?

Qin Lingxiao had always been wary of Wei Jie. Seeing Wei Jie go around in circles and still obtain a miraculous fate, he absolutely couldn’t let him live.

However, Wei Jie had entered the Talismonger Sect, and his gracious master Cui Xiaoxiao’s tone of preserving green mountains and firewood had entered his disciple’s heart.

Wei Jie now also understood the principle of not confronting force with force. Since Xiaoxiao had obtained the spiritual spring to detoxify, staying here longer was useless – it was best to retreat first.

Unfortunately, at this time, Tuyun Mountain was shrouded in mist with demonic qi soaring to the sky, making it impossible to see the path. The three generations circled and returned to the original place.

Those foxes had already blocked the checkpoints, surrounding them and refusing to let the spiritual spring thieves go down the mountain.

Such a confrontation would inevitably lead to a bloody battle.

Seeing this situation, Xiaoxiao felt troubled. Foxes were spiritual creatures, especially since many fox clan members had already cultivated human form. If they accidentally injured these spiritual beings during the coming battle, not only would it damage their blessings, but they would also face the fox clan’s prolonged and endless revenge.

Master’s secret manual had specifically warned that if the fox clan had done no evil, they should not be lightly harmed.

Hatefully, these fox clan members had been instigated by Qin Lingxiao. For some reason, their hostility toward her and Wei Jie was so great. Would they have to fight with swords and spears, with blood and flesh flying before they could escape?

While pondering this, Xiaoxiao’s gaze suddenly fixed: among this group of foxes, a mangy fox had somehow mixed in…

It stood at the very back of the fox pack, looking thin and small, with bare, patchy fur, extremely ugly.

When Cui Xiaoxiao stared steadily at it, that mangy fox even retreated further, as if not wanting people to notice it.

As Xiaoxiao’s thoughts turned, she remembered the demon clan anecdotes she had chatted about with her senior brothers before.

These demon clans had great demons crossing tribulations every thousand years.

Unlike humans, heaven was even more demanding of the demon clans’ conditions for becoming immortals. Very few demon clans could successfully cross tribulations and ascend.

However, among demon clans, spiritual creatures like foxes naturally had some opportunistic tricks to muddle through.

This was also inside information that master Tang Youshu had learned when accompanying master Wei Jie up Tuyun Mountain years ago.

It was said that the fox clan ancestors had once formed a bond with Nüwa, gaining Nüwa’s favor. When she was molding clay people, she also casually molded over ten clay foxes as gifts to the Tushan clan ancestors.

Now every few thousand years, when a nine-tailed spirit fox capable of ascension appeared in the clan, it would voluntarily shed its fur, wrap its fox skin around the clay foxes blessed by Nüwa, then refuse food and drink, starving itself thin and deformed with greatly reduced vitality, then hide among the clan.

This way, when heavenly tribulation struck, those fake clay foxes wearing fur would deceive heaven’s perception, attracting myriad thunder strikes and allowing the real fox to narrowly pass through.

This was also the secret of the Fox Clan’s ascension, far surpassing other demon clans.

Xiaoxiao had a deep impression of this demon’s history and suddenly remembered it now.

Her eyesight was different from ordinary people. She immediately saw that the thin, small fox’s eyes, full of intelligent wisdom, didn’t match its emaciated body.

With thoughts flowing, she whispered to Wei Jie: “Look at that fox…”

Wei Jie followed Xiaoxiao’s gaze and saw the thin fox hiding behind.

“What about it?” He didn’t know the fox clan’s secrets, so naturally didn’t understand why Xiaoxiao wanted him to look.

Xiaoxiao couldn’t explain in too much detail, only simply instructed: “That fox might be the Fox King… If we fight later, capture the leader first!”

Now they were surrounded by the fox clan and couldn’t fight head-on – they could only use strategy. If that fox was the Fox King, having starved itself to this appearance, it must be preparing to cross tribulation and definitely wouldn’t dare expose its true strength at such a critical moment…

Wei Jie looked suspiciously at that skin-and-bones thin fox, compared to other foxes with bright fur and large builds, this fox looked pitiful, as if about to die. How could it possibly be the Fox King?

However, since Xiaoxiao said so, she must have her reasons.

Wei Jie had always felt this little master was his lucky star. Since the lucky star pointed the direction, he might as well give it a try!

Thinking this, the two exchanged glances and understood each other’s meaning. Wei Jie wrapped one arm around Xiaoxiao’s slender waist, pushed off with his feet, and both suddenly attacked the thin fox in the corner.

As a descendant of the demon-subduing Wei family, Wei Jie was naturally gifted at intimidating these strange beasts. He suddenly roared, using the beast’s howl.

Having just drunk spiritual blood, the surging true qi brought the Wei family’s beast howl to maximum power. Those foxes pouncing toward them instantly had their souls leave their bodies, frozen motionless on the ground.

However, this beast’s howl was useless against humans.

Qin Lingxiao glanced at the dazed and motionless Yu Ling’er beside him, snorted coldly, then immediately wielded his qi sword toward the two.

The moment Wei Jie lifted her into the air, Xiaoxiao also single-handedly activated a water-transformation talisman, summoning water flow to wrap around Qin Lingxiao, then instantly triggered freezing, completely freezing his hands and feet.

Though Qin Lingxiao immediately shattered the ice, he was still delayed for a moment.

The master-disciple pair’s cooperation was too perfect this time. In an instant, Wei Jie had already transformed his fist into a palm, firmly gripping the thin fox’s throat.

This turn of events was beyond everyone’s expectations, especially the fox clan members, who never imagined these two invaders would circle and attack a thin fox at the rear.

Xiaoxiao had already taken out a demon-subduing talisman drawn with her blood and firmly pressed it to the fox’s forehead.

Her talisman-drawing skills had now advanced by leaps and bounds, so this demon-subduing talisman was naturally no joke. After being tagged, the fox immediately dispersed its condensed primordial spirit. Nine magnificent giant tails immediately emerged from the thin fox’s rear, swaying in mid-air, completely disproportionate to its thin, emaciated body.

Just then, Yu Ling’er, who had just recovered from the beast’s howl’s intimidation, was shocked and furious. She rushed over, shouting “Mother,” preparing to rescue the fox.

But Wei Jie held the nine-tailed demon fox firmly, even stating clearly that if anyone dared step forward, he would immediately crush its throat.

Yu Ling’er was caught between conflicting concerns, not daring to approach, only anxiously looking at her mother with tears in her eyes.
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Seeing the situation finally stabilized, Xiaoxiao finally had time to speak and mediate.

“Everyone, I brought my disciple here out of desperation, only asking for a bowl of spiritual spring water. We didn’t want things to escalate like this. As long as you’re willing to let us leave the mountain, we’ll naturally let the Fox King return safely without harming a single hair on its body.”

The fox being held by Wei Jie spoke then, sounding like a middle-aged woman: “I hope you two can keep your word. Ling’er, let them leave!”

The Fox King knew the heavenly tribulation was approaching and didn’t want complications at this time.

To avoid the heavenly tribulation, she had been staying in her cave dwelling with doors closed. Only today, when her daughter summoned the clan members, did she realize that her daughter Yu Ling’er had secretly brought some Young Pavilion Master from Lingyun Pavilion into the mountain behind her back. Not only had she given him spiritual spring water to drink, but she was also extremely intimate with him, even wanting to follow him down the mountain.

The Fox King was also furious, but with heavenly tribulation approaching, she didn’t want to cause trouble. She planned to turn a blind eye, first muddle through the heavenly tribulation, then slowly deal with the scoundrel who had seduced her daughter.

Unexpectedly, this Qin Lingxiao was truly a troublemaker, actually instigating her daughter and clan members to attack those two intruders.

These two intruders were of unknown origin. If they caused a commotion on Tuyun Mountain, it would inevitably bring unnecessary trouble to the fox clan that had always lived in seclusion.

She was hesitating whether to stop her daughter when, unexpectedly, the two intruders recognized her and captured her.

Wei Jie’s intimidating beast roar just now confirmed her thoughts – this person indeed had great origins, actually seeming like someone from the demon-subduing Wei family!

The talisman that girl produced shocked the Fox King even more.

The Talismonger way had declined for a thousand years. Most in the world were frauds and no longer posed a threat.

She never expected there were still spiritual talismans in this world that could intimidate a dignified Fox King! Could she be a descendant of Jiang Shang, a true immortal descended from heaven?

These two intruders had calculated that she needed to face heavenly tribulation and didn’t dare use true qi to expose her real form. She was no better than an ordinary fox now, which was why they were so fearless.

A dignified Fox King being held by the throat was truly losing all dignity.

The Fox King weighed the pros and cons. She couldn’t tear her face with these rascals at this time and could only send these two away first, then slowly settle accounts with them after she crossed the tribulation!

Since the Fox King spoke, other clan members naturally complied. So the mountain mist completely retreated, finally revealing the mountain path.

Wei Jie carried the old fox, pulled Cui Xiaoxiao, and led Tang Youshu with his bamboo basket, calmly escaping from the fox pack and preparing to quickly descend the mountain.

Unwilling to give up, Qin Lingxiao felt angry looking at Wei Jie’s back. He again gathered qi needles at his fingertips and launched a sneak attack toward Wei Jie.

Yu Ling’er saw this and immediately cried out in alarm, afraid her mother would be hurt.

But the qi needles hadn’t even touched Wei Jie before being blocked by the qi shield that automatically rose from his body.

Cui Xiaoxiao turned her head slightly toward the sneak-attacking Qin Lingxiao and said mockingly: “It seems Young Pavilion Master Qin doesn’t care about the Fox King’s life or death at all… Miss Yu Ling’er, even if you want to repay kindness, you should be more careful. Don’t let the entire fox clan be buried together for your gratitude!”

In a previous life, this Yu Ling’er had sworn loyalty to Wei Jie, charging into battle for him, and later brought immeasurable disaster to the fox clan.

Xiaoxiao could understand repaying kindness, but didn’t understand why repaying kindness meant having to be infatuated with one’s benefactor. This Yu Ling’er seemed not very selective – whoever saved her could win her devotion.

Knowing this fox clan princess’s past, she spoke to remind the little fox.

Yu Ling’er never expected her benefactor to disregard her mother’s life and death like this. She couldn’t help but have tears in her eyes as she helplessly reminded Qin Lingxiao: “Young Pavilion Master, my mother is still in their hands!”

Qin Lingxiao looked at the surrounding fox clan members glaring at him and knew he couldn’t provoke public anger at this time.

The fox clan held the deepest grudges. Wei Jie had held the Fox King hostage and had already offended the entire clan. Perhaps in the future, without him lifting a finger, those fox clan members wouldn’t let Wei Jie go.

In the previous trajectory, he hadn’t become Wei Jie’s disciple at this time, so he hadn’t come to Tuyun Mountain with Wei Jie. Qin Lingxiao wasn’t entirely clear about what had happened on Tuyun Mountain then.

But he had later heard Tang Youshu mention that Tuyun Mountain had suffered a fierce heavenly tribulation, and most of the fox clan had died in the tribulation.

Wei Jie’s arm had been half-severed by heavenly punishment then. Though his constitution was special and he later found a ghost doctor in Luoyi to reattach the arm, severed arm injuries weren’t easy to heal. Whenever it was rainy, he suffered tremendously.

This was also one of the reasons why Demon Lord Wei Jie’s personality became increasingly violent and solitary.

Thinking this, Qin Lingxiao suddenly became alert – Tuyun Mountain would soon face a great disaster! If he continued staying here, he might be implicated…

He had already consumed the spiritual spring and could soon form a Golden Core. He couldn’t have complications and needed to quickly return to Lingyun Pavilion for closed-door cultivation.

With this thought, he didn’t want to delay further and prepared to turn and descend Tuyun Mountain.

But Yu Ling’er grabbed his clothing and asked: “Young Pavilion Master, where are you going?”

Qin Lingxiao knew this little fox demon was the future Fox King, and keeping her would be useful, so he patiently said: “I have urgent matters and cannot delay. I must descend the mountain immediately. If you want to find me, you can go to Lingyun Pavilion. With this, you’ll be able to see me…”

Speaking thus, he gave Yu Ling’er a jade pendant he carried.

After placing this chess piece, he turned and flew away on his sword.

Yu Ling’er was worried about her mother, so she would have wanted to follow her benefactor immediately. Thinking this way, those Talismonger intruders became even more hateful!

If not for them, how would any of this have happened? She only hoped they would keep their promise and quickly release her mother…

As for the Talismonger Sect’s three generations, relying on holding the Fox King hostage, they successfully passed through the fox clan’s maze and descended Tuyun Mountain.

The Fox King hadn’t spoken until they reached the foot of the mountain, when she finally said: “You’ve all descended Tuyun Mountain. Can you honor your promise and release me now?”

Wei Jie raised an eyebrow but didn’t let go, instead looking toward Cui Xiaoxiao.

Xiaoxiao looked at the fox’s eyes, glaring at her, so deep and filled with unresolvable hostility.

The fox clan held the deepest grudges. Holding the Fox King hostage like this was an irreconcilable hatred.

Even if this Fox King died in a disaster, the other fox clan members would probably remember them. These creatures lived long lives. Perhaps two hundred years later, their Lingshan Talismonger Sect would never have peace.

Thinking this, Xiaoxiao sincerely apologized to the Fox King: “I’m truly sorry, Fox King. If I weren’t poisoned with Yin toxin, I would never dare disturb your fox immortals’ cultivation. As they say, ‘we don’t know each other without fighting.’ In the future, if the fox clan needs any help, I will brave fire and water without hesitation to repay the spiritual spring debt!”

Xiaoxiao’s words were diplomatic pleasantries, only hoping everyone could save face. If the Fox King softened and no longer held grudges against them, that would be even better.

However, the fox narrowed its eyes meaningfully: “Rest assured, our fox clan will not make things difficult for you today…”

Xiaoxiao was too sharp! She immediately heard the hidden meaning in the Fox King’s words. It only said “absolutely won’t make things difficult today,” meaning this hatred would continue endlessly in the future.

It seemed she had made an enemy of the fox clan.

Xiaoxiao sighed slightly and said meaningfully, “Very well, let’s part here. I hope the Fox King can safely cross the tribulation and ascend soon…”

Of course, these were also diplomatic pleasantries. Because Xiaoxiao remembered that this Fox King would probably encounter an insurmountable obstacle! But she couldn’t tell anyone, saying too much might bring divine punishment on herself.

Master’s secret manual was detailed, especially this section of his shared experience with master Wei Jie.

In the previous two-hundred-year trajectory, Wei Jie had drunk from the spiritual spring on Tuyun Mountain, coinciding with the Fox King’s tribulation crossing.

Originally, the Fox King’s molting and using clay fox decoys was an ancient method used for thousands of years and should have been perfectly safe.

However, on the night of the tribulation crossing, the wild wind wouldn’t stop, and the fox skin on the decoy was blown away by the wind!

The fox clan’s trick to deceive heaven was completely exposed. Heaven was furious and brought down unprecedented thunderous wrath. Myriad lightning bolts punished the entire fox clan, striking Tuyun Mountain and shaving off ten zhang from the mountain peak.

By rights, the Fox King should have been doomed. But because Wei Jie was on Tuyun Mountain at the time, perhaps grateful that the fox clan had given him spiritual spring water, he grabbed the wind-blown fox skin, put it on himself, and ran all over the mountain to draw away the heavenly thunder and lightning.

Running here and there, he stumbled and was tripped by a withered locust tree at the northern foothills.

Originally, myriad thunderbolts should have struck and killed him instantly, but when the thunder struck that withered locust tree, an ancient old sword was revealed beneath the tree roots. The sword body was covered in rust and stuck in the withered wood stump, but like a lightning rod, it drew bolt after bolt of lightning to strike the precious sword.

The sword was struck by thunder to become increasingly tough and sharp. Finally, it rose from the ground, flew into mid-air, and under the thunder strikes, shed its rusty spots to reveal a sword body inlaid with black obsidian.

Wei Jie was also audaciously bold. Seeing that old sword wasn’t afraid of heavenly punishment, he leaped up in that situation and grasped the sword.

As a result, when seizing the sword, a lightning bolt struck his left arm, severing his arm on the spot. That sword that safely survived the heavenly tribulation became Wei Jie’s handy weapon.

Strangely enough, after Wei Jie’s arm was severed, the thunderous wrath subsided. Wei Jie had blocked the great disaster for the fox clan.

But this heavenly punishment implicated most of the fox clan. The Fox King failed to cross the tribulation and lost her fox skin, unable to transform back into human form.

From then on, the fox clan leader position was passed to Yu Ling’er, who led the remaining clan members to follow Wei Jie, becoming his right-hand support for future territorial expansion and widespread killing…

Watching the Fox King disappear into the mountain forest with a swishing tail, Xiaoxiao sighed slightly, then led Wei Jie and Tang Youshu down the mountain.

She knew what would happen to Tuyun Mountain next and naturally needed to walk faster to avoid being struck by lightning.

But just then, a voice she hadn’t heard for a long time sounded in her body again: “You’re something! You dare to change Wei Jie’s fate line like this! Are you truly tired of living?”

Xiaoxiao knew this was the Demon Pearl speaking. She thought the spiritual spring’s effect could at least suppress it for a while, but unexpectedly, it was speaking again.

Xiaoxiao could only respond mentally to the Demon Pearl: “What do you want to do? When will you leave my body?”

“You think I don’t want to leave? You’re not a good host for me. When the time comes, I’ll naturally go! But I don’t want to perish together with you, struck dead by heavenly thunder! You’re an outsider from two hundred years later. Originally, being just an observer would be fine, but you insisted on tampering with Wei Jie’s fate. If Wei Jie were an ordinary person, it would be fine, but he happens to be the future Demon Lord. If you change his fate, you’ll suffer divine punishment – your soul will be destroyed!”

Xiaoxiao sneered: “Are you trying to scare me again? I changed his fate long ago. Why haven’t I seen heaven punish me?”

The Demon Pearl laughed coldly with deep meaning: “That’s because someone bore his fate! Think carefully – since you came to this two hundred years ago, haven’t you experienced every one of Wei Jie’s tribulations? It’s because you maintained the balance that divine punishment hasn’t come. But Wei Jie was destined to lose his arm on Tuyun Mountain. You’re taking Wei Jie away like this – you’ll probably have the same fate as the fox clan! If you’re not stupid, quickly go back up the mountain. Either you or Wei Jie must bear this tribulation! Don’t implicate me, getting struck by lightning along with you two. You dead girl, get your head straight…”

The remaining words were unclear, but seemed to be curses. The Demon Pearl’s accumulated energy seemed exhausted again as it fell back into deep sleep.

Xiaoxiao silently pondered the Demon Pearl’s words, feeling it was probably trying to scare her. Knowing there was heavenly tribulation on Tuyun Mountain, but staying to cross it would be truly muddled thinking.

The people and events of two hundred years ago had nothing to do with her. She only wanted to quickly find the statue and return to two hundred years later.

But the Demon Pearl’s words kept circling in her ears, making her think again and again.

With things on her mind, she walked in silence like this, but as she walked, she couldn’t help sighing melancholically.

Her sigh made Wei Jie turn to look at her, tugging their connecting chains and asking: “What’s wrong? Are you feeling unwell again? Do you want me to carry you?”

After speaking, he squatted down, waiting for Xiaoxiao to climb on.

Xiaoxiao was about to refuse when Wei Jie tugged the chain, pulling the delicate girl onto his back in one motion. Then he stood up steadily, carrying Xiaoxiao, and continued striding forward.

He was tall and strong-armed. Even carrying a girl while walking was effortless, forcing the short Tang Youshu to trot behind them to keep up.

Xiaoxiao had never been carried like this in her entire life.

She was a posthumous child – her father had died before she was born. Her adoptive father wasn’t the kind of loving father who looked after children, raising her like a boy since childhood.

Now lying on a man’s back, the feeling of her chest being warmed was truly panic-inducing and uncomfortable. Xiaoxiao couldn’t help wanting to jump down.

But Wei Jie bounced again, making her stay obediently on his back as he strode quickly forward. Finally, he glanced at Tang Youshu falling behind, running breathlessly.

Seeing that Tang Youshu couldn’t keep up, Wei Jie wore a nonchalant smile and turned his head close to Xiaoxiao’s cheek to ask: “How about it? Who’s more like your father – me or that skinny chick?”

He was too close. Xiaoxiao was momentarily dazed before realizing what nonsense he was saying. The slight warmth that had just risen in Xiaoxiao was immediately shattered…

This guy still remembered her saying Tang Youshu was like a loving father and wanted to skip ranks to be her dad!

Where was the master’s dignity?

Xiaoxiao knocked Wei Jie’s head with her knuckles, then struggled down from his back, patting his solid back: “Have you forgotten the Talismonger Sect rules? You’re punished to recite them a hundred more times!”

Actually, as sect leader, Cui Xiaoxiao didn’t remember what the Talismonger Sect’s rules were.

But because the Talismonger Sect was developing too vigorously two hundred years ago, with disciples branching out everywhere!

So, Sect Leader Cui improvised a few rules. The first was: Respect the sect leader above all, listen to the sect leader!

Grand-disciple Tang Youshu kept this in mind, but disciple Wei Jie remained casual and showed no proper disciple behavior.

Wei Jie saw that she hit people with great force and seemed energetic, not like someone having a poison attack, so he stopped insisting on carrying her.

He wouldn’t recite any sect rules, only shook a tree branch he’d broken from the roadside like a whip, casually striking roadside flowers and grass while contentedly humming mountain songs.

He was born evilly handsome, with full black hair flowing loose, only held by a leather band at his forehead. His long sideburns and loose robes swaying in the wind showed indescribable carefree elegance.

Tang Youshu finally caught up then, looking adoringly at his tall, handsome master walking ahead.

Hearing Wei Jie call out asking if he had bought wine, Tang Youshu quickly offered his wine gourd, letting his master drink while walking.

Xiaoxiao discovered she still needed to learn from master Tang Youshu about respecting teachers.

He had not only prepared wine but also produced a paper packet of spiced broad beans, trotting along and holding them high for his master to enjoy with wine anytime.

With wine and appetizers, Wei Jie finally experienced the benefits of having a filial disciple.

Looking at his skinny chick disciple being so thoughtful and filial, emboldened by wine, he rewarded his disciple with something good.

That was a corpse flea that had drunk its fill of Qin Lingxiao’s blood.

Tang Youshu knew this was good stuff. Despite the disgusting appearance of the large insect, he quickly bit through the insect’s belly and began sucking eagerly.

However, unlike Xiaoxiao and Wei Jie’s refreshed condition after drinking insect blood, Tang Youshu’s face changed dramatically not long after drinking the insect blood. Bean-sized sweat beads streamed down his forehead as he clutched his stomach and staggered into nearby bushes.

Seeing master’s wrong complexion, Xiaoxiao urgently wanted to follow. Wei Jie grabbed her wrist: “He’s taking a shit – you want to go too? Afraid his ass won’t get wiped clean?”

Xiaoxiao stopped awkwardly, but after thinking briefly, she immediately understood – things from the Underworld all carried Yin energy that mortals couldn’t withstand.

Just like when the Wei family grandmother had used fish and shrimp from the Forget River to test her, these corpse fleas from the Corpse-eating Beast also came from the Underworld with extremely cold properties.

Wei Jie had grown up in the Wei family and was long accustomed to such cold things. Xiaoxiao did not react due to carrying the Demon Pearl.

But Tang Youshu was currently just a mortal with no cultivation foundation. How could he withstand eating such cold things? He’d probably shit out his entire intestines.

Thinking this, Xiaoxiao said urgently: “How could you give him that to eat! How could he handle it!”

Wei Jie meant no harm and truly wanted to help his filial disciple improve his cultivation.

He just hadn’t expected his disciple to be so weak that even with spiritual spring enhancement in the blood, he couldn’t resist the cold Yin energy.

It seemed the spiritual spring’s effect was expelled in one bout of diarrhea.

This showed that forcing Tang Youshu to cultivate was forcing premature growth.

When Tang Youshu emerged from behind the bushes with a pale face and hunched body, Wei Jie handed him a water flask to wash his hands, then said calmly: “Your foundation isn’t suitable for cultivation. If you force it, it might harm your body. Better to go home now and live peacefully as a physician.”

After saying this, he turned and continued walking forward.

Tang Youshu hadn’t recovered from his weakness when his master Wei Jie struck such a blow. His eyes immediately reddened as he knelt on the spot, pitifully calling “Master.”

Xiaoxiao pulled back Wei Jie, who was about to leave, and helped up Tang Youshu, gently comforting: “Your master isn’t good at judging people. You’re not as bad as he says! As they say, diligence can make up for a lack of talent. I believe you’ll become a great master who establishes a sect!”

Tang Youshu never expected his grandmaster to think so highly of him and couldn’t help being moved: “Really? Grandmaster, do you think I can do it?”

Xiaoxiao nodded firmly: “The Talismonger way is originally different from other sects. It doesn’t require a high foundation-building true qi. Once you grasp the key points, the future cultivation path will be smooth… I won’t say you’ll ascend to immortality, but you’ll certainly live longer than mortals!”

The thin scholar was greatly encouraged: “Grand-master! Now I have confidence!”

But just then, another bucket of cold water was poured over him: “You clearly know he’s unsuitable but still encourage him to cultivate… Has our Talismonger Sect become unable to recruit disciples?”

It turned out Wei Jie had heard Cui Xiaoxiao’s “fortune telling” for Tang Youshu and felt she was fooling an idiot into spending money for them, so he couldn’t help but mock.

Before he finished speaking, the sky suddenly filled with dark clouds. What had been a sunny afternoon suddenly became as dark as night.

Hearing the rumbling thunder, Tang Youshu checked his backpack and said quietly: “Oh no, I dropped my umbrella on the mountain…”

Wei Jie frowned at the lightning and thunder rolling and tangling over distant Tuyun Mountain, saying gravely: “An umbrella probably wouldn’t help…”

That tangled mass of lightning constantly circled above Tuyun Mountain, gathering more and more densely. The wind began to swirl. Lightning in the clouds seemed like countless giant dragons writhing in mid-air…

Xiaoxiao had never seen such eerie thunderstorms. She knew the Fox King’s heavenly tribulation had come!

The few casual sentences in the master’s secret manual couldn’t convey such a shocking scene.

Only being there in person, truly standing in this vast heaven and earth, could one deeply feel the terrifying oppression of world-destroying infinite tribulation pressing overhead.

If cultivators experienced the violence of heavenly tribulation rolling overhead earlier, perhaps most would be intimidated and no longer dare to coexist with heaven or challenge the heavenly way and reincarnation.

The wind was strong. Even though they were far from Tuyun Mountain, they were blown almost unable to stand steady.

Just as Xiaoxiao stood dazed with mixed emotions, the wild wind suddenly stopped, but the dark clouds became even thicker. Looking up at those dense cloud layers, it seemed an angry, fierce face had appeared.

The distant circling thunder seemed enraged, or perhaps had gathered enough power, suddenly striking down toward Tuyun Mountain with thunderous crashes.

Cuo Shi – Chapter 31
The power of ten thousand lightning bolts descending simultaneously was truly tremendous. In an instant, mountains collapsed and the earth split apart, and it felt as if that towering mountain had been sliced in half all at once.

Although they had already distanced themselves somewhat from Tuyun Mountain, the scattered rocks and chunks of earth still flew toward them with tremendous force.

Wei Jie quickly grabbed the chain connecting the two of them, erected a qi shield, and pulled Xiaoxiao into his embrace.

The qi shield covered all three of their heads, temporarily blocking out the dust and stone fragments.

Tang Youshu was terrified by the heavenly tribulation not far away, holding his head and muttering: “What… what is happening?”

Wei Jie stared intently at the mountain that had been sliced in half, his expression grave: “This is heavenly tribulation… no, this isn’t heavenly tribulation! This is the Wrath of Ten Thousand Jun, heaven’s punishment for those who have committed unforgivable sins. What exactly did the fox clan do to invoke the Wrath of Ten Thousand Jun?”

He was right—this wasn’t a heavenly tribulation designed to test cultivators, but rather a heavenly punishment with punitive intent!

Under this Wrath of Ten Thousand Jun, there could be no survivors! The fox clan of Tuyun Mountain… they would all perish! What exactly had they done to provoke such heavenly wrath?

Xiaoxiao, however, knew the reason—it seemed the tragedy of the fox clan from her previous life was about to repeat itself. Their deceptive fox skin trickery had been exposed…

But just then, Tang Youshu pointed in terror at the dense lightning in the sky: “Oh no! I… I feel like this lightning is gradually approaching us, too.”

Xiaoxiao looked up upon hearing this, and indeed it was!

She could see that part of the lightning originally coiled around Tuyun Mountain seemed to be blown by wind, gradually approaching their direction, and moving faster and faster.

This… could it be coming for them?

When a thunderbolt crashed near their feet, Tang Youshu screamed in terror, then shouted for his master and grandmaster as he ran away.

Wei Jie grabbed Xiaoxiao’s hand to run forward, but Xiaoxiao gritted her teeth and pulled his hand back: “It’s useless, we can’t outrun heavenly punishment…”

Xiaoxiao knew in her heart that perhaps the Demon Pearl was right. Because of her interference, Wei Jie hadn’t appeared where he should have faced tribulation, so heavenly punishment was about to descend, ready to strike her, the one who interfered with heavenly design, into chicken shred noodles…

But if they returned to Tuyun Mountain, as long as they could find that ancient treasure sword capable of absorbing lightning energy, perhaps they still had a glimmer of hope!

Thinking of this, Xiaoxiao hesitated no longer. She made a decisive choice: “Go! We must immediately return to Tuyun Mountain!”

Then she said to Tang Youshu: “Don’t go, stay here and wait for us!”

Upon hearing this, Wei Jie’s sword-like eyebrows furrowed tightly, seeming somewhat skeptical of Xiaoxiao’s words. But before he could ask, Xiaoxiao had already grabbed him and started running frantically toward Tuyun Mountain.

Strangely enough, the thunderbolts that had been falling as densely as iron balls stopped falling after they changed direction.

When Xiaoxiao looked up, she could see the dense lightning slowly moving back toward Tuyun Mountain.

When Wei Jie also discovered that running back was effective, he simply picked up Xiaoxiao and resumed his light-body flying leaps forward.

When they ran to the halfway point up the mountain in one breath, they happened to see the fox clan fleeing in panic.

The shocking lightning that had just sliced off the entire mountaintop had killed many fox clan members. Fortunately, the Fox King had erected a spiritual shield to protect her daughter and some of the clan members.

The Fox King knew their deception had been exposed and heavenly punishment was impossible to resist, so she told her daughter to flee quickly with the clan members while she transformed back to human form, supporting herself alone, attempting to withstand the heavenly punishment to give her daughter and clan members time to escape.

Just then, those two intruders who had left long ago returned!

What were they coming back for? Were they here to add insult to injury? The Fox King couldn’t help but widen her eyes.

Xiaoxiao could see that the one single-handedly resisting heavenly punishment was a beautiful woman—this must be the Fox King’s human form.

She had no time to speak with the Fox King. She just quickly surveyed the surrounding terrain, then pulled Wei Jie to run all over the mountain, seemingly without purpose.

Master’s secret manual had brief descriptions and didn’t detail exactly where the withered tree hiding the treasure sword was located, so she could only search everywhere, looking for the life-saving treasure sword.

When they had climbed the mountain earlier, Yu Ling’er was leading the fox clan down the mountain, passing by them. When Yu Ling’er saw them returning, fearing they would harm her mother, she turned back.

But it would have been better if she hadn’t returned—once she came back, the falling lightning became even denser, striking straight toward the little fox. It seemed this heavenly punishment absolutely would not spare any fox clan member!

The Fox King immediately placed the spiritual shield around her daughter, but her thousand years of cultivation were ultimately unable to withstand the thunderous fury. The originally smooth face began to sprout fine fox fur.

This indicated that the Fox King’s cultivation was gradually being depleted. Once depleted and the spiritual shield disappeared, both she and her daughter would be doomed forever…

Xiaoxiao understood clearly that the key to avoiding heavenly punishment was to find that ancient treasure sword. She tried hard to recall, then, following the rough description in Master’s secret manual, quickly ran toward the northern foothills.

When she reached the back of the mountain, Xiaoxiao spotted fox fur that had been blown onto a tree by the fierce wind.

The fox fur had bright coloring, like snow satin lifted by fierce wind, with layers of fur peaks turning snow-white waves. Xiaoxiao guessed this must be the fur the Fox King used for her deceptive scheme.

Thinking of Wei Jie’s experience helping the fox clan block evil influences, Xiaoxiao steeled her heart and decided to copy this approach.

She used a tree branch to pull down the fox fur, and together with Wei Jie, they draped themselves in the fox fur and headed toward the northern foothills, hoping to find that withered tree.

Wei Jie was also ruthless—even seeing Xiaoxiao constantly doing inexplicable things, he didn’t ask questions and even helped her hold up the fox fur properly.

Heavenly punishment punished the fox clan, and no fox could be spared. The fox fur was saturated with the heavy demonic aura of a thousand-year nine-tailed fox, immediately becoming a primary target for the heavenly thunder.

Wei Jie was bound together with her, so he could only run around together under the fox fur.

Several times, if not for his quick reflexes, pulling her to dodge, both of them would have been blasted to ashes.

But when he had a moment, he did say: “You’re so true to your word… I thought when you told the Fox King you’d go through fire and water for her in times of danger, it was just polite talk…”

So he thought Xiaoxiao had run all this way back because she had promised the Fox King to repay the spiritual spring’s kindness by taking on disaster for the fox clan.

Xiaoxiao felt bitter laughter in her heart. How could she be so noble and selfless? This was merely self-preservation…

Thinking of this, she said urgently: “Quickly find a withered pagoda tree, or we’ll never escape heavenly punishment no matter where we go…”

Wei Jie knew this master was somewhat mysterious. Although he didn’t know why she spoke this way, hearing her say this, he quickly surveyed the terrain looking for the withered tree Xiaoxiao mentioned.

But at this time, most of the mountaintop had been blasted away by heavenly punishment, with no vegetation remaining—where could they find a withered tree?

So the two people connected by chains could only run around under the fox fur, leaping and kicking chaotically in the lightning and thunder like lion dancers.

But just then, Xiaoxiao tripped and fell on a hillside.

When she looked down at her feet, she discovered what had tripped her was a section of withered tree root…

Just then, another lightning bolt struck straight down at them. When Wei Jie pulled Xiaoxiao to dodge, the lightning struck right at the tree root.

Amid flying stones and dust, a dead pagoda tree emerged from underground.

When another lightning bolt struck, golden light emerged from the split trunk of the pagoda tree. A sword covered in rust and dust leaped into the air, instantly attracting the lightning from above to coil around the sword’s body.

When lightning struck the treasure sword, the dust on the sword’s body shook off, revealing obsidian-like gems dotting the blade.

Xiaoxiao had seen this sword before—in the Silk Farm in Fei County, Qin Lingxiao had used this sword to slay the Silkworm Demon. It used to be Wei Jie’s weapon…

Xiaoxiao had read in Master’s secret manual that Wei Jie had even given this sword a name: “Yu Tiandou” (Struggle Against Heaven).

After all, it was a divine object that could calmly accept ten thousand lightning strikes in heavenly punishment—daring to struggle against heaven was well-deserved!

Such an arrogant name truly had several parts of the Demon Lord’s swagger.

Master had once written that this sword had great origins—it was a weapon that Goddess Nüwa had secretly hidden in the fox clan’s sacred land. The obsidian-like gems embedded in the sword’s body were said to be forged from the colored stones left over from her mending of the sky.

Only these sky-mending stones could withstand heavenly tribulation lightning and slay all demons in the world.

This sword was originally enshrined in the Nüwa Temple. It was said that when King Zhou entered the temple, he not only wrote poems insulting the goddess but also coveted the treasure sword enshrined in the shrine, ordering guards to bring it back to the palace.

King Zhou was the reincarnation of a fierce god. If this sword fell into his hands, it would surely stir up bloody storms throughout the world.

Fortunately, the fox clan’s Daji, sent by Goddess Nüwa to seduce King Zhou, stole back this sword and returned it to Goddess Nüwa.

Not wanting further accidents, Nüwa hid this sword in the belly of Tuyun Mountain, never expecting that when it encountered heavenly tribulation and the mountain was sliced in half, this sword would be exposed to the world again.

In the original trajectory of events, Wei Jie had obtained this sword, and the sword absorbed most of the heavenly punishment’s energy, finally preserving the remaining fox clan members.

As the benefactor of the entire fox clan, from then on, all the people of Tuyun Mountain followed Wei Jie’s commands, serving him loyally and contributing countless efforts.

Of course, these were all past events, and now the course of events had been disrupted, but the trajectory of the divine sword’s emergence remained unchanged!

The divine sword buried for a thousand years was now greedily drinking the rolling thunder energy around it. Protected by the sky-mending divine stones, this ancient sword steadily absorbed the coiling lightning.

Heaven, perhaps, sensed the existence of this heaven-defying divine sword and was unwilling to supply it with energy for nothing. After angrily striking several more lightning bolts, the thunder gradually ceased, while the sword still floated in mid-air, its body flashing with crackling sparks.

Xiaoxiao took a deep breath, knowing things weren’t over yet.

According to the Demon Pearl’s account, she had disrupted Wei Jie’s original trajectory but couldn’t let him miss the tribulations he was supposed to face.

Whether falling off cliffs, snake bites, or now being struck by lightning, if he hadn’t endured what he should have, someone had to bear it in his place!

Now the sword had emerged, but someone needed to leap up and grasp it in their hand.

However, the person who grasped it would also suffer the pain of a severed arm…

Xiaoxiao decided to let Wei Jie take it after all. This was originally his responsibility anyway, and he had Numei bloodline—couldn’t he heal himself?

Though thinking this way, she still asked worriedly: “If you’re severely injured, can you heal yourself?”

Wei Jie didn’t know why she suddenly asked this, but still answered honestly: “Light injuries are generally no problem, but broken bones and severed limbs are no different from ordinary people.”

This… Xiaoxiao was somewhat troubled.

If he had been bitten by the snake originally, improving his cultivation and initially achieving demonic arts, that would be fine. After all, his demon-transformed body could withstand the pain of a severed arm, and finally, under his disciple Tang Youshu’s care, he could find famous doctors to reattach the severed arm.

But the current Wei Jie didn’t have the original demonic arts protecting his body!

Although he had also drunk a mouthful of spiritual spring water, allowing his dantian to condense qi, he hadn’t yet reached the core formation stage.

If the current Wei Jie were struck by lightning, he probably couldn’t support himself until the arm reattachment like in the previous trajectory…

After much consideration, Xiaoxiao felt it was better for a friend to die than for herself to die—no matter what, it was better than her severed arm.

Thinking this, she hardened her heart and deceived Wei Jie: “Do you see that sword? That’s an ancient divine sword left by Goddess Nüwa. Once you possess it, you can slay heaven and earth, intimidate ghosts and gods… you’ll be able to command the wind and clouds. Hurry up and take it down!”

Wei Jie frowned at the sword wrapped in lightning, seeming to hesitate for a moment, then asked: “You want it?”

Xiaoxiao gritted her teeth and nodded. Wei Jie nodded: “Fine, I’ll get it down for you.”

Finished speaking, he hesitated no longer, picked up Xiaoxiao, and headed toward the sword suspended in mid-air.

Xiaoxiao discovered that Wei Jie appeared shrewd but always got confused at crucial moments.

For example, in the valley, when he misunderstood that she wanted snake venom, he risked taking the poison before the snake’s head stiffened.

Now, too, he seemed unwilling to take that sword, but after hearing she wanted it, he went to get it without hesitation.

In comparison, how despicable was she for tricking him into taking the sword?

Just as Wei Jie held her and leaped into mid-air, his large hand about to reach through the interlaced lightning, Xiaoxiao’s hand suddenly reached past his, extending first toward that sword…

Xiaoxiao regretted it. She felt that with the Demon Pearl protecting her body, she must be much stronger than Wei Jie!

Thinking this way, her heroic spirit surged: Since this was the case, let her bear this tribulation for him…

The moment she touched the sword, the lightning suddenly became furious again, flowing along the sword’s body toward Xiaoxiao’s hand.

This lightning pain… was even more terrible than imagined!

Xiaoxiao couldn’t bear the pain and couldn’t help screaming. Suddenly, her arm was pulled back by someone else—it turned out Wei Jie saw the lightning attacking her arm, quickly pulled the iron chain to swing her away, then avoided the lightning and rushed to seize that sword.

The two of them went back and forth, mutually pulling each other’s hands. Then they heard a crack… lightning struck right on the chain between their hands.

The fury of thunder was irresistible. The invulnerable shackles connecting them were split in two in response.

As lightning coursed through, Xiaoxiao’s arm was grazed by a bolt of lightning, causing her to cry out in pain again.

The shackles tightly clasped around both their wrists were also struck to ashes, both their wrists were burned, and they both fell back to the ground.

Just then, the dark clouds dispersed, lightning disappeared, and that sword also fell beside the two of them.

Xiaoxiao was in such pain that she rolled on the ground holding her arm. Wei Jie was also somewhat injured, but his injuries weren’t severe. He didn’t care about himself first, instead picking up Xiaoxiao to examine her arm.

Although the lightning’s energy had been absorbed by the ancient sword, its residual power remained. If it had struck the arm directly, the entire arm might have been severed.

Fortunately, when they were fighting over it, that lightning bolt struck the chain connecting the two. Although the chain was invulnerable to weapons, it obviously couldn’t withstand a single strike of heavenly punishment and broke apart, but the rolling aftershock still burned a large gash in Xiaoxiao’s arm.

Both of them suffered injuries from heavenly punishment simultaneously, but Xiaoxiao’s injuries were much more severe than Wei Jie’s!

That wound was very deep, almost revealing faint white bone—no wonder she was in such pain, her face was paper-white, gritting her teeth and rolling around.

Tang Youshu also arrived at this time, hurriedly taking out white cloth and hemostatic powder, wanting to stop Xiaoxiao’s bleeding.

But Wei Jie said with an iron-blue face: “This is a heavenly punishment strike—human medicine and stones are useless…”

Speaking thus, he suddenly drew his dagger, cut his arm wound deeper, causing gushing fresh blood, then dripped it onto Xiaoxiao’s wound.

Numei blood was yin in nature—not something ordinary people could bear. But Xiaoxiao had a special constitution. When Wei Jie’s blood dripped on the wound, it was quickly absorbed by her. Before long, the exposed white bone was finally wrapped in flesh and blood, almost invisible.

But after growing some flesh and blood, that wound no longer changed, still maintaining its ulcerated and blurry appearance.

Although the injury was too severe to completely recover at once, Xiaoxiao’s pain sensation greatly decreased—at least she could sit up now.

Just then, Wei Jie picked up that sword and, without hesitation, handed it to Xiaoxiao. Xiaoxiao looked at this sword with mixed feelings, shaking her head: “I don’t want it, you take it!”

Wei Jie coldly pushed the sword into Xiaoxiao’s other hand, his voice tinged with mockery: “You risked your life to grab it just now—why don’t you want it anymore? Take it! What would I do with it?”

Xiaoxiao’s eyes still held tears of pain. Hearing these words, she wanted to cry silently even more: This was the future Demon Lord’s weapon for commanding the wind and clouds—what would she do with it?

Just then, she discovered that Yu Ling’er was holding a dying, bald fox in her arms, and together with a group of clan members, they were all kneeling before her and Wei Jie.

The Fox King had already exhausted her thousand years of cultivation in the heavenly punishment catastrophe and could no longer speak human language, only lying in her daughter’s arms, whimpering weak fox cries.

Yu Ling’er understood her mother’s words and tearfully explained to Xiaoxiao and Wei Jie: “My mother says you two returned and wore fox fur to divert the heavenly punishment, thus saving her life. You are the benefactors of our Tushan clan—please accept our bow!”

Finished speaking, she held her mother and led the remaining clan members to bow together toward Xiaoxiao and them.

Xiaoxiao had just caught her breath and was celebrating escaping disaster and keeping her arm when, unexpectedly, the fox clan, who had been extremely unfriendly to her before, all performed the great ceremony of kneeling and bowing.

As the saying goes, it’s better to resolve enemies than to make them. Since the fox clan was grateful, they probably wouldn’t hold grudges about the previous incident of taking the Fox King hostage.

So Xiaoxiao went with the flow: “It was just a small effort… how could we stand by and watch someone die without helping?”

The Fox King whimpered several more times. Yu Ling’er listened but seemed very unwilling, saying quietly: “Mother says you two saved our fox clan’s lives. Now our fox clan’s strategy of deceiving heaven to escape heavenly tribulation has been exposed by heaven, and I fear even greater punishment awaits our Tushan clan in the future. If you two don’t mind… we’re willing to follow you, and please continue to protect our fox clan, benefactors!”

Xiaoxiao knew this was the same as the previous trajectory of events.

The fox clan followed Wei Jie down the mountain, also accumulating strength for his future establishment of the demonic path. The future Wei Jie would recruit soldiers and buy horses, with countless demons under his command—the fox clan was just the beginning.

But Cui Xiaoxiao wasn’t Wei Jie. She had no desire to become some Demon Lord, much less recruit these demon clans. As long as it wasn’t related to Wei Jie’s tribulations, she could save what she could!

So she waved her hands repeatedly: “No, no! Our Talismonger Sect’s mountain gate is too small—we can’t support so many of you. Besides, this heavenly punishment has passed. There should be no problems in the future. You should cultivate well in the mountains—next time you’ll succeed in crossing tribulation!”

But the Fox King seemed determined. She whimpered and called several more times. Yu Ling’er looked even more grief-stricken, her large eyes full of tears, choking with resentment: “Mother says… if the benefactors find too many people troublesome, not all clan members need to follow, but I… must travel with the benefactors, serving at your side, warming your bed and fanning you…”

Speaking to the end, Yu Ling’er seemed to feel that her mother asking her to serve people in such a humble way was too humiliating, and actually burst into tears with a “wah.”

Now Xiaoxiao didn’t know how to respond.

This situation was like human traffickers picking up people at the village entrance! Such bone and flesh separation, such pain!

The Fox King’s eagerness wasn’t from being confused about how to repay them.

The Fox King knew well the consequences of deceiving heaven—this heavenly punishment, almost blasting away all of Tuyun Mountain, was clear proof!

But the heavenly punishment that should have slaughtered the entire clan ended inexplicably, seemingly related to these suddenly returning Talismonger Sect master and disciple.

The Fox King suspected they were people with deep fortune and blessings, which was why the fox clan luckily escaped.

Now her thousand years of cultivation were destroyed in one moment—she couldn’t even speak human language. How could she protect her daughter?

She had overheard her daughter agreeing with some young master of Lingyun Pavilion, saying that after she crossed tribulation, Yu Ling’er would secretly go down the mountain to find him.

In the Fox King’s view, Qin Lingxiao was no good thing.

The previous incident clearly showed Qin Lingxiao using the fox clan as a raft to suppress the Talismonger Sect master and disciple.

Someone who could kill by borrowing a blade—what kind of man was that?

So she used the pretext of repaying kindness to have her daughter stay beside these two people with deep fortune and righteous hearts, both to avoid heavenly punishment again affecting her daughter, and to prevent Ling’er from secretly mixing with Qin Lingxiao, ruining her cultivation prospects.

But in Yu Ling’er’s view, although these Talismonger Sect master and disciple had saved the fox clan and were their great benefactors.

But these two had an unclear relationship, with chaotic male-female relations. Especially that Wei Jie, who could molest his master in broad daylight.

Her mother told her to serve these two—wasn’t this throwing her into a den of iniquity? When the time came, when Young Master Qin saw her standing behind these dissolute men and women, how would he despise her?

In short, Xiaoxiao didn’t want to accept, and Yu Ling’er didn’t want to go.

But the Fox King had accumulated a thousand years of cunning and was now using it all, actually forcing her daughter to swear an oath: if she didn’t follow Cui Xiaoxiao, Yu Ling’er would immediately scatter all her cultivation and never transform into human form again!

Her mother was dying—her wishes couldn’t be disobeyed. So Yu Ling’er tearfully made the oath, then took her small bundle and prepared to go down the mountain with Cui Xiaoxiao and them.

Cui Xiaoxiao was somewhat dumbfounded—so there was this kind of sending daughters away with poisonous oaths?
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With things being like this, if Cui Xiaoxiao didn’t accept Yu Ling’er, she would practically be forcing the little fox to scatter her cultivation and revert to her original form!

There was no choice—if Yu Ling’er wanted to follow, then let her follow!

However, Xiaoxiao made the ugly truth clear from the start: she wasn’t taking Yu Ling’er as a disciple or servant. Yu Ling’er could follow if she wanted, and leave if she didn’t—Xiaoxiao would never stop her.

As for meals and such, it would be best if Yu Ling’er practiced grain avoidance and didn’t need earthly food, but if she had to eat, she’d have to figure it out herself.

There was no helping it—Xiaoxiao felt sorry for Master. His money now came from the hard work of taking pulses and selling medicinal plasters, earned penny by penny.

Originally, a young man supporting her, plus Wei Jie who ate and drank voraciously, was already hard enough. Adding another hundred-year-old fox demon, she feared Master was too young to support so many people and would be exhausted.

When they descended from Tuyun Mountain, although there was an extra burden following behind and her arm still ached with burning pain, Xiaoxiao felt extremely fortunate—after all, she had originally prepared for a severed arm.

Perhaps because she and Wei Jie had simultaneously received the heavenly lightning, the tribulation that should have severed one arm was shared between two people and greatly reduced.

Although her injuries were severe and her arm was splinted and bandaged, she breathed a huge sigh of relief.

After all, through this tribulation, the chain between her and Wei Jie had finally broken, and even the rings clasped around their wrists had been struck to ash by heavenly thunder—a blessing in disguise.

Even with one arm severely injured, it was worth it!

However, Wei Jie had many doubts in his mind. If Cui Xiaoxiao’s return to Tuyun Mountain was to fulfill her promise to the Fox King and take on disaster for the fox clan, that would be easy to explain.

But she seemed to have known long ago that there was an ancient treasure sword in Tuyun Mountain that could block disasters—how could this be explained?

When he asked, Xiaoxiao blinked and lies came readily to her lips: “Our Talismonger Sect’s grandmaster and the fox clan of Tuyun Mountain were old acquaintances, and he knew the secret of the sword hidden behind the mountain. This sword was left by Goddess Nüwa in the past—daring to struggle against heaven, it can naturally withstand heavenly punishment.”

Her half-true, half-false words indeed fooled people. Wei Jie nodded and asked no more questions.

After leaving Tuyun Mountain, the first thing on Xiaoxiao’s mind was to find a restaurant and order four substantial meat dishes, bury her face in a large bowl, and eat heartily with all her might!

During this time, when Wei Jie tried to reach his chopsticks for another piece of meat, he was blocked by his master’s chopsticks and had to endure her fierce glare.

Wei Jie could see that competing with his master for meat was like fighting a vicious dog for food—not something a smart person should do!

So he wisely stopped eating, only occasionally adding a chicken leg or pig’s foot to Xiaoxiao’s bowl since she had trouble using chopsticks with her injured arm.

The fox demon Yu Ling’er wasn’t allowed at the table, only sitting beside an empty table, her slender fingers kneading the small bundle she brought, looking at it resentfully.

Only after Xiaoxiao filled her stomach did she lean back, satisfied yet disappointed, then apologetically said to Tang Youshu: “Master… Young Master Tang, you should eat too! Why have you barely touched your bowl of rice?”

Because of the Talismonger Sect’s flexible informality, Xiaoxiao always called her grand-disciple “Young Master Tang.” After all, she knew in her heart that this person was her benefactor—calling him grand-disciple would be treasonous, and she wouldn’t be able to sleep at night.

Upon hearing his grandmaster’s concern, Young Master Tang quickly used his chopsticks to shovel rice into his mouth and swallow.

After all, he had witnessed his grand-master’s food-guarding skills, nearly poking chopsticks into Master Wei Jie’s throat, which scared him from daring to pick up any dishes.

Xiaoxiao quickly transferred large pieces of fish from the plate into Tang Youshu’s bowl.

What a joke—all these meals were bought with Master Tang Youshu’s money. If he couldn’t eat, who could?

Yu Ling’er originally didn’t understand why Cui Xiaoxiao wouldn’t let her eat with them. But seeing Cui Xiaoxiao’s famine victim eating style, she somewhat understood the Talismonger Sect’s dining practices—it was like tigers and wolves competing for food.

She sat for a while, felt hungry, then quietly got up and went to the tavern’s back courtyard.

Before long, Yu Ling’er returned with her head lowered.

Xiaoxiao was packing up the remaining food when she heard someone shouting from the restaurant’s back courtyard: “What’s going on? Why are there two fewer chickens in the courtyard? Oh my, what’s this pool of blood? Did a damn weasel get in here?”

After listening for a while, Xiaoxiao turned to look at Yu Ling’er and saw her delicately licking her tongue, with two chicken feathers still stuck to the corners of her mouth…

My ancestor! Xiaoxiao quickly went over and pulled off her chicken feathers.

Tang Youshu hurriedly went to settle the bill, using the excuse of giving a tip to pay extra for two chickens.

After leaving the restaurant, Xiaoxiao earnestly lectured the fox woman: “This is a village town, full of people everywhere. Don’t you think you should follow human rules? Stealing chickens like this will cause trouble sooner or later! Besides, wasn’t one chicken enough? Why did you have to eat two?”

Her tone was quite gentle, but Yu Ling’er’s eyes were already brimming with tears, her lips trembling as she choked out: “I didn’t want to… but I was hungry…”

Speaking of the feeling of hunger, Xiaoxiao, who had fasted for many days, deeply empathized.

Although this was a little demon forced upon them by the fox clan, if she ignored her completely, this little fox would eventually die under people’s clubs for theft.

Xiaoxiao thought about how Master had not disdained her for being a street swindler and pickpocket, and gladly accepted her as a disciple. Now that it was her turn, how could she abandon Yu Ling’er just because she was a demon?

So she solemnly said to Yu Ling’er: “In the future, if you’re hungry, tell me—you can’t steal anymore! If you’re dedicated to goodness, the Talismonger Sect might consider accepting you as a disciple in the future…”

Wei Jie, listening from the side, couldn’t help but laugh.

Xiaoxiao asked what he was laughing about. Wei Jie smiled lazily: “I’m happy for Master—the Talismonger Sect is growing again… But I want to ask, if the Talismonger Sect accepts both children of Numei and fox demon women… are we heading toward the demonic path?”

Nonsense! Sect Leader Cui glared: “Our Lingshan Talismonger Sect is a dignified, righteous path in the mortal world! How can we be confused with the demonic path?”

Oh, Wei Jie nodded with sudden understanding, just smiling and saying nothing more!

But with his question, Xiaoxiao felt quite dejected.

Speaking of it, she was striding along the path Wei Jie had taken to become a demon in his previous life.

Think about it—she carried the Demon Lord’s demon pearl in her body, wore the Demon Lord’s sharp sword “Yu Tiandou” at her waist, and was followed by the demon Wei Jie and his former right-hand men.

The righteous banner of Lingshan Talismonger Sect had been shaky two hundred years ago—if things went wrong, a demonic sect leader would be born.

But if she used this pretense to clean house, that wouldn’t be bad either!

Thinking this, halfway through their journey, she used casual conversation to probe: “Actually, our Talismonger Sect isn’t a righteous path… I’ve always had this wish to try entering the demonic path, and probably the Talismonger Sect will take the demonic route in the future… You’re a descendant of the Demon-Subduing Wei family—how can you go astray? Otherwise, let our master-disciple relationship end here.”

Wei Jie looked down at his master, who spoke so brazenly about wanting to enter the demonic path, half-smiling: “Enter the demonic path? Not bad. I think the so-called righteous path of the mortal world isn’t very interesting anyway. As they say, children don’t despise their mother’s ugliness, dogs don’t despise their family’s poverty—please be assured, Master, whether you’re immortal or a demon, this disciple will follow you all the way!”

Xiaoxiao was struck speechless by his pure childlike devotion, and could only nitpick and scold: “Stupid! Couldn’t you see I was testing you? How could our Lingshan Talismonger Sect take the evil demonic path? You have no resolve—truly learning to bite from evil dogs! Won’t you be led astray by evil demons and lose your true heart in the future? I think it’s better to expel you from the sect early!”

After speaking, she wanted to drive Wei Jie away.

Before the to-be-abandoned disciple Wei Jie could speak, Tang Youshu hurried over to mediate: “Grand-master, Master was just joking with you—please don’t take it seriously! If Master is expelled from the sect, then… wouldn’t Master and I both become abandoned disciples of Lingshan Talismonger Sect? With such a reputation, how… how could I live…”

Seeing Master Tang’s eyes moisten with hurt, Xiaoxiao was frightened and quickly pulled out a handkerchief to gently coax: “You are you, your master is your master—how can they be confused? Oh my, don’t cry, I… I was just joking with your master too…”

While she was flustered, the fox woman added to the chaos: “I’m hungry, when are we eating? I only eat chicken organs and breast meat—one isn’t enough. Rabbit meat is fine too, I’m not picky…”

This group of Talismonger Sect people walked so slowly, taking half a day to travel—it was too appetizing.

At this moment, Wei Jie, who had almost been expelled from the sect and was in a bad mood, said coldly, “In my opinion, we should eat roasted fox tonight. I’ll handle the knife to slaughter and skin the fox—it’ll be perfect for Master to see whether this disciple’s resolve to subdue demons is firm or not?”

Hearing these words, Yu Ling’er burst into tears with a “wah,” her cries mixed with sharp fox calls.

Xiaoxiao was helpless—this chaotic household was enough to give her, the sect leader, a headache!

Xiaoxiao’s earlier words had hurt Wei Jie’s self-esteem. After scaring Yu Ling’er to tears, he didn’t say another word, just turned cold-faced and vanished into the air without a trace.

Seeing Wei Jie disappear in the blink of an eye, Xiaoxiao was stunned, then touched her still-unhealed arm and slowly let out a long breath.

It was best that he had the sense to leave on his own!

As for the remaining tribulations in his bumpy life, he could complete them slowly by himself.

She didn’t want to get mixed up with him anymore and continue being his scapegoat!

Tang Youshu hadn’t expected his master to leave so suddenly, so he could only urgently ask his grandmaster: “Grandmaster, should we go chase after Master?”

Xiaoxiao comforted Master, then said to the still-sniffling Yu Ling’er: “Alright, he’s gone, you don’t need to be afraid anymore. Weren’t you hungry? This place has high mountains and dense forests—you can catch some pheasants to eat yourself.”

But Yu Ling’er shook her head: “No, I’m scared…”

Xiaoxiao narrowed her eyes and pressed: “Scared of what?”

Yu Ling’er looked at the gradually setting sun and said quietly: “I’m afraid of the dark…”

She was the fox clan’s precious pearl—from childhood to adulthood, clan members had always hunted prey and let her pick the tender parts to eat. And even when hunting, she generally wouldn’t be alone.

Cui Xiaoxiao wanted her to hunt alone at night—what a joke! Was she trying to scare her to death?

Xiaoxiao understood—her own experience was too shallow, she didn’t know there were fox demons afraid of the dark!

Didn’t all the books say fox spirits knocked on scholars’ doors in the middle of the night?

Now thinking about it, the Fox King sending such a delicate fox demon princess to her, saying what about being a maid to warm her bed and fan her—wasn’t this retaliation?

In similar situations before, where they were in the middle of nowhere, Wei Jie would go hunting. But now Wei Jie was gone, the fox demon was unreliable, Tang Youshu was powerless, so only she, the sect leader with an injured arm, could hunt alone.

Tang Youshu originally wanted to go too, but Yu Ling’er by the campfire kept crying that she was scared alone, so Xiaoxiao had Tang Youshu stay while she went to see if there were any pheasants or rabbits to catch.

Her hunting always relied on Soul-controlling Talismans—laying the talismans on the ground and waiting for prey to walk into the trap.

Unfortunately, her luck was bad today. After guarding in the dense forest for a long time, the Soul-controlling Talisman only caught passing small lizards and some crawling insects.

She didn’t know if that dark-fearing little fox was picky and whether she could eat a lizard first to fill her stomach.

Xiaoxiao herself was very hungry too, and her still-unhealed arm was aching dully.

If Wei Jie were here, she would already be roasting meat by the campfire.

It had to be said that although Wei Jie was a future demon lord, he was more reliable in daily life than the senior brothers.

Along this journey, many things Xiaoxiao had overlooked had always been done by him.

When Xiaoxiao returned carrying a lizard, she smelled the aroma of roasted meat.

She walked quickly with suspicion and discovered that two roasted chickens and a roasted rabbit were already set up over the campfire.

And Wei Jie, who should have left in anger, was sitting leisurely by the campfire, chatting and laughing with Tang Youshu and Yu Ling’er, occasionally sprinkling salt on the roasted meat.

When he saw Sect Leader Cui approaching with a finger-length lizard, Wei Jie said half-mockingly: “Master is changing tastes? Going for something this exotic?”

Xiaoxiao casually threw away the lizard, then slowly sat down, eyeing Wei Jie sideways: “Didn’t you leave?”

Wei Jie tore off a rabbit leg and handed it to Xiaoxiao, then said casually, “Just went hunting—where could I go?”

This kind of repaying evil with good behavior was worthy of a gentleman, making her, the master, seem petty by comparison.

Xiaoxiao slowly gnawed the rabbit leg, not knowing how to continue maintaining a stern face to drive him away. After all, they weren’t bound together now—if she continued mixing with him, she’d be walking straight into hell’s gates.

Just then, Wei Jie sat beside her and used a handkerchief to wipe the mouth of his injured master.

Xiaoxiao was caught off guard and didn’t dodge. When she looked up to scold him for being meddlesome, she met his light purple eyes directly.

Under the flickering campfire, his slightly turned face was handsome and charming, with endless depth. As he wiped her greasy mouth, he didn’t seem to think he was overstepping at all, saying with slight indulgence: “Look at you, eating like a child—you even got oil on your nose…”

Xiaoxiao was somewhat speechless. She suddenly felt Wei Jie was being overly paternal—what was going on?

Just then, Wei Jie said, “Oh, I suddenly remembered there’s a Ghost Doctor in Luoyi City who might be able to treat your arm. It’s not far from here to Luoyi City, and there are only a few days left before his consultation time—we should make it.”

Hearing this, Xiaoxiao suddenly thought of Wei Jie’s next tribulation, which seemed to be related to Luoyi City.

According to his original trajectory, he should have gone to Luoyi City to treat his severed arm.

The Demon Pearl had said that even if Wei Jie’s life was slightly changed, the suffering he was meant to endure couldn’t be missed.

Even if he didn’t bear it himself, someone had to bear it for him.

But Wei Jie’s injuries weren’t severe—if she parted ways with Wei Jie here, would he go to Luoyi?

Thinking this, she probed: “Actually… my injury isn’t serious… and I want to let you travel and train around. I wonder, if you were alone, where would you go?”

Wei Jie raised an eyebrow—he noticed that today, Master loved to bring up topics of “parting.”

But since Xiaoxiao asked, he thought: “I’d probably travel to the Northern Darkness. I heard the kun fish are appearing there again—maybe if I’m lucky, I could see the spectacular sight of a kun transforming into a great roc.”

Xiaoxiao bit her lip. The Northern Darkness was extremely far from here—if he went, it would take several years to return. Wouldn’t the next tribulations in his life all be disrupted?

The rumbling sound of heavenly punishment seemed to still echo in her ears. She knew she temporarily couldn’t separate from Wei Jie—she had to guide him to Luoyi and complete the tribulations he should walk through.

But she didn’t need to think of everything so pessimistically. For example, on Tuyun Mountain, hadn’t she and Wei Jie, who should have each lost an arm, escaped the severed arm tribulation by bearing the tribulation simultaneously and offsetting the heavenly punishment?

Next, she just needed to lead Wei Jie through the ordeals he should have suffered in his past life again, guiding him to successfully become a demon, and then she could gracefully withdraw and return two hundred years later.

Thinking this, Xiaoxiao’s spirits lifted again, and she no longer spoke coldly about expelling Wei Jie from the sect.

Besides diligently sprinkling some freshly picked wild scallions on Wei Jie’s chicken leg for flavor, she also took a handkerchief to wipe his mouth.

Seeing his grandmaster and master reconcile again, Tang Youshu was relieved and passed the wine gourd to his master.

At this moment, the campfire was bright, roasted meat was fragrant, the master was loving, the disciple was filial—everything was so harmonious.

Yu Ling’er had never eaten much grilled chicken before. After tasting it, she found it was much more delicious than bloody organs!

It seemed this eating and drinking sect indeed had some skill—following these people, at least her mouth wouldn’t suffer.

But thinking of her beloved in Lingyun Pavilion, the little fox felt lovesick again, gnawing chicken meat while occasionally letting out mournful fox calls, causing roosting birds to fly about in chaos…

Since they had clarified their next destination, the group’s travel became much faster.

Although Wei Jie knew shape-shifting techniques, he could only take Xiaoxiao alone for rapid travel.

As for Yu Ling’er, she walked absent-mindedly the whole way and couldn’t be counted on to carry Tang Youshu quickly.

So at the next village, Wei Jie simply had Tang Youshu buy a horse cart, which would be faster.

Yu Ling’er was afraid of horses and sat at the cart’s rear. Tang Youshu was responsible for driving, while Wei Jie used the light-body technique to leap back and forth around the cart.

Xiaoxiao finally got some peace, lying alone in the cart reading Master’s secret manual.

Thanks to Master’s excessive addiction to writing autobiographies, she could calmly experience Great-Master Wei Jie’s glorious journey two hundred years ago.

Master wrote in great detail. After subduing the fox clan at Tuyun Mountain, Wei Jie brought Tang Youshu and the fox clan group to the prosperous capital, Luoyi, to visit the Ghost Doctor.

In Luoyi City, Wei Jie accidentally encountered his mother, who had been lost for many years.

Numei didn’t age for a thousand years—even having given birth to a son over ten years ago, she still looked like a charming young girl.

This Numei used the alias Siling and settled in the city’s largest song and dance brothel. Every time the moon rose and ghosts walked at night, she would appear on a platform eight zhang high, her singing voice enchanting, bewitching people—countless high officials and nobles were infatuated with her.

After Wei Jie met his mother, he learned of her intentions. Numei was heartless, treating men as playthings. But Siling had fallen for the Wei family head Wei Jingling, and it was this bit of mortal affection that allowed her ghostly body to give birth to human flesh and blood.

But back then, her beloved was forced to death by the so-called righteous cultivators of the four great sects right in front of her.

This hatred lingered, and the Numei Siling fell into heart demons, determined to destroy the four great sects and avenge her beloved.

Unfortunately, while she lurked in Luoyi City, the four great sects discovered her traces. So the Lingyun Pavilion master gathered people to capture the Numei.

To save his mother, Wei Jie killed the sect leader of Tianxin Gate among the four great sects, while he became infamous for revealing his demonic arts, despised by cultivators throughout the world.

Wei Jie accepted his mother’s dying admonitions and made destroying the four great sects his mission, laying the groundwork for the future massacre of the four great sects.

In short, Luoyi City was full of trouble.

Xiaoxiao closed the secret manual and sighed again.

Before her sigh had faded, someone lifted the cart curtain, and Wei Jie crouched on the cart’s edge, asking Xiaoxiao: “Where do you feel unwell?”

Xiaoxiao stared blankly at Wei Jie—that face was truly handsome and distinguished…

Looking at him, she sighed again.

The current Wei Jie, though somewhat unrestrained due to his difficult background, was still a sunny young gentleman.

But once he entered Luoyi City, he would be trapped in his parents’ blood feud, planting seeds of slaughter in his heart—he’d probably never again show his current bold and cheerful demeanor.

Thinking this, Xiaoxiao’s heart ached, feeling sad for Wei Jie.

Wei Jie had originally heard Xiaoxiao sighing and thought her wound was hurting, so he lifted the curtain to ask. But unexpectedly, she just stared at him blankly, and soon her eyes became teary.

Though he was used to this little master’s emotional volatility, seeing her large eyes filled with tears made him feel pity, and he unconsciously softened his voice: “Does it hurt that much? Bear with it a little longer—we’re about to enter Luoyi City…”

Speaking thus, he handed her a large handful of freshly picked mountain plums and stuffed a round one into her mouth.

Seeing Xiaoxiao wrinkle her nose from the sourness of the mountain plum, Wei Jie couldn’t help showing his fangs in a smile: “This is Tang Youshu’s prescription—he said you’ve eaten too much meat these past few days, so eat more of these to stimulate appetite and strengthen the spleen…”

It seemed Wei Jie understood the ways of their sect well, knowing he couldn’t compete with Tang Youshu for favor, so he let his good disciple take the blame for teasing his master.

Hearing it was care from Tang Youshu, Xiaoxiao finally forced down the sour fruit, then poked her head out of the cart with eyes watering from the sourness.

Indeed, ahead was a tall city, with surging crowds on the road becoming gradually livelier.

She had eaten well these past few days—her originally thin cheeks had filled out again. In the sunlight, her cheeks were rosy, with fine strands of hair playfully dancing in the wind…

Xiaoxiao was a very attractive girl. Wei Jie stared at her willow eyebrows and starry eyes, accidentally staring for quite a while.

When Xiaoxiao turned her gaze back, she met her disciple’s unbridled stare directly.
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Xiaoxiao’s cheeks grew slightly warm under Wei Jie’s unrestrained gaze, and she couldn’t help asking: “Why are you staring at me like that?”

Even caught red-handed, Wei Jie remained calm and unhurried, leisurely crouching on the cart’s edge, then deliberately leaning closer: “Master, your face… is dirty. Do you want me to wipe it for you?”

Hmm, this shameless deflection when caught peeking was indeed personally taught by Xiaoxiao—the unscrupulous disciple had learned her ways perfectly.

Xiaoxiao was rendered speechless by his retort and could only viciously stuff a sour fruit into his laughing mouth to see if she could shut him up!

Yu Ling’er stretched her neck from the back of the cart, watching this playful banter between master and disciple, thinking that Xiaoxiao was far too frivolous as a master!

She snorted disdainfully again, then took out the jade pendant from her bosom, pressed it tightly against her face, gazed at the floating clouds in the sky, and continued silently grieving.

This was the love token Young Master Qin had given her—she wondered when she could escape this indecent Talismonger Sect and go to Lingyun Pavilion to find him…

With the cart’s assistance, the group finally neared their destination.

Luoyi City was the territory of His Majesty’s most beloved brother, Lord Can, and being a major transportation hub connecting north and south, carriages and horses flowed endlessly whenever the city gates opened each day.

But when they approached a grove near the city gate, they discovered a pair of identical girls standing by the roadside, staring directly at Wei Jie.

Xiaoxiao recognized this pair of twins as the two daughters of the Wei family head, also Wei Jie’s cousins.

It turned out that the pair of girls had come to deliver a family letter to Wei Jie.

The Wei family’s old grandmother had been constantly worried about her grandson and had the two granddaughters bring some things to Wei Jie.

As for how they knew Wei Jie was here, that had some sophistication—supposedly the Wei family matriarch had divined that they would come to Luoyi City.

So the two girls had arrived early, just not expecting Wei Jie’s group to come so late.

Besides the family letter, the old grandmother had the two granddaughters bring Wei Jie a whip and a small box.

This whip was what Wei Jie had originally used to restrain the Corpse-eating Beast, but now the whip’s body seemed to have silver thread woven in, flashing with silver light under the sunlight.

On the whip’s long handle was embedded the Wei family’s demon-subduing talisman seal.

Originally an ordinary whip, with this talisman seal’s enhancement, it was no longer simple—this carried the blessing of the Wei family ancestors.

However, to possess such a demon-subduing talisman seal required being a Wei family member who had passed the trials.

Someone like Wei Jie, who had run away from home early and privately changed his surname, shouldn’t have qualified for such an honor.

But somehow, the Wei family’s leaders had changed their minds and sent such an enhanced whip to Wei Jie.

The older of the twins explained: “Grandmother said that since cousin could capture the Corpse-eating Beast, that’s equivalent to passing the Wei family’s demon-subduing trials, so naturally you can receive the talisman seal’s blessing.”

But Wei Jie didn’t want the Wei family’s recognition. He frowned tightly at the whip, reluctant to accept it.

Seeing this, Xiaoxiao couldn’t help pinching Wei Jie’s lower back, then smiled and whispered in his ear: “Be good, Jie’er. If you don’t accept it, your grandmother will surely suspect I, your master, am inciting you to be estranged from her. One coffin nail is enough—don’t make your grandmother angry and send another one…”

What a joke—if he didn’t accept it, wouldn’t the Wei family suspect her, the master with a demon pearl in her body?

The coffin nail that the Wei family grandmother had given Wei Jie to nail her coffin shut was still in the large wooden box with their luggage in the cart!

Besides, how could they refuse an old person’s heartfelt intention? If he didn’t like this whip, he simply didn’t have to use it later!

Wei Jie looked down at the winking and gesturing Xiaoxiao, thought silently for a while, and finally stopped being stubborn and accepted the whip.

As for the box, it seemed to contain a personal letter from the Wei family grandmother.

Xiaoxiao didn’t like prying into others’ family privacy, and seeing that Wei Jie hadn’t fallen out with his cousins, she tactfully walked away.

After completing the grandmother’s instructions, the twin girls mounted their horses and left together.

Wei Jie stood alone in the grove, reading the letter for a long time before emerging.

Xiaoxiao noticed his expression wasn’t very good and asked quietly: “What’s wrong?”

Wei Jie nonchalantly tucked away the letter, then said heavily: “Nothing… let’s enter the city.”

But when entering the city, everyone else went in while he still stood at the city gate in a daze.

Xiaoxiao looked back at him and fell silent for a moment. Though she didn’t understand what he was hesitating about, she knew this city was somewhat… too heavy for Wei Jie’s future.

She even absentmindedly thought that if he suddenly changed his mind and didn’t want to enter the city… then so be it…

But while she was lost in thought, Wei Jie had already walked to her side and naturally pushed her slender shoulders: “Come on, let’s enter the city!”

Once in the city, the little fox Yu Ling’er, who had barely left the mountains, couldn’t look at everything fast enough. She pulled Tang Youshu around, constantly looking east and west, wanting to buy whatever she saw.

But Xiaoxiao and Wei Jie both seemed somewhat listless, with no intention of shopping. Wei Jie found a teahouse and brought the injured Xiaoxiao to drink a few cups of tea.

When Yu Ling’er returned excitedly with an armload of copper pots, tangram puzzles, and other trinkets, Xiaoxiao and Wei Jie had also eaten a plate of pastries at the teahouse.

While drinking tea earlier, Xiaoxiao noticed Wei Jie had become unusually quiet, drinking tea while lost in thought.

She guessed his distraction was related to the letter from the Wei family, but when she probed, he snapped back to attention and casually discussed the pastries, deflecting the topic.

In Wei Jie’s previous trajectory, he hadn’t returned to the Wei family for meals, much less helped Uncle Wei Jingfeng capture the Corpse-eating Beast.

Back then, having stolen golden cores from the four great sects, his reputation was ruined, and he had no contact with the Wei family.

Though this time it was the grandmother’s instruction for the twins to deliver the letter, without Father Wei Jingfeng’s approval, those twin sisters probably wouldn’t dare come.

This showed that somehow, Wei Jie’s relationship with the Wei family head had inexplicably improved considerably.

Xiaoxiao didn’t know what the letter said to make him so mentally disturbed, but it seemed Wei Jie didn’t intend to tell her.

Just then, the two shoppers returned. As soon as Tang Youshu entered with large and small packages, Wei Jie signaled his disciple to settle the tea bill.

Tang Youshu rummaged through his cloth pouch and told his master with a bitter face: “This disciple is incompetent—all the silver was spent by that Yu Ling’er…”

Before joining the Talismonger Sect, Tang Youshu had been quite well-off financially, but after entering the sect, he began supporting the entire household.

Buying the cart had already cost most of their travel money, and now, encountering a fox woman who wanted everything without having enough, Tang Youshu had spent his last copper coin.

Wei Jie laughed coldly: “You listened to her—have you switched allegiance to the fox clan?”

Tang Youshu said helplessly, “If I didn’t buy it, she’d just take it and leave, causing people to chase and scold us. I had no choice!”

Hearing Tang Youshu’s explanation, Xiaoxiao immediately came to his defense: “How can you blame Young Master Tang? He’s the most kind-hearted person who won’t refuse others… Besides, why should his hard-earned silver be spent by you? It’s good we have no money—we can earn it ourselves.”

Wei Jie raised an eyebrow: “How do we earn it?”

Xiaoxiao had thought this through before entering the city. She didn’t want to keep spending Master’s money, so she pointed to a space at the street corner: “Our Talismonger Sect is full of talent—what’s difficult about street performances?”

So to pay the tea bill, three generations of the Talismonger Sect plus one fox woman prepared to set up street performances on Luoyi’s bustling street.

The teahouse owner, fearing these people would dine and dash, specifically sent a waiter to watch them at the street corner.

Wei Jie seemed to find it embarrassing and refused to come forward. First, he went to a nearby money exchange and came back, then sat grandly with arms crossed on a bench dragged from the teahouse, watching his master’s street performance along with the crowd.

Xiaoxiao banged a bronze gong borrowed from a nearby monkey performer, shouting: “Ancestral magic tricks! Making people vanish! Everyone, come watch!”

Tang Youshu followed his grandmaster’s instructions, holding a rice bowl and waiting to collect copper coins.

Cui Xiaoxiao pulled Yu Ling’er to stand in the performance area. Two beautiful young women were more effective than the bronze gong, quickly attracting a large crowd of men, women, and children.

Yu Ling’er was not only afraid of the dark but also got dizzy around people. Seeing so many people watching her, she felt timid, and her fox tail almost dropped to the ground.

Xiaoxiao was quick-eyed and quick-handed, pinching hard at her waist to make the fox woman hold her breath.

She smiled and whispered in Yu Ling’er’s ear: “Young Master Tang’s silver was all spent by you. Whether we eat fish and meat tonight or stewed fox depends entirely on your performance! Remember what I told you—don’t mess this up!”

Yu Ling’er, bound by the poisonous oath to her mother, couldn’t escape Cui Xiaoxiao’s clutches and could only nod with her palm-sized face drooping pitifully.

Next, Xiaoxiao brought down the large luggage box from the cart.

Yu Ling’er danced a fancy fox dance with a bitter face, swaying her waist, then jumped into the box.

Then Xiaoxiao closed the lid, solemnly recited incantations, and knocked three times on the wooden box.

When she opened the box again, everyone saw that the charming woman had disappeared, replaced by a snow-white fox poking its fluffy head out of the box. The fox’s eyes were wet, looking quite adorable, causing a group of children to squeal excitedly.

When Xiaoxiao closed the box and knocked three times again, opening it revealed the fox was gone, and the girl sat red-eyed in the box.

People immediately applauded and cheered, with several ruffians heckling and expressing that they wanted to see the girl twist her hips and dance again.

Seeing the crowd’s enthusiastic response, Xiaoxiao quickly signaled Tang Youshu to collect money with his bowl.

Unfortunately, Luoyi’s citizens were all shrewd—they crowded three layers deep to watch the performance, but when it came time to pay, the crowd scattered like birds and beasts, with hardly anyone giving money.

Cui Xiaoxiao looked at the pitiful few copper coins in the bowl, momentarily speechless.

Just then, Wei Jie said lazily: “Seems your street performance idea isn’t very reliable. In my opinion, we should ask which nearby villages lack rain, then your two water-summoning talismans could earn bags of incense money.”

Seeing him not contributing effort yet making sarcastic remarks, Xiaoxiao smiled without warmth: “Great idea! But distant water can’t quench immediate thirst. Why don’t you figure out this tea money?”

Wei Jie nodded, pulled out a substantial silver ingot from his bosom, turned and tossed it to the teahouse waiter who had been following him closely, even generously saying not to bother with change—the rest was a tip.

After the shop assistant bowed and thanked him, Xiaoxiao walked over and asked in amazement: “Did you pickpocket someone? Where did you get the silver?”

Wei Jie chuckled: “I already had silver—why would I need to steal?”

It turned out that besides the letter, the brocade box brought by the two cousins also contained over a dozen banknotes from the Wei family grandmother.

The Wei family guarded the underworld, and while the boundary between yin and yang was full of silver mines that no one else could approach, the Wei family could be said to be incredibly wealthy.

Earlier, Wei Jie had gone to the nearby money exchange to cash a bank note, and besides the small silver ingot, he also exchanged three gold bars for convenient spending.

Hearing his explanation, Xiaoxiao realized her disciple was incredibly wealthy!

She angrily pursed her lips: “Since you have money, why didn’t you say so earlier? You’ve been spending your disciple’s money all along, and now that you have money, you don’t help him—don’t you feel guilty?”

Wei Jie blinked his light purple eyes, smiling handsomely: “You never asked me! Besides, I thought if you spent your disciple’s money, you’d feel guilty, so I didn’t take it out…”

Hmm… very logical. Xiaoxiao rarely lost in verbal sparring but was once again left speechless by Wei Jie’s retort.

Being cursed with the gold-consuming curse, she indeed lacked confidence when it came to spending money.

After all, she was the one eating off both her grand-disciple and disciple—a true freeloader.

So Xiaoxiao immediately accepted the lesson and shut up, respectfully cupping her hands to Wei Jie: “Fine, I failed to recognize the God of Wealth. I’ll buy you incense later and set up a shrine for you!”

Wei Jie was again amused by Xiaoxiao’s adaptability. The God of Wealth waved his hand grandly and, pockets full of gold and silver, took the entire Talismonger Sect to experience the city’s prosperity.

In this prosperous capital, having money was always good.

At least the group didn’t have to sleep outdoors at night, instead booking three guest rooms at the city’s largest inn.

Since being chained to Wei Jie, Xiaoxiao hadn’t had a proper bath.

Later, though they separated, her injured arm couldn’t get wet.

Now at the inn, because Wei Jie was generous with money, the shop assistant was lavish with hot water.

When the large wooden tub was filled with warm water, Xiaoxiao suspended her injured arm outside the tub and could finally enjoy a comfortable bath.

Yu Ling’er, following her mother’s instructions to serve as Xiaoxiao’s attendant, used a loofah to scrub Xiaoxiao’s neck and back.

But Yu Ling’er was curious about why Wei Jie had his separate room, finding it strange. He was ambiguously involved with Cui Xiaoxiao—wasn’t sleeping in separate rooms, trying to cover up?

The little fox was simple-minded and asked whatever came to mind, making Xiaoxiao want to wash her ears: “Bah! What nonsense! Wei Jie and I are perfectly innocent—where have we had any romantic involvement?”

When Xiaoxiao pressed further, she finally understood that Qin Lingxiao had poured a huge basin of filthy water on her reputation.

She angrily splashed water at the little fox: “You believe everything Qin Lingxiao says? I was having a poison attack then, and Wei Jie was afraid I’d hurt myself, so he held me down tightly. Our master-disciple relationship is perfectly pure!”

Yu Ling’er was impressed by Xiaoxiao’s sect leader aura, wiping the water droplets from her face and shrinking her neck slightly, still reluctantly defending her benefactor: “You two looked that way—anyone would misunderstand. How can you blame Young Master Qin?”

Xiaoxiao knew Yu Ling’er’s heart was full of her benefactor—if she spoke ill of Qin Lingxiao behind his back, it would probably backfire.

Thinking of Qin Lingxiao’s cold demeanor when beautiful female cultivators followed him, but he showed them no favor, the little fox’s infatuation would probably come to nothing.

But Xiaoxiao was more curious about the previous trajectory, where this delicate fox clan princess had followed Wei Jie down the mountain.

Looking at how Wei Jie now constantly threatened Yu Ling’er about skinning her alive, Xiaoxiao really couldn’t imagine how Yu Ling’er would lovingly warm his bed and serve him humbly.

At night, Tang Youshu and Wei Jie each had their guest rooms, while Cui Xiaoxiao and Yu Ling’er shared one.

It wasn’t that Wei Jie was stingy and wouldn’t give the fox woman her room, but Yu Ling’er had experienced worldly hardships for the first time—being forced to perform on the street during the day had finally taught her the truth that even a penny can defeat a hero.

Afraid Xiaoxiao would force her to perform again, Yu Ling’er now didn’t dare spend a single coin of these people’s money and refused to let Wei Jie get her another room.

Xiaoxiao, having been forced to be chained to Wei Jie for so long, especially treasured the beautiful time of sleeping alone and tactfully told Ling’er she wasn’t used to sharing a bed.

Yu Ling’er hugged a chair cushion and said very understandingly: “I don’t need to sleep on the bed.”

After speaking, she placed the chair cushion in the corner opposite the bed, then transformed into fox form, curled into a white ball, and prepared to sleep on the cushion.

That pitiful appearance looked just like an unwanted little creature.

Xiaoxiao felt somewhat sorry for her and said: “How about… You sleep on the bed with me after all…”

Yu Ling’er shook her head with dignity, then buried her pointed fox snout in her fluffy big tail, closed her eyes, and fell asleep defenseless within moments.

Xiaoxiao admired the fox woman’s excellent sleep quality.

This truly was a fox clan princess raised with everyone’s adoration—where was there even half a bit of wariness? She was as naive as a child!

But she didn’t have the fox woman’s carefree nature. In a new place, she always tossed and turned for a long time before barely falling asleep.

Since she couldn’t sleep, she simply got up and began meditating.

Since drinking the spiritual spring, her dantian was full, automatically condensing into a mass. But to refine this mass of qi into a core required high concentration and a strong foundation-building base.

Xiaoxiao initially didn’t grasp the essentials, but during leisure time, Wei Jie had carefully explained his insights and understanding.

Hearing such wisdom was better than reading ten years of books.

Enlightened by her disciple’s guidance, Master Xiaoxiao immediately grasped the knack of condensing qi into cores, and her meditation progress these past days could be called miraculous.

But it was precisely because of Wei Jie’s words that Xiaoxiao suspected what stage his cultivation had reached.

After all, someone with such extraordinary comprehension—a heaven-sent genius—couldn’t be measured by ordinary standards.

When her qi condensed during practice, the ancient treasure sword hanging at the bedhead also hummed in response with her breathing, seemingly resonating with its master and emitting a faint glow.

The sword qi was too strong, making demons and monsters give way.

Even the little fox in her dreams was disturbed by the sword light and felt uncomfortable.

Finally, the little fox drowsily got up, dragged her cushion under the bed in one motion, and continued sleeping soundly after avoiding the sword light.

Xiaoxiao also discovered that her breath could resonate with this treasure sword. This feeling was extremely similar to the sword sect’s principle of unity between person and sword.

Though she couldn’t condense qi into swords like the sword sects, wasn’t this divine sword forged by heavenly punishment more useful than those qi swords?

Just at the critical moment of concentrating on qi cultivation, melodious string and woodwind music drifted from the street not far from the inn.

When it should have been deep in the night’s quiet, in a prosperous city like Luoyi, the singing and dancing revelry was just beginning.

Xiaoxiao’s room faced the street. Though she was meditating quietly, the music disturbed her ears and prevented calm concentration.

Finally, Xiaoxiao simply got up, opened her door, and looked out at the street through the corridor window.

It turned out that not far from the inn stood a tall wine house, and below the wine house, an elaborately decorated carriage was slowly approaching.

When it reached the wine house with upturned flying eaves, four or five beautifully dressed servant girls alighted from the carriage, followed by a woman wearing a long gauze veil hat and an embroidered flowing silk dress, who slowly descended with the servant girls’ support.

From afar, Xiaoxiao saw that the woman’s long train was like a phoenix’s tail, sweeping the ground magnificently!

Xiaoxiao had originally just glanced casually, but seeing the woman sway her waist gracefully and walk elegantly, she was deeply attracted by the long-dressed woman’s silhouette.

Though she couldn’t see her face, just her enchanting posture while walking was so captivating and graceful—what kind of absolute beauty could support such splendor?

The men surrounding the carriage were also attracted by the woman, crowding three layers deep, each showing infatuated expressions. Some drunkards even wailed and cried about their lovesickness in unclear voices.

But soon these people were driven away by armed guards who emerged from the wine house. The lead guard sternly shouted at the drunkards: “Lord Can is drinking here—idle people must not approach!”

The gorgeously dressed woman was then escorted into the wine house like stars surrounding the moon…

Soon, the elegant music in the wine house seemed to change repertoire, and melodious singing drifted out from within.

By the time the song reached the inn, the sound wasn’t loud—just some lingering echoes.

But since condensing qi in her dantian, Xiaoxiao’s hearing had also improved beyond normal people. The faint singing reached her ears with crystal clarity, word by word.

After hearing just two lines, Xiaoxiao felt her mind floating, unable to control herself, wanting only to quickly enter the wine house to listen more closely.

In her momentary distraction, she leaped up, planning to jump directly from the window.

But just as she left the windowsill, her wrist was firmly grasped, and a force pulled her back.

Xiaoxiao’s injured arm hurt, and she became much more alert.

Looking up, she saw that the one who had pulled her back was Wei Jie, who should have been sleeping.
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It seemed the singing and dancing revelry of Luoyi was also keeping Wei Jie awake.

Fortunately, he wasn’t sleeping either and had come to the corridor, which allowed him to pull her back in time.

Xiaoxiao came to her senses and looked back at the wine house with suspicion and uncertainty—that singing voice was so dominating, able to bewitch souls. No wonder so many infatuated fools surrounded the wine house.

What kind of formidable character could weave such enchanting power into their song?

Xiaoxiao immediately thought of Wei Jie’s birth mother, mentioned in Master’s secret manual—the Numei Siling.

Could the one singing for Lord Can in the wine house at this moment be Wei Jie’s mother?

Xiaoxiao had only read descriptions of Numei in books before and never knew their power.

But now just the remnant echoes carried by the wind were so soul-stirring and captivating—if a Numei appeared in person, how could one resist?

Xiaoxiao suddenly understood the situation when the four great sects had clamored to attack the Wei family’s Qilao Mountain.

If the Wei family head couldn’t resist such enchantment, and if that Numei harbored evil intentions, she could indeed manipulate him and cause tremendous disaster…

Now, Xiaoxiao had no time to worry about the Numei using her song to manipulate people’s hearts—she was more concerned about… whether Wei Jie had recognized his mother’s singing voice.

But it seemed Wei Jie had no curiosity about that singing voice.

He only glanced at the distant wine house, then massaged an acupoint on the side of Xiaoxiao’s neck, saying lightly: “Bustling cities appear to have abundant yang energy, but they’re the best hiding places for ghosts and demons. Whether for seclusion or hunting, they’re much more convenient than deep mountains and old forests. This city seems to have many monsters. Your willpower isn’t strong enough yet—next time you notice your mind becoming unsettled, immediately press the Fengchi acupoint on the side of your neck. It connects directly to the human spiritual palace, and guarding it will keep your composure intact.”

Speaking these words, he seemed more like Xiaoxiao’s mentor, teaching earnestly with sincere care.

Wei Jie’s long fingers were strong and flexible. When he pressed the Fengchi acupoint, Xiaoxiao felt much more alert and strangely comfortable.

Combined with the lingering effects of the soul-enchanting song, she drowsily allowed Wei Jie to massage her neck.

As Wei Jie spoke, her whole body felt somewhat soft and weak, and she leaned against the handsome man’s broad chest with closed eyes, trying to gather her true qi to resist.

It had to be said, his massage was quite comfortable…

Just then, Yu Ling’er was also awakened by the drunkards’ shouting on the street. When she opened her eyes and found no one on the bed, she transformed into human form and came out, rubbing her eyes to look.

But unexpectedly, when she pushed open the door, she saw Cui Xiaoxiao like a little bird depending on someone, nestled in Wei Jie’s embrace…

A handsome man and beautiful woman embracing under the moon, their hair intertwining in the breeze… it was indeed pleasing to the eye.

But Yu Ling’er saw that Wei Jie was also reaching out to massage the slender neck of the girl in his arms, looking quite lustful… no matter how she looked at it, this was a man and woman having a secret nighttime rendezvous!

When Xiaoxiao was bathing, her words about being perfectly innocent with her disciple were still ringing in her ears, yet the little fox felt she was witnessing the ugly side of human nature!

Already being intimate like this, yet still claiming innocence? Sect Leader Cui could lie without even blinking!

No wonder her mother had previously warned her that human nature was more cunning and sinister than their fox clan!

Just then, Xiaoxiao finally came to her senses. When she turned to look at Yu Ling’er, she naturally saw her disdainful expression and immediately struggled out of Wei Jie’s arms, explaining: “I was bewitched and momentarily lost my soul—he was helping me guard my true spirit!”

Yu Ling’er smiled without warmth: “Yes, yes, your Talismonger Sect certainly has many ways to guard the true spirit! It’s not like you don’t have rooms—you could go back to your room to do this, no need to rush!”

Hmph, hanging onto the master-disciple relationship, why bother being intimate in the corridor for show? Don’t these humans know how to write the words ‘shame’ and ‘propriety’?

Faced with the fox woman’s cold mockery, Xiaoxiao truly had no way to defend herself. To make matters worse, Wei Jie leisurely added fuel to the fire: “Master, she’s right. Should we go to my room?”

Hearing this, the little fox snickered coldly, disdainfully flicked her tail beneath her skirt, and shut the door with a slam, no longer disturbing the secret rendezvous of the shameless couple.

Xiaoxiao looked guiltily at the tightly closed door and stared speechlessly: “Men and women shouldn’t have physical contact! Why would I go to your room?”

Wei Jie said innocently: “My room’s window faces the inner courtyard, far from the street! The sound can’t reach there either—perfect for you to rest. I can squeeze into one room with Tang Youshu.”

Xiaoxiao paused—so she had misunderstood… But if he had such good intentions, why didn’t he explain clearly in front of Yu Ling’er just now?

The singing voice was too dominating. Xiaoxiao didn’t dare challenge it, so she could only thank her disciple and quickly go to his room.

She wasn’t rushing to sleep, but afraid that if she stayed in the corridor longer, Wei Jie might hear that soul-enchanting song and become curious enough to investigate.

After all, once he and his mother met, it would be the beginning of misfortune.

Although the mother-son recognition followed by their tragic separation was an inevitable part of Wei Jie’s life journey, just thinking about it made Xiaoxiao feel somewhat cruel.

In her heart, she still hoped Wei Jie’s reunion with his mother could be delayed. At least he could live happily and peacefully for a few more days…

However, she didn’t know that when she turned away, Wei Jie stood in the long corridor, gazing with deep eyes at the wine house with its flickering candlelight and continuous laughter for a long time.

When Xiaoxiao entered Wei Jie’s room and lay on the bed, her face was pressed against the robe Wei Jie had placed beside his pillow.

Xiaoxiao casually hung up the robe, then discovered there were bamboo strips strung together with rope underneath.

Xiaoxiao tested it and found that these connected bamboo strips could perfectly support her arm.

Her injured arm couldn’t heal and couldn’t exert strength, so she had been simply propping it up with tree branches and bandages along the way.

During the day, she had seen Wei Jie buy a bundle of bamboo strips for making bamboo scrolls, never expecting he had used them to make an arm support brace for her…

She looked at the skillfully crafted support brace, placed it back as it was, then roughly pulled down the robe she had just hung up to cover that thoughtful gesture.

Then Xiaoxiao lay down again, slightly irritated as she turned to her side, gazing out the window.

She disliked Wei Jie’s attentiveness—it made her feel somewhat suffocated and prevented her from remaining detached while watching Wei Jie complete his destined tragic life.

Xiaoxiao forced herself to recall the shocking scene when heavenly punishment descended, hoping that the fearful feeling would dispel the inexplicable pity for him rising in her heart.

But tossing and turning like this, even without hearing the singing, she was destined for a sleepless night.

So when she woke the next morning, Xiaoxiao had slight dark circles under her eyes, her face full of fatigue from poor sleep.

When they went downstairs for breakfast, the little fox looked knowingly at the yawning Cui Xiaoxiao, then glanced sideways at Wei Jie, who also seemed to have had a sleepless night and looked slightly tired, snickered coldly, then muttered disdainfully: “Tsk tsk, actually staying up all night—I think this Talismonger Sect… might as well change its name to Hehuan Sect!”

Xiaoxiao felt the fox woman’s courage seemed to have grown, always enjoying making snide remarks.

She hadn’t slept all night and was in a bad mood. Just as she was about to scold Yu Ling’er, Wei Jie said coldly first: “Fine! Let’s change it today. In a while, you can stand at the brothel entrance dancing fox dances to recruit some vigorous male disciples for practicing yin-yang techniques!”

Hearing this, Yu Ling’er immediately couldn’t swallow the egg in her mouth, burst into tears with a “wah,” and ran out of the inn.

Tang Youshu understood that Wei Jie and his grandmaster weren’t people who practiced such absurd evil arts, so he could only quietly advise his master to calm down and not argue with a fox demon.

After driving away from Yu Ling’er, Wei Jie seemed much more comfortable.

While drinking hot porridge, he said to Xiaoxiao: “When I was wandering before, I met a friend who said there’s a Ghost Doctor in Luoyi City who can change life and death with miraculous healing skills. He used to see patients year-round, but in recent years, he sees patients fewer and fewer times each year. In the past two years, he has only made house calls at the hour of zi on the day when ghost gates first open in the seventh month. Those wanting his treatment must carry a white lantern and wait at the western vegetable market entrance. But it’s said he only sees one patient per year, so we can give it a try when the time comes.”

Hearing this, Xiaoxiao didn’t respond, just quietly ate her pickled radish.

Because she knew that in the original trajectory, Wei Jie had also sought out that Ghost Doctor.

But since it was Wei Jie alone who went then, Master Tang Youshu wasn’t clear on the process, only roughly describing that ten people went to seek treatment that night, but only Wei Jie survived.

When Tang Youshu rushed to the midnight vegetable market, Wei Jie’s arm had already healed, but he was covered in blood, hands dripping with blood, standing numbly among piles of corpses.

At that moment, a night watchman happened to pass by and screamed in terror, attracting soldiers to surround and capture him.

Fortunately, those soldiers were subordinates of the city lord Lord Can, and Lord Can was generous and loved recruiting talented people.

Upon meeting him, Lord Can felt an immediate kinship with Wei Jie, not only suppressing this midnight murder case but also treating Wei Jie as an honored guest…

However, such things couldn’t be hidden forever, and this incident ultimately left Wei Jie with a reputation for brutality and bloodthirst.

Previously, Xiaoxiao would have simply thought that a demon was a demon, whatever heinous crimes he committed were driven by his base demonic nature.

Killing other patients to secure the only consultation opportunity to heal his arm wouldn’t be surprising.

But now, having spent so much time with Wei Jie, she had come to understand him somewhat.

Though this person was sometimes casual and occasionally sharp-tongued in teasing others, he had no other malicious intentions.

She really couldn’t imagine Wei Jie killing so many unrelated people just to reattach an arm.

Could it be… that just because of the snake venom triggering his demonic nature, the original Wei Jie had become brutal and cruel?

Unfortunately, no matter how much she thought about it, she couldn’t figure it out clearly. For now, she could only take things step by step, following Wei Jie’s original trajectory.

But this time, she was the one seeking treatment, so surely it wouldn’t result in a bloodbath…

When Ghost Festival arrived—the day when ghost gates opened wide—Wei Jie took Xiaoxiao early to buy white lanterns at the lamp shop.

On this day, plain white lanterns without any decoration seemed particularly popular. When Wei Jie and the others went to buy them, they were sold out.

When they went to another lamp shop, Xiaoxiao caught sight of someone behind them from the corner of her eye, then casually said to Wei Jie: “Someone has been following us all along…”

Wei Jie also said calmly, “Not just following us—it seems all the customers who bought white lanterns before us are being tracked…”

Xiaoxiao’s mind stirred, and she guessed the reason for being followed…

The Ghost Doctor would only see one patient this year. This unique opportunity was crucial. Seeing how popular white lanterns are today, there should be quite a few people seeking treatment this year.

It seemed someone was eager for treatment and had already started working in advance.

She just wondered how this person planned to handle so many competitors to guarantee his exclusive qualification.

The master and disciple exchanged glances, immediately understanding each other, and walked together toward a dark, deserted alley.

After they entered the alley, they heard swift wind behind them, and two burly men jumped out from behind, holding sacks to cover Wei Jie and Xiaoxiao.

What followed was a series of muffled groans and screams in the alley, which soon fell silent.

When the master and disciple emerged from the alley again, they carried several daggers and a set of strangely-shaped hook claws—these were what they had taken from the two men.

The two men had been captured by Wei Jie and interrogated thoroughly. They were tight-lipped—no matter how Wei Jie questioned them, they wouldn’t speak, and they didn’t seem to be from the Central Plains.

Their weapons were also special, looking like hook claws for hunting and capturing fierce beasts.

Seeing he couldn’t get any information, Wei Jie knocked them unconscious, stuffed them in sacks, and threw them in the dirty water ditch behind the alley.

The water there wasn’t deep enough to drown anyone, but it would be enough to give those two a hard time.

After buying white lanterns, when they returned to that alley, they happened to see the two men break free from the sacks and limp away, supporting each other.

So the master and disciple followed them, wanting to see who was the mastermind behind preventing others from seeking treatment.

But those men were surprisingly good at escaping. After Wei Jie and Xiaoxiao followed for a while, they disappeared without a trace.

You should know they were covered in the smell of sewage and should have been easy to identify.

Wei Jie, being well-traveled, knew the reason: “They must be hunters, most skilled at tracking and concealing their presence and scent… When tonight comes, we should be able to see the real mastermind among the patients.”

Xiaoxiao nodded silently. For some reason, she had a premonition that this Ghost Festival night at the hour of zi would not be peaceful!

When they returned to the inn, Yu Ling’er, who had run away in a tantrum, had also returned.

There was no choice—bound by the poisonous oath to her mother, she couldn’t stay away from Xiaoxiao and the others for too long.

Because Yu Ling’er couldn’t flexibly control her tail yet, when the ghost gates opened wide, the excessive yin energy could easily cause the fox woman to revert to her original form.

Wei Jie had her stay at the inn. Of course, the little fox who naturally disliked being alone would need someone to accompany her, so Tang Youshu also stayed behind.

When nightfall came, Xiaoxiao and Wei Jie set out carrying white lanterns.

Recently, Luoyi City was holding a courtesan selection, with flower girls parading the streets daily—it was quite lively.

But tonight, perhaps due to the excessive yin energy, slightly superstitious people wouldn’t go out.

The vast Luoyi City suddenly became much quieter.

Though there weren’t many pedestrians, there were more patrolling soldiers everywhere, driving away staggering drunkards and telling them to go home quickly.

When they reached the vegetable market street, those shops had long been tightly closed. Except for a night watchman slowly approaching, there was no one else at this intersection.

The night watchman saw them appear at the intersection carrying white lanterns and shrank back in fright, then muttered under his breath, wanting to take a detour.

But Xiaoxiao was naturally friendly, quickly walking forward a few steps to chat with the night watchman: “Uncle, let me ask you something—do you know when the miraculous Ghost Doctor will come?”

After she asked this question, she saw the night watchman’s face turn pale with fright, his lips trembling.

The night watchman originally didn’t want to pay attention to Xiaoxiao, but she was delicate and beautiful, naturally inspiring pity. Seeing her so young yet about to venture into the gates of hell, he might as well advise her.

So the night watchman lowered his voice and whispered to Cui Xiaoxiao: “Miss, I advise you to leave quickly! In the past two years, people have always died horribly at this intersection on Ghost Festival nights. At dawn, this intersection suddenly appears covered with corpses! No matter how many soldiers patrol the streets, they can’t prevent it… tsk tsk, it’s too terrifying! Haven’t you seen the soldiers patrolling everywhere, driving away night wanderers? Go back quickly… You should know that beside those corpses, there are always white lanterns like the one you’re carrying!”

After speaking, the night watchman quickly picked up his wooden clapper and stayed far away from the vegetable market.

Hearing the night watchman’s words, Xiaoxiao and Wei Jie looked at each other again.

Wei Jie’s expression also became serious. He had only heard elsewhere about this Ghost Doctor’s excellent medical skills and how he had cured many people, but he didn’t know there were such bizarre murder cases on Ghost Festival nights.

But judging from the night watchman’s meaning, this seemed to be a recent development—what changes had occurred here?

Xiaoxiao suddenly thought of Wei Jie’s original trajectory—he had also been found standing in a pool of blood among piles of corpses at the intersection. Had the murders that year… really been committed by Wei Jie?

Just then, the night grew darker. For some reason, although Xiaoxiao and Wei Jie had been standing with white lanterns for a long time, no soldiers came to drive them away.

Today, being Ghost Festival, many street corners and alleys have paper money burning. Though people had been driven away by soldiers, the basins of burning paper remained. A breeze stirred up sparks.

In the choking smoke, mist filled the air. Xiaoxiao suddenly discovered that this intersection, which originally had four directions, suddenly… had an additional, unfamiliar alley.

At the alley entrance stood a stone tablet with “Nineteenth Li” written on it.

Xiaoxiao’s eyes widened slightly because when she was shopping during the day, she had also looked at the street layout map of Luoyi City posted at the intersection.

Luoyi City had a total of eighteen neighborhoods, each named with numbers, but… when had this nineteenth alley appeared?

On that stone tablet, there was also a medicine flag with “Enter Alley for Treatment” written on it.

Just then, Xiaoxiao noticed one or two groups of people also carrying white lanterns walking toward this alley.

So many white lanterns had been sold during the day, but only three groups, including Xiaoxiao, came to seek treatment—it seemed those unidentified people during the day had successfully done considerable work.

Xiaoxiao and Wei Jie looked at each other and followed behind these two groups into the alley.

This alley at first glance was no different from other neighborhoods—once night fell, every household’s doors were tightly closed.

But when Xiaoxiao walked closer, she discovered something odd—other alleys would have houses glowing with candlelight. But the households in this alley were all pitch black, with no cooking smoke or human presence.

Spider webs were everywhere in the alley, and there was a bone-chilling cold air.

Did people live here?

When Wei Jie entered the alley, he carried the lantern bought during the day. This type of undecorated white lantern was usually only hung under eaves during funerals for mourning.

In the night, the lit lantern’s white glow was somewhat eerie.

After entering the alley, they found two groups of people already standing with white lanterns in different spots against the walls.

Though these two groups were dressed like merchants, looking at their unusually dark and rough skin and the muscles exposed on their arms, they didn’t look like traders.

The two groups first silently sized each other up, then turned their gazes toward Wei Jie and Cui Xiaoxiao.

Compared to their numbers, Wei Jie and Xiaoxiao seemed quite vulnerable—just a young man and woman standing alone with their lantern.

However, no matter how many patients there were, the Ghost Doctor would only see one.

Now, with three white lanterns in the alley, it meant three people needed treatment. So Xiaoxiao noticed the other two groups looking at her with considerable hostility and full of antagonism.

Those who knew of this Ghost Doctor’s reputation were no ordinary people.

Xiaoxiao pursed her lips, thinking: I wonder how this Ghost Doctor selects patients—does he pick them like the street courtesan beauty contest, choosing only the pleasing ones?

At this time, night had fallen. Except for the distant pleasure quarters, everywhere was silent. This place seemed isolated from the world—they could neither hear the patrolling soldiers nor the night watchman’s wooden clapper.

So in the dark alley, only three eerily white lanterns quietly gave off dim light.

Just then, a thin old man in silk robes standing across from Xiaoxiao spoke hoarsely: “Miss, are you the one seeking treatment?”

Seeing Xiaoxiao’s supported injured arm, he made this guess.

Seeing Xiaoxiao nod, the old man smiled bitterly: “Looking at you, your complexion is rosy—you don’t seem seriously ill, just some external injuries. If you found some rare medicinal herbs, they could always be healed. Why must you come here for treatment? This Ghost Doctor only gives consultations once a year. Miss, please be kind and don’t compete with this old man, will you? Look how miserable I am!”

Speaking thus, he suddenly turned around and removed his large fur hat.

Behind his head, a hideous, suffering face appeared, glaring at Xiaoxiao with bared teeth. Looking carefully, beside this snarling face were two more fist-sized faces squeezed together like tumors, writhing. These faces were all baring their teeth at Xiaoxiao.

Xiaoxiao seemed like an ordinary young girl, turning pale with fright, hiding behind Wei Jie with tears in her eyes, looking quite frightened by the old man.

But the young girl was curious enough—even scared like this, she still peeked out her head and asked timidly: “May I ask, sir, what illness is this?”

Seeing that he had frightened the young girl, the old man sneered coldly and stopped answering.

But just then, someone from another group spoke up: “Already grown three heads—this is beast poison entering the brain marrow… In my opinion, your illness really doesn’t need treating. I’ve never heard of anyone surviving after being poisoned by the Kaiming Beast!”

Xiaoxiao looked over and saw the speaker had a hooked nose, but he wore a thick cloak with the collar raised too high to see his face.

But judging from the hooked-nose man’s meaning, he seemed to understand the old man’s condition and could even explain the cause.

Kaiming Beast? Xiaoxiao felt this name was somewhat familiar—she seemed to have seen it somewhere.

Cuo Shi – Chapter 35
The main business of the Lingshan Talismonger Sect was subduing demons and eliminating monsters, so entry-level disciples naturally had to be familiar with the world’s strange beasts and demons.

Murals depicting these strange beasts and demons were carved inside the stone caves of Lingshan, where they practiced in seclusion.

Years ago, when Master Tang Youshu was dying, he had brought Xiaoxiao to practice in seclusion together, activating time reversal. During that time, Xiaoxiao had seen illustrations of the Kaiming Beast from the “Classic of Mountains and Seas” on the stone cave murals of Lingshan.

This Kaiming Beast was enormous, shaped like a tiger but with nine heads.

This strange beast was said to be the divine beast guarding the heavenly gates of Kunlun Mountain, with nine heads of different sizes, all with human faces, making petty thieves who fantasized about invading the Kunlun sacred land flee in terror upon hearing of it.

Regarding this beast’s description, the “Classic of Mountains and Seas” only had a few brief lines. However, the text on the stone wall emphasized that if bitten by it, before long, the victim’s head would grow nine flesh tumors of different sizes, just like the Kaiming Beast.

Most terrifying of all, once the nine heads were fully grown, the bitten person would frantically tear apart their intestines and die miserably.

Thinking of this, Xiaoxiao asked again: “May I ask, sir, why were you bitten by the Kaiming Beast?”

The old man’s sudden exposure of the back of his head was not to gain pity or sympathy.

Seeing that among these medical seekers, only Xiaoxiao and Wei Jie were young people, he harbored thoughts of bullying the young, deliberately showing the back of his head to frighten away this young girl.

But he never expected that the other group would suddenly interfere, not only revealing the secret of his being bitten by the Kaiming Beast, but also mocking that his seeking treatment was futile.

Thinking of this, he couldn’t help but look at the hooked-nose man with resentment.

However, the other side also had many people and looked difficult to deal with, so the old man decided to deal with the young girl first.

After Xiaoxiao asked this question, the old man resentfully put his hat back on and said sinisterly: “Miss, I only ask one thing—will you yield this opportunity to me?”

Xiaoxiao blinked, and before she could speak, Wei Jie in front of her said lazily: “The Kaiming Beast of Kunlun Mountain would never harm people without cause. A bold fellow who dares to storm the heavenly gates alone—why would he need a young girl’s sympathetic concession?”

Rather than saying this old man was ill, it would be better to say he had committed sins!

The Kaiming Beast was a spiritual creature that wouldn’t actively harm people easily—who knew what deeds this old man had done to the Kaiming Beast to end up like this?

Looking at his reputation, then thinking of their hunting weapon—the hook claws—everything was self-evident!

Hearing these words, the old man knew these two young people had no intention of yielding. It seemed that the two thorns his subordinates mentioned attacking during the day should be these two…

He cast a murderous glance at the people beside him.

Since these young people were so tactless, they shouldn’t blame him for being impolite.

Tonight, he was determined to claim this sole consultation opportunity!

The moment the old man cast his glance, his two attendants suddenly threw out iron hooks connected to chains, attacking Xiaoxiao and Wei Jie.

Those iron hooks were generally used by hunters to catch roe deer or elk, but they looked much larger than hooks for catching deer.

These were the same type as the hook claws Xiaoxiao and Wei Jie had found on the two tracking men during the day.

It seemed the old man was behind the daytime kidnapping of lantern buyers!

When the iron hooks attacked, they could feel spiritual power enhancing the hooks, and by lamplight, Xiaoxiao noticed the hooks seemed stained with strangely colored water marks, emitting a pungent smell.

Just as Wei Jie said, they were all hunters!

If she wasn’t mistaken, what they hunted wasn’t ordinary mountain beasts, but some ancient, strange beasts and fierce demons, so those hooks were all soaked in deadly poison.

The emperors and nobles of this world mostly needed the skin, flesh, and bones of rare beasts to strengthen their bodies and extend their lives. So there were special hunters who captured rare beasts for those in need. That pair of iron hooks looked ancient, and who knew how many rare beasts had died under these hooks?

At this instant, Xiaoxiao suddenly recalled that when Master recorded his experiences accompanying his teacher Wei Jie to seek medical treatment in Luoyi, he had also mentioned the beast hunters in Luoyi City two hundred years ago.

It was said that several beast hunters with extraordinary abilities were strange people hired by Lord Can at great expense, specifically to capture exotic beasts for him.

After Master Tang Youshu accompanied his teacher Wei Jie with the severed arm to seek medical treatment in Luoyi City, they happened to encounter beast hunters presenting exotic beasts to Lord Can for his birthday, including the Kaiming Beast and other strange beasts parading through the streets in a grand display.

Thinking of this, Xiaoxiao realized—perhaps this old man and his attendants were the beast hunters who had captured strange beasts that Master encountered two hundred years ago!

Unfortunately, this time their target wasn’t beasts, but people!

Wei Jie casually waved his hand, creating a spiritual shield to block their attack, while Xiaoxiao pulled out a water-transformation talisman from her bosom, waving it to summon a water flow.

The powerful impact immediately sent the pair of iron hooks flying back, hooking right onto the two attendants’ shoulders. The sharp claws would trigger their internal springs upon contact.

The hook claws, capable of crushing beast bones, had amazing gripping power and immediately clamped onto the two men’s collarbones.

This injury wasn’t serious—at most, they would suffer and bleed.

But those hooks happened to be coated with deadly poison, which immediately took effect. In moments, the two burly men had rolled back their eyes and died.

However, Xiaoxiao noticed that when the two men bled, red dust-like mist seemed to begin dispersing around them, initially faint, then gradually thickening…

The old man didn’t notice this—he never expected two young people to be so capable!

In shock and anger, he pointed at Wei Jie and Cui Xiaoxiao’s noses and shouted: “How dare you! You dare to kill people in Luoyi City! Is there no law anymore?”

Xiaoxiao felt the old man’s cry of “thief,” while being the thief himself was shameless enough. She said coldly, “It was you who instructed your subordinates to attack us first with poisoned hook claws. Now that the claws have backfired, you brought this upon yourselves!”

Just then, the hooked-nose man nearby laughed coldly again: “Qiandong Hunter King, so you also have times when you stumble! I heard you overestimated yourself and went to hunt the Kaiming Beast of Yaochi… What happened? The scheme to steal chickens failed, and you lost rice instead—after being bitten by the Kaiming Beast into this state, you can’t even beat these two young people… How interesting, haha…”

The old man had recognized the hooked-nose man’s identity long ago: “Hmph, I wondered who it was! So it’s the Eagle Clan from Cangbei! I heard Lord Can also invited your Eagle Clan to hunt at Yaochi. How come I don’t see any trace of your Eagle Clan people…”

The Qiandong Hunter King and Cangbei Eagle Clan were two major beast-hunting families. Among peers, they inevitably competed and looked down on each other. Unexpectedly, today they both entered the Nineteenth Li to seek medical treatment.

The Hunter King squinted, looking at the man’s prominently raised shoulders, paused, then continued: “My injury isn’t shameful! My disciples and I were about to capture that Kaiming Beast when suddenly a group of masked people intercepted us, severing our hook claws and wanting to steal the unconscious Kaiming Beast. Though I fought back with effort and wounded one of them with my hook claws, the beast we had worked so hard to catch woke up during the fight and escaped, and I was also bitten by it… If I don’t avenge this, I swear I’m not human!”

Speaking thus, the thin old man suddenly lunged forward, grabbing and tearing off the hooked-nose man’s cloak.

The result was that the man’s bandaged shoulder was exposed, with a tightly clamped hook claw still attached, looking identical to the Hunter King’s weapon.

The Hunter King’s eyes widened with fury, showing his fierce nature: “Good! The one who ambushed me was indeed you! Your Cangbei Eagle Clan is truly despicable villains!”

This Eagle Clan member was quite capable, actually able to endure the deadly poison on the hook claws. But he probably couldn’t completely detoxify or remove the claws, which was why he came to seek medical treatment, only to encounter his enemy.

Thinking of this, he no longer paid attention to Wei Jie and Cui Xiaoxiao, leading his remaining people to fight with the Cangbei Eagle Clan.

Xiaoxiao’s eyes widened. At this moment, the old man’s words thundered in her mind!

According to the old man’s account, neither he nor the Cangbei Eagle Clan had successfully hunted the Kaiming Beast—both sides were wounded, and all came to this eerie alley to seek medical treatment!

This was very different from the original trajectory two hundred years ago! In the original trajectory, these hunters had paraded through Luoyi City with strange beasts in grand style…

What had gone wrong again?

Since this beast-offering event was unrelated to Wei Jie, Xiaoxiao hadn’t paid much attention before, merely glancing over it.

Now, while the opposing sides were fighting fiercely, Xiaoxiao circled behind Wei Jie and secretly pulled out the secret manual from her bosom, reading it by the lantern’s dim light.

When she reached the section about offering strange beasts in Luoyi City, Xiaoxiao suddenly understood. The secret manual mentioned that Lord Can had received two strange beasts at that time, clearly offered by the Qiandong Hunter King and the Cangbei Eagle Clan.

The Qiandong offering was naturally the Kaiming Beast from Kunlun Mountain, while the Eagle Clan’s offering… was the Corpse-eating Beast from the Underworld!

Now Xiaoxiao understood everything.

According to the original trajectory, Wei Jie should have encountered the Corpse-eating Beast in the valley and, with Master Tang Youshu’s help, barely managed to severely wound the beast.

Finally, the Corpse-eating Beast fled severely injured and was probably encountered by the Cangbei Eagle Clan, who captured it to present to Lord Can. With such a strange beast, the Eagle Clan naturally had no time to interfere with the Hunter King’s business.

But now, because of Cui Xiaoxiao’s sudden appearance, she and Wei Jie had joined forces to capture the Corpse-eating Beast alive early and returned it to the Wei family.

The Cangbei Eagle Clan, having failed to catch any strange beast, set their sights on the Hunter King and ambushed him to steal his prize.

The result was that they interfered with the Kunlun Mountain hunt, causing the Hunter King not only to fail in capturing the strange beast but also leaving both sides severely wounded…

This truly was “pull one hair and move the whole body”—in the end, these two groups whose fates had been changed became unlucky fellows who came to seek medical treatment, unexpectedly encountering Xiaoxiao, the disruptor, in Luoyi’s alley…

After understanding the cause-and-effect relationships, Xiaoxiao felt quite emotional. These karmic entanglements, interlocking rings, also shocked her greatly.

When she cleared her throat and was about to mediate between the two sides, both parties had already become red-eyed with rage.

Just then, the red smoke in the alley grew thicker, as if the spilled blood had attracted more dense smoke, quickly filling the entire alley.

Those people were already agitated, and after inhaling the red smoke, even their eyes seemed to turn red, their strikes becoming increasingly frenzied. Amidst shrill screams, corpses soon filled the alley.

The old man and the hooked-nose man also stabbed each other with swords, and both died…

The white lanterns that had fallen to the ground were now soaked in blood, turning deep red. Under the candlelight, the already eerie alley became even more ghostly.

At this time, the only living people left in the alley were Wei Jie and Cui Xiaoxiao. They both simultaneously pressed the Fengchi acupoints on the sides of their necks, guarding their true spirits…

The red smoke seemed still unsatisfied, continuing to swirl around the two, but these two people seemed unaffected, just standing in place holding their lanterns.

After this standoff for a while, the door of a compound deep in the alley creaked open, and a pale-faced child stood at the entrance. Seeing that there were two survivors, he seemed reluctant and said gloomily: “Patients, please enter…”

After saying this, in just a moment, the child disappeared.

Wei Jie took Xiaoxiao’s hand, and carrying their white lantern, they stepped over the corpses and entered the compound.

This compound looked uninhabited for a long time, with weeds everywhere. When they reached the main hall entrance, a short maid carrying tea looked back at them and said coldly: “You’ve come at a bad time—someone just died in the house. The master says If you’re sensible, leave your white envelope and go!”

After speaking, the maid quickly entered the main hall carrying her tea.

Xiaoxiao and Wei Jie walked more slowly. When they entered the main hall, the maid was nowhere to be seen, but they saw that the hall was indeed hung with a “Memorial” character.

In the center of the main hall sat a lacquered wooden coffin with its lid tightly closed, looking somewhat terrifying.

Wei Jie walked in and knocked forcefully three times on the coffin lid, then said: “I’ve long heard of the Ghost Doctor’s superb medical skills and have come to seek medical consultation. Come out!”

Just then, eerie laughter suddenly came from inside the coffin: “Interesting, interesting—this year’s patients seem to have some substance!”

As he spoke, the coffin lid automatically moved aside, and a bearded old man wearing an oversized burial robe climbed out of the coffin.

Xiaoxiao looked at this Ghost Doctor somewhat speechlessly and couldn’t help asking Wei Jie quietly: “Does this Ghost Doctor have a great addiction to acting?”

The old man had sharp ears and heard Xiaoxiao’s muttering, immediately asking shrilly: “Hey, little girl, what are you saying?”

Having experienced a night of absurd events, Xiaoxiao was somewhat weary. She examined the old man’s excessively pale and delicate skin and said helplessly: “Sir, in just moments, you’ve separately played the child who opened the door, the maid serving tea, and now the bearded old man… Isn’t that a great addiction to acting?”

Hearing this, the old man jumped up on the spot like a mischievous child, still refusing to admit: “Nonsense! Those two were my son and daughter!”

Faced with such a scoundrel, Xiaoxiao wearily rested her head against a nearby pillar, gathered some energy, and said: “Your pale white face can’t be disguised by applying rouge or wearing a fake beard. It’s getting late—do you know how to treat patients? If not, I’m leaving!”

Hearing this, the man finally grudgingly tore off the graying beard from his face, revealing a young, childish face.

He rolled up his oversized sleeves and stared at Xiaoxiao suspiciously: “Previously, people who entered this compound all seemed disturbed. Why are you two so calm and composed, showing no panic at all?”

Wei Jie looked down at him: “Are you asking why we two didn’t succumb to the poisonous smoke in the alley and slaughter each other with those people?”

After saying this, he looked at Xiaoxiao beside him, and both simultaneously pulled out two small green balls from their nostrils.

These were the detoxifying leaves Wei Jie had brought from the valley of Qilao Mountain. Wei Jie had originally relied on these leaves to resist the snake venom.

When Xiaoxiao heard the night watchman’s words, she understood that the past massacres might not have been Wei Jie’s intention.

Having gained considerable experience, she reminded Wei Jie that there might be something in the alley that could make people lose their true hearts.

With her reminder, when they entered the alley, they had already rolled the leaves into balls and stuffed them in their nostrils, just in case.

So when poisonous miasma filled the alley and everyone became agitated, they two weren’t affected by the toxic gas.

However, the other people in the alley were deeply poisoned and finally killed each other, dying one by one.

Seeing that this young man had caused so many deaths yet still had the mood for theatrics, Xiaoxiao frowned and asked: “As a physician, if you want to be selective about saving people, that’s one thing, but how can you harm people before even treating them?”

The young Ghost Doctor was used to seeing fawning and bowing medical seekers. He never expected today’s two visitors to be so tough, not only not anxiously seeking medical treatment but interrogating him instead!

He couldn’t help laughing arrogantly: “Nonsense! Treating patients is very taxing on my spirit. Such precious opportunities can’t be wasted on those short-lived ghosts. If they’re not victors who emerged from fierce competition, how are they worthy of my treatment?”

It seemed he selected patients by gathering medical seekers in one alley like raising poisonous insects, letting them fight each other, and leaving only the final winner.

No wonder in the past two years, on the day when ghost gates opened wide, several corpses of medical seekers would appear at the vegetable market intersection—this was also the Ghost Doctor’s handiwork.

As for the previous trajectory where Wei Jie stood among the pile of corpses, he should have also fallen for this Ghost Doctor’s trick.

Understanding this, Xiaoxiao felt nothing but disgust for this so-called divine doctor.

Just then, the Ghost Doctor’s eyes darted between the two of them, and he spoke provocatively: “Only one living person can leave my compound, but you are two. Why don’t you decide between yourselves who lives and who dies?”

Xiaoxiao smiled: “But I no longer want you to treat me. What does our life or death have to do with you?”

But the Ghost Doctor wouldn’t have it, looking annoyed: “Once you’ve entered my compound, whether to treat or not isn’t up to you! If I let you walk out without treating your illness, wouldn’t that ruin my reputation? No, today you must be treated whether you want it or not!”

After saying this, he suddenly reached out with lightning speed and tore off the bandages on Xiaoxiao’s arm.

Xiaoxiao’s long-unhealed wound was torn open again by the Ghost Doctor, with blood gushing out.

The Ghost Doctor stared at the blackened burn marks around Xiaoxiao’s wound and said excitedly with wide eyes: “This… is a wound from heavenly punishment! You managed to escape heavenly punishment with your whole body intact? Truly extraordinary!”

When he leaned forward to get closer, Xiaoxiao’s long fingers moved slightly, instantly drawing the treasure sword “Yu Tiandou” from her waist and steadily placing it at the Ghost Doctor’s neck.

When this ancient treasure sword emerged from the earth, the gems embedded in its blade had absorbed the energy of heavenly punishment. The sword’s radiance was scorching hot—encountering gods, it would slay gods; encountering demons, it would cut down demons!

How could the Ghost Doctor withstand this? He was forced to retreat again and again by the sword qi.

Xiaoxiao noticed that the Ghost Doctor’s profile reflected in the sword blade was half of… a hideous skull face.

Looking at the Ghost Doctor again, half of his face pressed by the sword qi, his smooth skin rapidly withered and aged beyond recognition.

Xiaoxiao knew she had guessed correctly—this so-called divine doctor… was possessed by a demon.

Threatened by the sword radiance of “Yu Tiandou,” he was already cowering on the ground, no longer showing his previous arrogant manner of controlling life and death, only crying out repeatedly: “Heroine, spare me! I won’t dare again…”

It turned out this so-called divine doctor was originally just a quack. He lost his mother in childhood and was determined to inherit his father’s profession to become a renowned doctor.

Unfortunately, he was dull-witted yet stubbornly proud. At fifteen, when his father wasn’t paying attention, he secretly treated patients and accidentally prescribed the wrong medicine, causing a patient’s death.

As a result, his father took the blame for him and was exiled to the frontier, dying of a serious illness halfway there.

His sister, on whom he depended for survival, had to marry a sixty-year-old man as a concubine for livelihood, but was eventually driven to death by the legal wife.

Having no skills to depend on, he became a beggar, bullied and cursed by others. He accidentally entered a mountain cave and encountered a possessing demon. Unable to resist the demon’s temptation, he made a life-and-death contract, trading his remaining sixty years of life for ghostly hands that could work miracles and determine life and death.

His body was frozen at fourteen years old, becoming the demon’s dwelling place. Once the demon left his body, he would immediately age and die.

However, the demon’s so-called medical treatment was just a sleight-of-hand method, using his sixty years of life to extend the patients’ lives.

The miraculous cures were simply transferring the diseases to the young man himself.

Relying on the demon possessing his body, he wasn’t afraid of having more illnesses and pain.

When he saw patients gratefully praising him as a divine doctor, it gave his inferiority-complex-twisted heart great satisfaction.

However, flesh could only bear so much. If he couldn’t handle too many illnesses and pains, the demon would threaten to leave him and find a new host.

Panicking, he could only find ways to extend his life.

Since his lifespan wasn’t enough to extend patients’ lives, he would use others’ to fill the gap… but his body was too weak to treat too many patients.

So he put up the pretense of only seeing one patient per year, luring those seeking medical treatment into the alley, then using poisonous mist that could drive people mad to make them kill each other.

When the ghost alley was drenched in blood, the demon in his body would be sufficiently nourished, allowing him to again display miraculous healing powers and receive grateful praise from others…

During other times, he hid like a rat that couldn’t see sunlight in the old house of the Nineteenth Li, playing the roles of his deceased father and sister, as if they were still a happy family of three…

He never expected today’s consultation to go so poorly! He was held at sword-point by a young girl with a demon-expelling divine sword.

But what tormented the Ghost Doctor most wasn’t being threatened by the treasure sword, but that Cui Xiaoxiao actually wouldn’t let him treat her illness.
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What this ghost doctor sought throughout his life was people’s admiration and praise. Even though he remained a quack doctor, and the medical skills he borrowed were merely the power of demons, he could still immerse himself in this illusion, unable to extricate himself.

But now, this girl was looking at him with cold disdain, as if looking at stinking water in a gutter.

That contemptuous sideways glance reminded him of his sister glaring at his foolish, incompetent self, who had caused their father’s death…

At this moment, he became fearful due to his guilty conscience, crying with tears streaming down his face. In an instant, he was beaten back to his original form, returning to his former unconfident self.

“Please, let me treat your illness. I’ll be careful and absolutely won’t kill anyone again…”

Xiaoxiao watched his mad and erratic behavior, and couldn’t help but sigh inwardly: The physical ailments may be difficult to treat, but now it seems the hardest thing to cure is the human heart.

In her view, the one who most needed treatment was this quack doctor who borrowed demonic possession to satisfy his vain vanity!

However, after crying for a while, the ghost doctor suddenly thought of something and looked up with a sly smile: “No, you don’t dare kill me! Besides me, no one in this world can cure your arm. Tsk tsk, wounds from heavenly punishment – it seems you’re not a good person either. Why pretend to be a saint in front of me?”

Xiaoxiao also smiled as she moved closer, simultaneously pressing her sword tightly against his throat: “Is that so? If that’s truly the case, I’d rather cut off my arm than need someone as vicious as you to treat it!”

Having said this, she swung her precious sword, about to pierce the youth’s Ghost Palace acupoint. Once struck, the demon possessing his body would be forcibly stripped away.

But just then, the main gate of this ghostly alley courtyard was violently burst open.

A large group of people wielding swords and blades rushed into the courtyard.

Xiaoxiao turned to look – oh, they were all old acquaintances!

She saw the forces of the Four Great Sects gathered once again in the small alleys of Luoyi.

The leader was the long-bearded elder from Wumu Peak. Upon seeing Wei Jie and Cui Xiaoxiao, he immediately frowned: “How is it you two again? What are you doing here? Could it be… You killed all those people outside?”

Xiaoxiao quickly pointed to the youth under her sword: “You’ve got it wrong, this person is the real culprit!”

It turned out the Three Great Sects had received a letter from Lingyun Pavilion, saying they had discovered something strange in Luoyi City – every Zhongyuan Festival, evil demons would go on killing sprees at the vegetable market entrance.

It happened that last year, a relative of a Wumu Peak disciple had come seeking medical treatment and also became a victim. At the time, they didn’t understand why he had fallen dead in Luoyi’s streets.

Now, having seen Lingyun Pavilion’s letter, that disciple tearfully pleaded before the elders, begging his fellow disciples to investigate the truth. Such demon-slaying and evil-eliminating matters were naturally the duty of the Four Great Sects.

This time, the Four Great Sects assembled a great army to crusade against evil demons, calculated the timing precisely, and rushed over to investigate.

Upon arriving, they discovered there seemed to be a demonic aura here, plus a “Nineteenth Lane” that didn’t exist in the city.

Unexpectedly, when they stormed in along the corpse-strewn alley, they found Wei Jie and his Talismonger Sect master Cui Xiaoxiao.

Last time at Qilao Mountain, the Four Great Sects had an unpleasant encounter with these two. They never expected to meet them again this time.

When the elder heard Cui Xiaoxiao say the killer was the youth she was threatening with her sword, he frowned suspiciously.

Now that youth looked sickly, thin as a skeleton, pale and tearful – he didn’t look capable of killing anyone.

As for the ghost doctor, seeing people burst in, he immediately cried out: “Help! I was coerced into this courtyard by these two people. They said consulting a ghost doctor required live human sacrifices… they… they want to use me as an offering!”

Hearing this, several disciples from Miaoxian Mountain immediately shouted angrily: “Wei Jie! You demon, so vicious! You and your master are truly in league with each other!”

With someone taking the lead, others joined in the commotion. For a moment, emotions ran high, as if they were about to immediately capture this master-disciple pair from the Talismonger Sect. The insults became increasingly excessive.

Wei Jie always had a carefree, devil-may-care attitude, but Xiaoxiao now understood what some of his subtle expressions meant.

For instance, now that his eyes were curved, but the right corner of his mouth lifted first, he looked like he was smiling, but he was truly angry!

Xiaoxiao saw that these Four Great Sects people indeed hadn’t improved at all, galloping forward on the road to seeking death.

According to the original trajectory from two hundred years ago, these people should have come to Luoyi City some days later to encircle Wei Jie’s succubus mother, then engage in a fierce battle with Wei Jie.

But now, they had come to Luoyi City early and encountered them in this ghost alley, which was vastly different from the previous trajectory.

She wondered what had gone wrong again.

However, the Four Great Sects misunderstood the Talismonger Sect disciples of sacrificing living people – such a disgraceful accusation couldn’t be borne!

Thinking of this, Xiaoxiao hesitated no more and thrust her sword toward the Ghost Palace point of the lying youth.

Yu Tiandou’s gemstone was saturated with heavenly punishment energy. When the sword light pierced the acupoint, it was like heavenly punishment descending.

The youth ghost doctor immediately couldn’t withstand it. As his eyes rolled back, his hands scattered red dust, attempting a final desperate struggle.

That originally pale face revealed a skull’s grimace, then rapidly showed wrinkles, instantly transforming from a young man into a walnut-skinned old man.

Anyone with eyes could see this was a sign of human-demon separation. This youth had been possessed by a demon for quite some time!

So much so that after separation, the youth immediately aged rapidly, sobbing and crying: “No… don’t abandon me… I don’t want to become a quack again. I’ll help you kill more people! I’m not willing…”

Crying to the end, he finally whimpered and died. From his bleeding nostrils escaped a spider-like insect.

After emerging from the nostrils, the insect inflated like a balloon to fist size, topped with a disheveled face.

The demon quickly swept its gaze around the circle. Suddenly, its eyes showed wild joy, and without hesitation, it rushed toward Wei Jie, crying out joyfully: “Such a perfect body for becoming a demon! Quick, I’ll help you fulfill your wishes…”

But Wei Jie just stood there steadily, with no intention of dodging.

Just as the demon spider shot out demonic silk and was about to reach Wei Jie, Cui Xiaoxiao moved quickly, slashing with her sword and cleaving the large spider in two.

The moment Xiaoxiao slayed the demon, the continuously unhealed wound on her arm seemed to improve significantly…

It appeared that slaying demons and eliminating evil counted as a meritorious deed, seemingly offsetting heavenly punishment’s wrath and allowing her wound to heal considerably.

The moment this possessing demon died, the alley it had conjured also suddenly vanished.

Everyone was now back at the vegetable market entrance in eastern Luoyi City, surrounded by closed shops.

On the ground lay the hunters who had killed each other earlier, along with the ghost doctor’s withered corpse.

Among the Four Great Sects’ disciples, quite a few had inhaled the red demonic dust the ghost doctor scattered before dying. Now the poison took effect, and they became murderous, actually chasing and attacking their fellow disciples.

Fortunately, the leading elders of each sect were experienced. They pressed their Gong Shou acupoints and knocked them to the ground.

Now Xiaoxiao didn’t need to say anything – the facts slapped the Four Great Sects in the face.

The Four Great Sects had their accusations stuck in their throats, not knowing where to direct their spite.

The elder from Wumu Peak was the first to recover, cleared his throat, and said: “In demon-slaying matters, one mustn’t act recklessly alone. If your Talismonger Sect had informed us Four Great Sects beforehand, we could have avoided needless misunderstandings!”

Xiaoxiao sheathed her long sword, slightly raised her chin, and said with sudden realization: “I see. Elder sir, my disciple and I have learned our lesson!”

The elder had originally been making conversation to save face. Who knew this little girl from the Talismonger Sect wouldn’t make a fuss, but laughingly go along with his words, making it impossible to continue shamelessly criticizing them.

Speaking of which, the master and disciple had slain demons and upheld justice, doing nothing wrong. Instead, they had first committed verbal sins, cursing the master-disciple pair without cause.

Just then, as in the previous life’s trajectory, night watchmen passing by saw the bodies everywhere and a group of armed people, and in fright, hurriedly began striking their bronze gongs.

Thus, a large group of soldiers came rushing over, surrounding them.

At this moment, just past midnight, their commotion echoed through the empty streets.

Under the cover of night, a white-robed man standing on a tall building’s rooftop took in all of Xiaoxiao and the others’ conversation, and the ancient precious sword in Xiaoxiao’s hand also entered his sight.

This sword… wasn’t it “Yu Tiandou”? It should have been Wei Jie’s sword – how had it fallen into Cui Xiaoxiao’s hands?

This man was precisely Qin Lingxiao. As the final owner of this ancient sword two hundred years later, he was shocked and furious!

Wei Jie’s visit to the ghost doctor had been within his expectations.

Although in the original trajectory, he hadn’t become Wei Jie’s disciple at this time and wasn’t in Luoyi City.

But Qin Lingxiao clearly remembered Tang Youshu once telling him that after Wei Jie’s arm was severed at Qilao Mountain, he came to Luoyi City to find the ghost doctor for treatment. Moreover, that ghost doctor was very effective – after Wei Jie returned from seeking treatment alone, his severed arm had healed.

Although later it was said that the ghost doctor seemed to have been killed by Wei Jie and never appeared again.

But Tang Youshu didn’t know the process in between.

However, Wei Jie’s committing murder in Luoyi City was true. Although Wei Jie later gained Lord Can’s favor and escaped responsibility for the massacre.

But when Qin Lingxiao heard Tang Youshu casually mention this incident, he ground his teeth, feeling Wei Jie killed like hemp, his sins overwhelming.

If he had been in Luoyi City then, he would never have let this demon escape justice!

Having left Tuyun Mountain early, Qin Lingxiao didn’t know about Xiaoxiao taking most of Wei Jie’s heavenly punishment.

After leaving Fox Mountain, he returned to Lingyun Pavilion, using the spiritual spring’s power to condense his core while deducing that as long as Wei Jie suffered heavenly punishment, he would still come to Luoyi seeking medical treatment as in the previous trajectory.

In his view, Wei Jie’s killing people to obtain exclusive treatment rights was perfectly normal.

But this time, Wei Jie wouldn’t be so lucky as before, gaining noble protection and not bearing responsibility for murder.

Only if people saw this nobody’s viper heart early could they join together to eliminate this scoundrel!

So Qin Lingxiao used methods to deliberately leak the ghost doctor’s secrets, gathering the Four Great Sects early to Luoyi City, hoping to corner the murderous demon before Wei Jie’s severed arm could be reattached.

But why had everything gone awry again? Wei Jie, who should have received treatment, had now become Cui Xiaoxiao with the injured arm.

Moreover, they hadn’t let the ghost doctor treat them. Cui Xiaoxiao had used her precious sword to force the ghost doctor to reveal his demonic form, exposing the ghost doctor’s trap of killing those seeking treatment, then personally slaying the real culprit before the Four Great Sects!

This… wasn’t this completely different from the original trajectory?

Watching that Wumu Peak elder again confusedly acting as peacemaker, Qin Lingxiao felt a surge of anger!

Damn Cui Xiaoxiao! She must be causing trouble again! Did she want to support Wei Jie in becoming a famous hero?

Seeing more and more soldiers gathering in the marketplace, Qin Lingxiao knew going down would be useless. He angrily clenched his fists, signaled the Lingyun Pavilion disciples to withdraw, then turned and left the tall building.

Just then, those soldiers also heard everyone’s explanations. They saw the ghost doctor’s withered, terrifying corpse.

The city had murders every year with no clues. The soldiers had long suspected ghostly mischief. Now, seeing a group of immortal-looking cultivators gathered, plus that hideous corpse, the story became somewhat believable.

Wumu Peak had many disciples, some making their living in Luoyi City. Some even knew the leading soldiers. With such connections and negotiations, things became easier.

However, those soldiers dared not make arbitrary decisions and could only detain everyone temporarily, then report to Lord Can.

This time, as in the previous life’s trajectory, Lord Can, who loved associating with extraordinary people, heard about it and immediately asked who had slain the demon, then invited the Talismonger Sect’s two demon-slayers, Wei Jie and Cui Xiaoxiao, to his mansion for a meeting.

Of course, Lord Can also graciously invited the Four Great Sects along.

However, among the Four Great Sects, Lingyun Pavilion’s disciples always took the path of remaining untainted by worldly dust. Using the excuse that their young pavilion master had ordered them to report back immediately, they departed elegantly.

As for the other three sects, they happily accepted the invitation to be honored guests, entering the mansion for wine.

By now, it was past midnight. In a few hours, it would be dawn, but Lord Can seemed to have been awake all night, even personally coming to the gate to welcome them with courtesy befitting scholars.

Since Xiaoxiao had slain the demon, after hearing the soldiers’ introductions, Lord Can couldn’t help examining this fairy heroine up and down.

Only this heroine looked too young. When her large eyes smiled gently and warmly, she gave off a delicate, gentle feeling. It was hard to imagine her slender arms wielding a sword to slay demons.

Instead, the tall, handsome, unrestrained man beside her looked strong-armed and vigorous, with purple eyes showing faint brilliance, even carrying an intimidating aura…

Examining Wei Jie’s light purple eyes, Lord Can smiled even more amiably.

After Xiaoxiao bowed, she also looked up to examine this young prince.

This beloved brother of the current emperor, Lord Can, appeared to be under thirty, refined and elegant, carrying royal nobility, yet his speech and manner were quite approachable.

He highly praised Xiaoxiao and the Four Great Sects’ chivalrous hearts for eliminating harm to Luoyi City’s people, so he would host a great feast on behalf of all citizens to thank the extraordinary individuals!

The demon was slain by Cui Xiaoxiao, so this honor should go entirely to the Talismonger Sect master and disciple.

But Xiaoxiao discovered that besides cultivating the dantian’s qi, the skill of eloquence was also profound.

Among the three sects, that smooth elder from Wumu Peak was most vivid in storytelling.

Stroking his long beard with an immortal bearing, he detailed how his sect’s disciples had worked hard in Luoyi City for years, spreading informants everywhere to investigate the ghost alley. Hearing this, Lord Can nodded approvingly and personally offered toasts.

Even Xiaoxiao, the person involved, vaguely felt that her lucky killing of the ghost doctor was entirely due to Wumu Peak’s hard preparation work.

So within a few drinks, Xiaoxiao, this unknown small sect leader, quickly had her spotlight overshadowed by the other three sects.

That Wumu Peak elder was quite enthusiastic about worldly affairs, enjoying connections with nobles. He got along well with Lord Can, even presenting him with two Golden Cores he had just refined.

The Four Great Cultivation Sects had resounding reputations with many famous heroes among their disciples. Lord Can was also pleased to associate with them, toasting and drinking in a harmonious atmosphere.

Xiaoxiao didn’t need to socialize with nobles, which was quite comfortable for her. She had spent a night in the ghost alley and was truly hungry.

The prince’s mansion feast was full of delicacies not ordinarily available.

Just as she picked up chopsticks to take food, Wei Jie kicked her leg under the table again.

Having learned her lesson at the Wei family, as soon as her disciple kicked, Xiaoxiao immediately put down her chopsticks and looked at Wei Jie.

She suddenly remembered that when Lord Can offered toasts earlier, the wine cups he handed her were all intercepted by Wei Jie.

However, Wei Jie’s excuse was tactful, saying his master’s arm hadn’t fully healed and couldn’t be contaminated by alcohol. Could it be… he saw something wrong with the wine and food?

Wei Jie smiled at her as if praising his master for being teachable, but didn’t explain.

Just then, Lord Can suddenly asked with concern: “Miss Cui, why haven’t you touched your chopsticks? Is the food not to your taste?”

Xiaoxiao quickly smiled: “How could the prince’s mansion delicacies not be delicious? It’s just that my disciple and I are currently in the grain-abstaining qi cultivation stage and dare not touch food. Please don’t blame us, Your Highness.”

She felt that, having clarified they weren’t murderous demons, there was no point in continuing this drinking and dining. She excused herself, saying her arm was still somewhat injured and she was quite tired, wanting to take early leave to rest.

Lord Can saw her sleeves were indeed still bloodstained and didn’t detain her much, but the reward money couldn’t be refused.

So after Xiaoxiao politely declined resting at the mansion, Lord Can had guards escort the two heroes home with chests of gold and silver.

Having grown accustomed to living off her disciples and grand-disciples, Xiaoxiao was pleased to earn money herself today and didn’t refuse. After thanking Lord Can, she left the mansion with Wei Jie.

However, as they passed through the long corridor toward the mansion’s main gate, Xiaoxiao glimpsed someone watching them from a distant tall building.

When she turned to look, in that moonlit building, a skirt seemed to flutter as a woman with a long trailing dress entered the building.

That woman’s silhouette was graceful, making one unable to look away. She seemed to be the veiled woman from the tavern that day.

Xiaoxiao immediately looked at Wei Jie. He was also looking at that building, his gaze cold, his lips pressed tight.

But he quickly came back to himself, lowering his head to tell Xiaoxiao: “Let’s go. Your grand-disciples are still waiting for us.”

Xiaoxiao nodded without speaking.

She suspected that woman was the singing girl who had sung that heart-stirring song, and further suspected she was Wei Jie’s birth mother, the succubus Siling.

Last time, she had gone to the tavern to sing for Lord Can. Now she appeared in the prince’s mansion, clearly already the prince’s beloved.

But if she was truly Siling, she wasn’t submitting to Lord Can’s power to shelter herself here – she must have ulterior motives.

Thinking of the succubus’s deep hatred for the Four Great Sects, Xiaoxiao couldn’t help looking back at the brightly lit hall.

In this life, the Four Great Sects had come to Luoyi City early, and now the three sects’ elders were all drinking with the prince.

That succubus hated the Four Great Sects to the bone. Could she be doing something now?

Wei Jie was preventing her from eating the feast’s food and wine – had they all been tampered with by Siling?

And Wei Jie’s deep gaze earlier… had he recognized that woman as his mother?

Thinking of the original trajectory’s events, if the succubus ultimately encountered the Four Great Sects and unfortunately died, wouldn’t Wei Jie fall into bloody vengeance and massacre the Four Great Sects?

But if it truly was so, she should be happy, because only then could everything disordered return to the right track, and she could retire successfully.

But Xiaoxiao found her heart felt weighed down by a stone, unable to feel happy at all.

Back, Xiaoxiao remained silent, and the man beside her also seemed preoccupied, only accompanying her in silence.

When they reached the inn entrance, Xiaoxiao suddenly didn’t want to go in. She turned to ask Wei Jie: “Are you… hungry?”

Wei Jie nodded and said, “The shops aren’t open at this hour. I’ll go to the kitchen to find some food.”

After he returned carrying a small wine jar and a bowl of braised beef from the inn’s kitchen, he led her up to the inn’s rooftop to eat a midnight snack under the moon.

Even without Xiaoxiao saying so, Wei Jie knew she was hungry.

On the way back, Wei Jie had heard the grain-abstaining immortal master’s stomach growling several times, almost rivaling a crowing rooster.

Xiaoxiao took the braised beef and bit off a large piece, then asked: “Why did you kick my leg at the mansion earlier? Was there poison in Lord Can’s food?”

But Wei Jie raised his eyebrows and shook his head: “…I was just afraid your eating manner would be unseemly and frighten the prince.”

Hearing this absurd explanation, Xiaoxiao stared wide-eyed, the beef in her puffed cheeks unable to be swallowed.

Seeing Xiaoxiao’s rare, embarrassed appearance, Wei Jie burst into hearty laughter. But before he finished laughing, Xiaoxiao had already viciously swallowed the beef in her mouth, then bit off another large piece from his portion.

Bad thing! Making her miss a delicious feast! Did he think she wouldn’t eat after being mocked like this?

Wei Jie, afraid she’d choke, laughingly poured her a cup of wine.

Too much had happened tonight. But when this little girl faced that demon-possessed ghost doctor, boldly saying she’d rather sever her arm than let him treat her, it truly made Wei Jie look at her with new respect.

So after joking, he casually said: “I always heard you say the Talismonger Sect’s principle is slaying demons and eliminating evil. I never expected you, this little sect leader, would have substance when it mattered, much better than those Four Great Sects who fish for fame.”

Xiaoxiao drained a cup of wine, tilted her head, and said: “Then I’ll take that as a compliment.”

Wei Jie’s smile gradually faded. His purple eyes slightly narrowed as he quietly watched her, suddenly saying in a low voice: “Then if one day… I became a demon, would Master also unhesitatingly raise her sword to eliminate the demon?”
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Xiaoxiao laughed nervously twice and countered: “If the Demon Pearl inside me becomes uncontrollable… would you listen to your grandmother and nail me to death?”

Wei Jie thought seriously for a moment, then turned to look at Xiaoxiao with certainty: “You won’t become a demon.”

“Why?”

Wei Jie smiled lazily: “There’s no hatred in your heart – how could you become a demon? You still haven’t answered my question.”

Seeing that changing the subject was useless, Xiaoxiao could only say helplessly: “Why are you asking this question?”

The man played with his jet-black hair, letting the strands cascade through his fingers, saying carelessly: “Didn’t you hear what that possessing demon said when it saw me? I have a half-demon constitution, making me more susceptible to demonic possession. For those possessing demons, I’m the perfect host.”

Xiaoxiao knew Wei Jie spoke the truth.

In the original trajectory, he would not only become a demon but also become the leader of the demonic path, massacring the Four Great Sects, attempting to open the Underworld, causing the deaths of the entire Wei family, and stirring up chaos across the three realms…

He was indeed prone to turning evil…

Xiaoxiao knew this couldn’t be changed by human effort, as this was Wei Jie’s predetermined fate. Only if he successfully became a demon could she retire successfully and return unnoticed to two hundred years in the future.

He was originally the ancestor revered in her master’s secret texts, yet he was utterly evil.

And she absolutely must not show him the slightest sympathy…

But… she had always spent this disciple’s money and accepted his filial care. As the saying goes, one’s mouth is soft from eating others’ food. After all, they had a master-disciple bond. Even knowing he might return to the original trajectory and die miserably in the end, she, as his master, should fulfill her duty as a teacher before his death…

After finding various excuses to help her disciple, she suddenly felt lighter in her heart. She poured Wei Jie a cup of wine and first comforted him warmly: “I carry a Demon Pearl, and you’re susceptible to becoming a demon. Isn’t this half a pound to eight ounces? Even this disciple of yours can be like a dog that doesn’t despise its poor home – how can I, as your master, be picky? Jie’er, don’t overthink these useless things…”

Whether Wei Jie was moved by Xiaoxiao’s words or heard her subtle insult comparing him to a dog, he just looked at Xiaoxiao with an inscrutable smile.

After finishing her diplomatic words, she cleared her throat and continued: “Tonight’s ghost doctor incident has given me much food for thought…”

Wei Jie took the wine and looked at the rarely serious Xiaoxiao, raising his eyebrows and waiting for her next words.

Xiaoxiao chose her words carefully and continued: “In this lifetime, one must never forget one’s original intentions. Take that ghost doctor – even if his initial intention was to heal and save people, once he fell into obsession and his thoughts became extreme, one wrong step led to more wrong steps… So whether one is suitable for becoming a demon isn’t decided by the demon, but by oneself. The world is vast – what can’t it contain? If you encounter troubles in the future, go to the Northern Sea you’ve always wanted to visit. Perhaps seeing the great roc spread its wings will brighten your heart, and no demon can stay there. Jie’er, remember your master’s words. Don’t take the wrong steps when facing difficulties. Enemies should be reconciled rather than made. Even the greatest grievances can’t be resolved by stabbing with white knives and drawing red knives…”

Wei Jie looked at Xiaoxiao’s rarely serious, tense little face, slowly brought the full wine cup to her lips, and said probingly: “Master, there seems to be something else hidden in your words. Could you be more specific – like which step you fear I might take wrong, or which person I might stab to death?”

Xiaoxiao couldn’t be that specific. She drank deeply from Wei Jie’s wine cup with a “gulp,” thinking about how to give subtle hints without leaving traces.

Unexpectedly, Wei Jie looked at her face flushed red from the wine and continued her words: “Actually, I understand everything. You’ve been trying to coax me away because you’re afraid I’ll disgrace the Talismonger Sect in the future. After all, my bloodline is impure and easily causes controversy. Otherwise, why would you treat even Tang Youshu, your grand-disciple, better than me?”

Hmm… this…

Although Xiaoxiao loved to deceive people, she didn’t want to lie to Wei Jie.

However, heaven and earth as her witnesses, she truly had no intention of cleaning house today!

Just as she was about to speak, Wei Jie lightly touched her cherry lips with his finger, his thin lips curved up, and said in a low voice: “Shh. The moon is beautiful tonight, and the wine is mellow enough. Why speak such disappointing words? We’ve seen enough evil spirits and demons tonight. Why not admire beauties under the moon – it wouldn’t waste this lovely evening.”

Xiaoxiao thought she was used to this demon’s impropriety, but she was still flustered by his casual mention of “beauties,” her cheeks slightly red. Seeing his bright gaze fixed on her, she could only reluctantly turn her face away and say firmly: “Don’t admire me…”

But Wei Jie smiled, showing his canine teeth, half-opening his shirt to reveal his strong chest and abdomen, stretching his waist leisurely, reclining comfortably on the eaves with his purple eyes sparkling like stars, slowly saying to Xiaoxiao: “I’m saying you shouldn’t waste this lovely evening by not appreciating my incomparable beauty…”

This… Xiaoxiao was so angry she almost slid off the eaves.

…In terms of beauty, she admitted she couldn’t match this man’s enchanting allure, but for him to call himself a beauty was too shameless!

Fine, she had wasted her good intentions on this shameless dog. What did his future life or death have to do with her?

Xiaoxiao was so angry that she got up to leave the eaves. Wei Jie laughingly pulled her back. Seeing his benefactor’s puffed-up, angry face, he chuckled again. After finally calming down the little puffer fish, he slowly smiled and said gently, “Master, don’t be angry. Let me admire you instead, is that alright?”

Having said this, as if to show his sincerity, the smile on his face gradually faded, becoming serious: “Though I’ve traveled north and south, wandering in all directions, the most beautiful girl I’ve ever seen is only Lingshan’s Cui Xiaoxiao…”

When he said this, he lowered his head very close to her, so close that Xiaoxiao could smell the faint wine fragrance on his breath and see her tiny reflection in his dark eyebrows and purple eyes…

She should be the one saying these words. Wei Jie was the most beautiful person she had seen in her entire two hundred years…

Luoyi City’s fine wine lived up to its reputation. The wine was sweet and mellow, like June’s warm breeze, making Xiaoxiao’s cheeks even more flushed.

For a moment, she forgot what to say, just blinking her large eyes, silently gazing at him under the moon.

Male beauty was intoxicating. The small wine cup in her hand wasn’t held steady, rolling continuously on the roof tiles with clinking sounds.

Just then, the roof seemed to be vigorously poked several times with a bamboo pole, making thumping sounds, followed by Yu Ling’er’s sharp fox voice from below.

“Having opened guest rooms isn’t enough – you must run to my rooftop to be lovey-dovey! You’re being mushy above my head, clinking and clanking – won’t you let people sleep!”

Yu Ling’er had planned to sleep beautifully on the soft bed while Xiaoxiao was away today.

Who knew the two returning from their medical visit would run to the rooftop to flirt with each other, annoying Yu Ling’er so much that she grabbed a bamboo pole from the outer corridor and vigorously poked the roof.

In an instant, the master-disciple pair’s midnight wine gathering was scattered by one bamboo pole.

When Xiaoxiao returned to her room, the red color on her cheeks finally faded.

Still worried about becoming a demon? In her view, this bastard was already possessed by a lust demon and had almost led her astray if she hadn’t been careful!

Relying on his succubus bloodline, he could cast seductive glances anytime, completely shameless!

To flirt even with his master like this – no wonder Yu Ling’er, a mountain spirit, couldn’t stand it and scolded him for belonging in the Hehuan Sect!

She wondered if he had privately flirted with girls from other mountain peaks.

Thinking of the original trajectory where he eventually transformed into a half-snake covered in scales, perhaps heaven saw his fondness for using male beauty to seduce people and imposed this punishment to prevent him from seducing innocent young girls.

Yu Ling’er sat back on her chair cushion from the bed with great dissatisfaction, huffing angrily: “Why don’t you just go to his room? Why pretend to come back here?”

Xiaoxiao glared at her: “What are you thinking? The night I went to his room, Wei Jie went to Tang Youshu’s room!”

Yu Ling’er’s eye roll nearly flew to the sky: “Give me a break! When you went to see the doctor, I chatted with Tang Youshu and asked him about it. He said he slept alone that night – Wei Jie never entered his room!”

Hearing this, Xiaoxiao was stunned, too surprised to bother with Yu Ling’er’s mocking words.

That night, when the song was enchanting, he never returned to his room. Then… where had he gone? Could it be… he went to find his mother?

If this were true, Xiaoxiao should have been happy, because his life was finally back on track.

But for the rest of the time, despite the little fox’s snoring on the floor, Xiaoxiao tossed and turned sleeplessly.

At this moment, her fraudster adoptive father’s warnings became life truths.

Previously, when she couldn’t bear to deceive people on the streets, he would always twist her ears and say: “You worry about him losing his money pouch and not having food, but why don’t you think about yourself nearly starving to death on the streets! Sympathizing with unrelated people – that’s foolish!”

It was the same now. If she sympathized with that future demon lord, who would sympathize with her being struck by heavenly punishment into shredded noodles?

Thinking this way, Xiaoxiao tried to think of happy things. For instance, this medical visit wasn’t in vain – by slaying the ghost doctor and upholding heavenly justice, the wound on her arm had mostly healed.

Without the arm pain, she could sleep peacefully. Near dawn, Xiaoxiao finally fell asleep.

She slept until the sun was high, truly violating the way of cultivators’ qi practice.

However, Yu Ling’er clearly couldn’t stand her sleeping in. After finishing breakfast, the little fox who had been watching chicks peck at rice in the inn’s front yard while daydreaming and licking her tongue, ran upstairs.

Entering the room, Yu Ling’er shook Cui Xiaoxiao awake with a gossipy expression: “Wake up! A fox seductress has come looking for Wei Jie!”

Xiaoxiao, bleary-eyed, just nodded after hearing this: “Since someone from your fox clan has come, just receive them properly.”

Yu Ling’er was so angry she nearly showed her fox ears, rolling her eyes helplessly: “Not from our Tuyun Mountain fox clan! From a pleasure house… a fox seductress!”

Damn humans, always using foxes in their expressions – this term was disgusting enough!

These words finally made Sect Leader Cui’s messy little head emerge from the covers. She put on her clothes and came to the window, looking down to see a luxurious carriage stopped in front of the inn.

Xiaoxiao recognized this carriage – the singing girl who had almost tempted her to jump from a building had stepped down from such a carriage.

Thinking of this, she turned sharply to ask Yu Ling’er: “Where did the woman from the carriage go?”

Yu Ling’er said alertly: “That woman’s maid came up asking about Wei Jie. I saw the woman wearing a veil, couldn’t see her face clearly, but the carriage had ‘Zuile Workshop’ written on it – not a respectable place. Her demeanor was more seductive than yours. If she found Wei Jie, you’d probably be outshone. So I told that woman Wei Jie wasn’t here and had left the city!”

Yu Ling’er had now absorbed worldly human nature and learned cunning and smoothness.

Wei Jie hadn’t left the city at all. After breakfast, he had taken Tang Youshu to the market to buy braised food as breakfast for the bedridden Cui Xiaoxiao.

Xiaoxiao didn’t understand why Yu Ling’er would deceive this woman.

Yu Ling’er looked at Xiaoxiao like she was looking at an idiot: “Need you ask? My mother told me to serve you, so naturally I must be more careful for you. Wei Jie doesn’t seem like an honest man. I’m watching him for you to prevent you from being abandoned after being used…”

It seemed Yu Ling’er was convinced that Wei Jie and she had an affair. Now with such a seductive fox temptress at the door, she must guard the man for her mistress out of loyalty!

Fox clans’ most hated unfaithful men. Although Cui Xiaoxiao and Wei Jie’s relationship was ambiguous, they should be faithful to each other and see it through!

Only then did Xiaoxiao understand the little fox’s convoluted reasoning.

She was too lazy to correct that she and Wei Jie were completely innocent, and asked again: “From what you say, why isn’t she leaving yet?”

Yu Ling’er shook her head and asked Xiaoxiao: “Should I go drive her away?”

Xiaoxiao took a deep breath, simply arranged her hair, put on her clothes, lifted her skirt, and went downstairs, preparing to personally meet this mysterious woman in the carriage.

The woman didn’t believe Yu Ling’er’s words and kept sitting in the carriage, waiting for Wei Jie to return.

When Xiaoxiao identified herself outside the carriage as Wei Jie’s master, a slender white hand lifted the carriage curtain, followed by a clear voice like sweet spring water: “You… are A’Jie’s master?”

This voice made her heart feel as if it were being pressed by that slender, boneless hand, and her breathing seemed controlled by someone else.

Xiaoxiao silently pressed the Fengchi acupoint on the side of her neck, stabilized her mind, then said calmly: “I don’t know what business you have with Wei Jie – may I pass along a message?”

The woman seemed to see Xiaoxiao’s cautious manner of pressing acupoints to protect her spirit through the window gauze, and couldn’t help sighing with soft laughter: “This method… A’Jie taught it to you, didn’t he?”

Hearing her say this, Xiaoxiao became even more certain of this woman’s identity.

She held back again and again, constantly reminding herself with her fraudster adoptive father’s words, but finally couldn’t go against her conscience, gritting her teeth: “If you’re looking for him, he’s not here… Luoyi City has had many strange people recently, making it less suitable for living. Please protect yourself wisely, Madam, and temporarily leave the city for elsewhere.”

The woman laughed helplessly again: “Though the world is vast, where is truly suitable for living? Girl, you call me Madam – do you know who I am?”

Xiaoxiao probed: “Didn’t we meet at the prince’s mansion last night?”

The woman was silent for a while, then asked: “This place has many people and loose tongues. Could you board the carriage and find a quiet place to talk in detail?”

Xiaoxiao calculated the time – Wei Jie and the others should be returning with the braised food soon.

Since she couldn’t hold back from speaking, she might as well help to the end and see if she could prevent a mother-son tragedy.

So once again her body moved before her brain, and she boarded the carriage without hesitation.

Sitting in the carriage was indeed the woman with trailing skirts she had seen at the tavern. Now she wore gorgeous brocade, her hair piled high in clouds, her face covered with thin, light gauze.

Xiaoxiao noticed this woman’s enchanting, seductive phoenix eyes showed an otherworldly purple color, much deeper than Wei Jie’s eye color.

So Xiaoxiao spoke first: “You… are Wei Jie’s mother, aren’t you?”

The woman was also examining Cui Xiaoxiao up and down. Hearing her question, she smiled ambiguously: “You know about me. Then you should also know my background. Even so, you dare board the carriage?”

Xiaoxiao blinked her large eyes: “Do you… know that Wei Jie changed his surname to Wei with the ghost radical? I wonder which surname you would prefer your son to take, Madam?”

Smart people didn’t need to spell things out to understand each other’s meaning.

The woman said lightly, “Men born between heaven and earth, as long as they’re dragons or phoenixes, won’t be trapped in pools and marshes. They’ll surely compete for resounding reputations. In that case, why worry about what surname they bear? These are all trivial matters.”

Xiaoxiao shook her head and said softly: “Surnames truly aren’t important – even whether one is human or ghost isn’t very important. But if that ‘ghost’ enters the heart, it’s quite different. Mothers generally hope their children become dragons and phoenixes. Dragons include divine dragons that bring rain to protect the human world, and evil dragons that bring disaster. I wonder what expectations you have for your child, Madam?”

The woman seemed not to expect Xiaoxiao to confront her with such words right away.

She smiled slightly and finally slowly removed the light gauze from her face: “What you say makes sense. Though I couldn’t fulfill a mother’s duties and was forced to separate from my young son, my love for him hasn’t diminished at all. Naturally, I hope A’Jie can be smooth and peaceful…”

Succubi were alluring. Seeing this woman’s appearance clearly, Xiaoxiao suddenly understood that the most bewitching beauty wasn’t in flowing glances or beauty that shames fish and birds.

Rather, when you looked once, you seemed to be sucked into endless swampland, uncontrollably sinking deeper, finally completely losing yourself.

The succubus Siling was so beautiful it was despairing, inescapable…

Seeing Xiaoxiao glance at her once, then immediately press her neck and turn to look at the carriage, Siling couldn’t help laughing: “What? Am I so frightening you don’t dare look at me?”

Xiaoxiao honestly replied: “I’m somewhat lustful by nature. When I see beauty, regardless of gender, I can’t help but stare endlessly. Madam, you’re too beautiful – I’m afraid I’ll stare foolishly and be discourteous.”

Siling was amused by Xiaoxiao’s honest words.

It seemed Jie’er’s little master was quite interesting – she looked young, but every word carried sharp wit, and seemed very protective of A’Jie, showing some competence as a teacher.

She also knew about Cui Xiaoxiao bringing A’Jie to eliminate the harmful ghost doctor in the alley yesterday.

This little girl indeed had some exceptional abilities…

Just then, Xiaoxiao asked again: “Madam, yesterday you saw Wei Jie but avoided meeting him. Why do you personally seek to meet him today? Is there some inconvenience at the prince’s mansion?”

Siling nodded and said softly, “I’m currently sheltering at a pleasure house. If people knew he was my son, I fear he’d be mocked. So yesterday at the prince’s mansion, I avoided him. I came here for two reasons: one was to see you, the other was to see A’Jie. But after meeting you, I feel it’s enough – it’s fine not to see him…”

It seemed Siling was also hesitant about meeting the son she’d been separated from so long, clearly longing to see him but retreating at the crucial moment.

Xiaoxiao knew this meeting between Siling and her son had also deviated from the original trajectory.

In the original trajectory two hundred years ago, Wei Jie should have been identified as a murderous demon king, but was protected by the talent-loving Lord Can, who suppressed several blood cases for him.

This heavy favor would naturally make Wei Jie grateful, and later Lord Can would use Wei Jie’s unusual eye color to find his birth mother Siling, allowing mother and son to recognize each other.

In short, in the previous trajectory, Lord Can became Wei Jie’s close friend, and both mother and son were honored guests at the prince’s mansion.

But now, because Cui Xiaoxiao had personally slain the possessing demon, blocking the enormous accusation before the Four Great Sects, the Lingshan Talismonger Sect’s banner remained standing, and the righteous master-disciple pair didn’t need to owe anyone favors.

At last night’s banquet, the three great sects had stolen the master-disciple pair’s spotlight, allowing them to withdraw gracefully without much conversation with the prince.

The mother-son recognition scene couldn’t begin. So in this life, instead of the prince acting as matchmaker, Siling came to see her son herself.

Also, because of Yu Ling’er’s presumption, Siling didn’t see Wei Jie but met Cui Xiaoxiao first.

Hearing Xiaoxiao’s words, she felt this girl’s subtle meaning was that she didn’t want her to meet Wei Jie.

Although Wei Jie’s bloodline was impure and looked down upon by many, he was still a descendant of the Wei family.

If he harbored ghosts in his heart, he might spend his life unable to hold his head high and live righteously due to his succubus bloodline. Now she was hiding in Luoyi City, only able to appear at night, relying on her singing voice to bewitch people. If the world knew A’Jie had such a mother, he truly couldn’t hold his head up for life.

Seeing that A’Jie’s little master wasn’t a hypocritical, vicious person, Siling felt relieved. Even if she couldn’t recognize her son in this life, it didn’t matter.

After all, her heart was full of hatred for her deceased husband. If she couldn’t bring down the Four Great Sects in this life, she would never rest in peace!

But Xiaoxiao’s intention wasn’t to prevent the mother-son recognition, only to prevent Siling from instilling her hatred into Wei Jie.

As the saying goes, children don’t despise their mothers’ ugliness, and dogs don’t despise their families’ poverty. To Xiaoxiao, who came from street fraudsters, being a singing girl wasn’t shameful.

As long as Siling didn’t harbor harmful intentions, selling her voice to earn money was making an honest living, better than leading disciples to perform on the streets!

Xiaoxiao’s main worry was whether Siling would listen to her advice to temporarily leave the city and avoid confronting the Four Great Sects head-on.

However, hearing her persuasive words, Siling’s lips curved slightly in a cold smile: “You needn’t worry about me. I’ve been operating here for a long time and can take care of myself. I won’t leave this place.”

“…You should still heed her words and leave Luoyi City.”

Just as the two women’s conversation was at odds and reached an impasse, Wei Jie’s voice suddenly came from beside the carriage.

The carriage had long since driven out of the city and now stopped beside a quiet bamboo grove.

Hearing the steady male voice, Siling’s phoenix eyes widened slightly, her lips pursed. Finally, she slowly lifted the window curtain and looked at her son after their long separation.

The child who was still like a little radish in her memory was now so tall and handsome!

Though his features resembled his mother’s, his build and temperament were more like his father’s.

The memory of that steady, taciturn man who was the gentlest in the world overlapped with her son in this moment.

Siling’s lips trembled as she stumbled down from the carriage.

Her son was so tall that she had to look up to see him.

Siling still remembered when she left Qilao Mountain, little A’Jie had secretly run out, his small hands clutching her clothes, crying to go with her.

But she was heartless enough to leave him behind. The child stood on the mountain, screaming hoarsely in despair: “Mother, please take me with you! If… if you don’t take me, I won’t acknowledge you anymore…”

That time, she never looked back, but her son’s words were carved into her heart.

Cuo Shi – Chapter 38
“A’Jie… do you know… I am your mother?”

As she spoke, Siling had already begun to cry.

Succubi are heartless and cannot be moved by emotion. But if they develop hearts, every tear they shed is heart’s blood – a spiritual elixir that drives the world mad and preserves eternal youth.

Wei Jie watched his mother’s pale cheeks streaked with blood-red tear tracks. He held back again and again, finally raising his hand to wipe them away: “Mother, don’t cry anymore. These are heart’s blood – crying like this will damage your primordial spirit…”

This single word, “Mother,” made Siling’s tears flow even more uncontrollably.

Wei Jie silently sighed and reached out to press the Fengchi acupoint on the side of his mother’s neck: “This is the method you taught me when I was small. If you cannot control yourself, just press here, and you can guard your original spirit. I’ve always remembered… please don’t cry anymore.”

With this pressure, Siling truly stopped her tears, though her excited emotions still couldn’t be suppressed.

She gazed at her son reluctantly, reaching out to touch his handsome face, finally restraining her emotions and saying softly, “I’ve always feared you wouldn’t be welcomed by the Wei family. But now seeing you’ve taken a teacher and joined the Talismonger Sect, with both a master to care for you and fellow disciples to help, I can be at peace. If there’s nothing else, you should leave this place quickly – it’s not a blessed land for you…”

As she said this, she looked at the whip coiled around Wei Jie’s waist, where the handle bore the bright demon-subduing seal of the Wei family.

Such seals were honors that could only be obtained by adult children recognized by the Wei family.

It seemed the Wei family treated A’Jie well and didn’t slight him because of his bloodline.

With this, Siling was completely reassured. As Xiaoxiao had said, A’Jie’s future was boundless – how could she, as his mother, block his path and force him into the abyss of revenge with her?

As for the blood feud of the Four Great Sects forcing her husband to death, she alone would bear it.

She had painstakingly operated in Luoyi City for a long time. Now, Lord Can had become her devoted servant, allowing her to take whatever she wanted.

As long as she controlled Lord Can and the extraordinary people he recruited, bringing down the Four Great Sects wouldn’t be difficult.

As for A’Jie, the farther he stayed from these sordid affairs, the better. That’s why she wanted the Talismonger Sect master and disciple to leave Luoyi City quickly.

However, hearing his mother say this, Wei Jie remained unmoved, only carefully examining his mother’s eyes before saying: “This city is also no blessed land for you. You need to leave Luoyi City immediately!”

Siling shook her head, as if looking at a child who didn’t understand, still persuading: “You go quickly. I really won’t have any trouble…”

Before his mother could finish speaking, Wei Jie suddenly removed two silver rings from his whip handle and placed them on his mother Siling’s arms.

These silver rings were forged from silver mines near the Underworld, naturally extremely yin. Combined with the Wei family’s blessing, they could reveal demonic forms and sense evil objects.

Wei family members all wore silver armor and helmets – besides being wealthy, it was because silver repelled evil.

As soon as the silver rings encircled Siling’s wrists, she felt burning pain in her skin, as if something in her body was being attracted by the silver rings, surging forth with qi and blood.

If it were someone else, Siling would probably have fought back by now. But knowing her son must have deep meaning for this, she endured it.

The silver rings automatically spun rapidly on her wrists. Between the two rings, the meridians and blood vessels began to bulge slightly, as if something was wriggling inside… Just then, the silver rings suddenly contracted, tightening around that section of meridians.

Wei Jie took out a silver dagger and deftly extracted a parasitic worm from his mother’s skin.

When Wei Jie dropped it on the ground, the entirely black insect was still writhing.

Wei Jie casually drew the precious sword from Xiaoxiao’s waist and cleaved the insect into pulp with one stroke.

Siling had never noticed she’d been infected with a parasite. Looking at her still-bleeding wrist, she was greatly shocked.

Wei Jie looked at the insect pulp and said slowly: “This parasite is no ordinary thing – it’s a Puppet Parasite from the Underworld, born from insects in the muddy swamps at the bottom of the Wangchuan River. It’s said that many who refuse reincarnation throw themselves into the Wangchuan River, so the riverbed is heavy with resentment. The insects that grow there feed on this resentment. When nourished with fierce beast blood to become parasites, they can control ghosts and spirits.”

Siling had never noticed she’d been infected with a Puppet Parasite. Suddenly, having Wei Jie expose this, she was shocked into silence for a long time, seemingly recalling when she might have been infected.

However, Wei Jie provided the answer: “Mother, you only recently entered the prince’s mansion, didn’t you? That night, you went to Wanghai Tavern to sing for Lord Can, and I was actually on the rooftop… After you sang, didn’t Lord Can have a maid bring you a cup of wine?”

Xiaoxiao was also startled. She remembered – it was exactly the night she nearly fell from the building.

At that time, Wei Jie had given his room to her, saying he would return to share a room with Tang Youshu. But Yu Ling’er had said Wei Jie never went to Tang Youshu’s room at all.

So that day, he had recognized Siling but spent the night prowling around the eaves of Wanghai Tavern.

His lightness skills were exceptional – he could lurk there silently without anyone discovering him, thus witnessing the secrets inside the building.

Lord Can had asked the maid who brought the wine when it would take effect.

The woman replied: “When the Puppet Parasite is in seed form, it’s colorless, tasteless, and completely transparent, hard to detect. But after seven days, when it follows the meridians to the heart, it becomes impossible to remove.”

Hearing this, Lord Can said nothing more. However, that parasite-cultivating maid seemed to want to show her merit and added, “Your subordinate’s newly cultivated parasites are nearly ready. These parasites can not only control human hearts but also command various strange beasts. It’s just a pity those hunters seem to have failed in their mission, or Your Highness’s rare collection would have several more specimens…”

Hearing this, Lord Can only stood up and said lightly to the parasite-cultivating woman: “Zhu’er, you talk too much.”

The parasite-cultivating woman called Zhu’er immediately closed her mouth and stood behind Lord Can, following him out of the tavern.

If Wei Jie hadn’t stayed for a while after his mother finished singing and left, hearing the conversation between Lord Can and the parasite-laying maid, he wouldn’t have known the hidden truth.

According to that deeply concealed parasite-cultivating woman, once this Puppet Parasite entered the stomach, it could travel along the bloodstream. Once it reached the heart, the parasite would mature and could control the infected ghosts and spirits.

Knowing his mother was infected but not knowing how to solve it, Wei Jie contacted the Wei family’s secret agents in the city and wrote to his grandmother, finally obtaining these silver rings that could dispel the parasitic worms.

However, this method only worked on those infected for a short time. Fortunately, it arrived in time and finally removed Siling’s parasite.

Siling frowned in thought, still unable to believe Lord Can would parasite her: “How is that possible? Lord Can has always obeyed my every word and never made excessive demands…”

As a succubus with natural charm, she could always manipulate men. Those men would even sacrifice everything for a chance to get close to her.

Siling was most skilled at controlling men’s hearts, so naturally she couldn’t imagine that a man who seemed submissive to her would secretly scheme against her.

If this parasite was truly planted by Lord Can, why had he never opposed her requests? Was his obsessive devotion to her fake?

Siling had always thought she was the lurking hunter, having captured Lord Can as her chess piece.

But now she realized that the man who seemed deeply infatuated with her was the real hunter.

She frowned and muttered to herself: “Did he discover I’m a succubus and act accordingly?”

Wei Jie said lightly, “This person has deep thoughts and loves collecting various strange beasts. Those infected with Puppet Parasites probably aren’t limited to just Mother.”

Xiaoxiao listened silently from the side, suddenly remembering yesterday’s banquet when Wei Jie kept preventing her from eating and drinking.

At that time, even when Lord Can offered her toasts, Wei Jie had intercepted them and drained them himself.

Although Wei Jie had jokingly said afterward that he feared Xiaoxiao’s eating manner would be unseemly, now thinking about it, could he have been afraid Lord Can had tampered with the wine and food?

When had he discovered his mother was in Luoyi City?

After Wei Jie’s brief reunion with his mother, he had the Wei family’s secret guards escort her out of the city.

If it were just ordinary persuasion, Siling naturally wouldn’t leave. But being infected with a Puppet Parasite without knowing it meant she had already become someone else’s chess piece.

From Wei Jie’s words, she learned the Wei family had detected Luoyi’s undercurrents and made corresponding arrangements. If she stayed, she would inevitably disrupt the Wei family’s plans. For her son’s sake, she was willing to temporarily set aside her hatred for the Four Great Sects and seek opportunities later.

That day when Wei Jie sent his mother away, Xiaoxiao watched silently from the side, but her heart truly felt relieved.

Regardless, with Siling leaving the city, perhaps she could avoid the fate of being forced to death by the Four Great Sects, and Wei Jie wouldn’t need to fall into inescapable inner demons from witnessing his mother’s tragic death, then kill the Four Great Sects’ elders.

Xiaoxiao hadn’t expected the matter she’d been constantly worrying about to be resolved so easily.

She suddenly realized that even though she spent day and night with Wei Jie, she didn’t really understand this man.

He seemed to hide many things from her.

Of course, she also hid much from him. So their master-disciple relationship was quite hypocritical indeed!

Perhaps to compensate for the master-disciple relationship damaged by concealment, on the way back to the city, Wei Jie did explain things to Xiaoxiao.

It turned out that the letter from his Wei family grandmother had informed him about his mother, Siling, being in Luoyi City.

However, Grandmother hadn’t written to let her grandson reunite with his mother, but to notify him to assist the Wei family’s secret agents in investigating Luoyi City’s lord, Lord Can.

When the Corpse-eating Beast escaped from the Underworld, Grandmother suspected it wasn’t accidental.

After careful investigation, they discovered that a Wei family guard watching the Underworld had been infected with this Puppet Parasite.

These Puppet Parasite seeds had been brought out from the Underworld by a Wei family traitor. Now, suddenly discovering this, the Wei family grandmother immediately sealed the information and began secret investigations.

That guard had been infected for a long time – the Puppet Parasite had grown to fist size and couldn’t be removed. Before dying, he spat blood and revealed the hidden truth.

It was under someone’s control that he had secretly released the Corpse-eating Beast.

At that time, many beast hunters had come around Qilao Mountain, as if they knew strange beasts would escape from the Underworld.

Such elaborate arrangements were not just a noble’s special hunting hobby. Grandmother suspected the person behind this had other purposes and began secret investigations.

Fortunately, there weren’t many people in the world who could cultivate these Puppet Parasites. Following clues from the escaped traitor, the Wei family quickly traced his daughter, who had become a guest at Luoyi City’s prince’s mansion, and unexpectedly discovered the succubus Siling was also in the city.

Knowing her grandson Wei Jie was also coming to Luoyi City, Grandmother wrote that letter and returned the Wei family heir’s coming-of-age gift – that blessed whip – to Wei Jie.

Hearing Wei Jie’s explanation, Xiaoxiao felt much emotion.

So that was it – no wonder Wei Jie had hesitated so long when first entering the city.

He had been separated from his mother since childhood. Even after growing up and understanding his mother’s hardships, he would still have unresolved feelings. His hesitation then was whether he was also uncertain about whether to meet his mother.

That Wei family’s old grandmother was a cunning old walnut with many twists and turns in her mind.

Xiaoxiao guessed that besides preventing her grandson from being caught off guard meeting Siling, Wei family grandmother’s real purpose was another test for Wei Jie – to see whether he would follow his father’s path and how he would handle his relationship with his demon mother.

Perhaps in the original trajectory two hundred years ago, the Wei family had also arranged secret guards in the city.

However, in the original trajectory, Wei Jie had a bad reputation, and with the Zhongyuan Festival medical disaster, he was utterly notorious. The Wei family’s secret sentries in the city probably wouldn’t have passed good words back to the Wei family.

With the Wei family bearing heavy responsibilities, they naturally wouldn’t let morally corrupt descendants return, let alone have further contact with Wei Jie.

If it was truly as she thought, how desolate and helpless was Wei Jie in his previous life?

At least until now, Xiaoxiao felt that the Wei Jie in the original trajectory had borne far too much blame that shouldn’t have been his.

Even if he might become a demon later, Xiaoxiao now felt he wasn’t an utterly irredeemable person.

How angry and resentful must Wei Jie have been, bearing false accusations and watching his long-separated mother die tragically before his eyes, with nowhere to vent?

Thinking of this, Xiaoxiao also sighed silently. Amitabha, she had the thought that the Four Great Sects deserved their deaths at Wei Jie’s hands in the previous life.

She was also someone with a Demon Pearl attached – having such wicked thoughts was truly inappropriate! Xiaoxiao quickly recited the Heart-Clearing Mantra to drive away evil thoughts.

However, looking at it this way, that unassuming Lord Can from the previous life was quite a character!

There were very few men in the world who couldn’t be bewitched by succubi, and this Lord Can was one of them.

When a man couldn’t be swayed by feminine beauty, it generally fell into two categories: one was castrated eunuchs, the other was having needs more intoxicating than feminine beauty that they couldn’t extricate themselves from.

She wondered what type this Lord Can was.

But remembering Lord Can’s meaningful gaze when looking at Wei Jie, Xiaoxiao suspected it was probably the latter.

Could this Lord prefer men?

Hearing his master’s unreliable speculation, Wei Jie looked at her sideways and asked with a cold smile: “Are you saying I’m effeminate, like someone who would submit beneath others?”

Hmm… Xiaoxiao grimaced, tactfully suggesting that maybe Lord Can liked being on the bottom.

Wei Jie continued his cold smile, saying that Yu Ling’er was right – Cui Xiaoxiao was indeed very suitable for leading the Hehuan Sect.

“You think not being seduced by succubi means liking men? In this world, there are things more heart-stirring than beauty.” Wei Jie said slowly.

Seeing Xiaoxiao still didn’t understand, Wei Jie explained lightly: “If ambition is sufficiently inflated, even the most beautiful succubus cannot stop their forward path.”

Xiaoxiao understood: If Lord Can didn’t prefer men, then he was someone with tremendous ambition and aspirations.

Thinking again of his refined, gentle manner in dealing with people, it was chilling.

Demons in this world were easy to identify – you just needed a demon-subduing divine sword. But discerning human hearts was extremely difficult.

Sometimes people were always more complex and terrifying than demons…

When they returned to the inn, the spicy and vinegary braised food Wei Jie had bought for Xiaoxiao had been mostly eaten by the little fox.

Yu Ling’er had now discovered that there were too many delicious things in the human world. A life limited to chicken innards and breast meat was too boring.

When lovesickness was hard to resolve, eating human delicacies was truly healing!

Fortunately, Tang Youshu was filial and thought of his master and grandmaster, who hadn’t eaten yet, desperately protecting two bowls, so Xiaoxiao could still have breakfast.

While eating the braised food, Xiaoxiao suddenly remembered that during yesterday’s banquet, Lord Can had mentioned he was about to hold his thirtieth birthday feast, planning a lakeside wine banquet at Autumn Water Pond on the city outskirts, treating guests to the local specialty, fine-scaled fish. It was said Lord Can loved fishing and had been personally leading people to catch fish these past days to entertain distinguished guests.

At that time, the Wumu Peak elder had cleverly catered to him, saying he also loved fishing, and chatting enthusiastically.

All the major sects present at the prince’s mansion were on the invitation list.

While gnawing on braised chicken feet and asking Wei Jie about this, Wei Jie said: “If Lord Can sends an invitation, we naturally must attend the banquet to see what tricks are at the feast.”

As he said this, he was cracking his whip. The whip precisely coiled around empty wine jars stacked on the ground, as flexible as an extended arm.

After practicing for a while, he casually removed a silver ring from the whip and placed it on Xiaoxiao’s wrist.

Xiaoxiao looked at the silver ring – the pattern on it was precisely the Wei family’s demon-subduing charm.

When placed on Xiaoxiao’s hand, the silver ring vibrated several times, as if adapting, before finally slowly settling down.

Wei Jie explained: “Because you have a Demon Pearl inside you, the silver ring vibrates. Wearing it, if evil objects approach again, it will warn you.”

Xiaoxiao shook her wrist. She was naturally slender-boned, so this ring fit perfectly as a bracelet. Xiaoxiao reminded herself to just wear it and never touch it with her fingers, lest she turn it to ash again.

Those Puppet Parasites were hard to guard against. Wearing this bracelet, if parasite seeds approached, she could know in advance.

After talking with Xiaoxiao for a while, Wei Jie went out on business.

Xiaoxiao noticed several tall men in cloaks standing at the inn entrance. Though they were wrapped tightly, Xiaoxiao’s eyesight was exceptional, and she could still see the silver-inlaid demon-subduing seals on their armor through the cloaks.

These were all Wei family people. Wei Jie spoke with them quietly for a while, then left with them. There must be business that would take some time.

Seeing Wei Jie leave, Xiaoxiao lost interest in the braised food and quietly contemplated where she should go.

The matter she’d been most worried about – Wei Jie’s mother-son life-and-death separation – seemed resolved. Siling had also removed the Puppet Parasite, eliminating future troubles.

Being so, staying in Luoyi City seemed meaningless. As for whether the Four Great Sects were infected with Puppet Parasites, Xiaoxiao admitted she couldn’t care for them.

If Lord Can truly harbored evil intentions, in the previous trajectory, the Four Great Sects, who also appeared at Lord Can’s birthday banquet, would still fall victim.

After the Nineteenth Lane encounter, Xiaoxiao had experienced how her unintentional actions could bring changes to people in this life. She could only be cautious in word and deed, trying not to interfere with these people and events anymore.

Just then, the prince’s mansion guards came to deliver invitations.

Having made up her mind, Cui Xiaoxiao smiled at the messenger: “Thank you for Lord Can’s kind intention, but we are people of the mountains and wilds. Having finished our business in the city, we won’t disturb His Highness further. We’re about to leave the city.”

Hearing this, the messenger was greatly displeased, drawling: “Although you are all cultivators seeking the Dao, before becoming immortal, you must still struggle in the mortal world for some time. Lord Can is the current emperor’s most beloved brother, supremely noble. Your refusal like this is probably inappropriate.”

His words were a warning to Xiaoxiao for not knowing what’s good for her, but Xiaoxiao pretended not to understand and smilingly sent the messenger away.

Tang Youshu, listening from the side, worried: “Grand-master, won’t this offend Lord Can and make him retaliate against us?”

Xiaoxiao sighed slightly. If it were just a prince’s invitation, someone like her who loved freeloading at feasts would have no reason to refuse.

But the host happened to be Lord Can. Though Lord Can appeared refined, elegant, and approachable, Cui Xiaoxiao had no desire to deal with him.

Since learning that Wei Jie’s mother, Siling, was infected with Puppet Parasites, Xiaoxiao had been pondering this question – was Lord Can going to such lengths to collect these fierce, strange beasts merely a personal hobby?

You must know that the Kaiming Beast guarded the Kunlun Heavenly Gate. If it were captured by that Qiandong hunter king, the Heavenly Gate would lack its guardian divine beast. Once evil demons entered the Heavenly Gate, it would surely provoke the gods’ wrath with unimaginable consequences.

In the previous trajectory, the strange beasts those hunters risked their lives to capture – whether Kaiming Beast or Corpse-eating Beast – were all taken by Lord Can.

Then Lord Can turned around and presented the Kaiming Beast to the current emperor under the pretext that auspicious beasts appearing in the world would protect the country and guard the gates for His Majesty. At that time, all court officials congratulated His Majesty together, praising the emperor’s brotherly love and virtue. Even if there were a few opposing voices, they were drowned in the praise.

She remembered her master writing in the secret texts that after he accompanied his master away from Luoyi City, Great Qi suffered three years of great drought, followed by three years of heavy rain.

During this period, countless refugees cursed the Great Qi emperor for incompetent governance. After this, the changes in mortal imperial power – even without reading her master’s secret texts, Xiaoxiao knew what happened.

After all, Great Qi had lasted over two hundred years. By Xiaoxiao’s time, the ruler was already Lord Can’s fourth-generation descendant.

However, this Lord could never succeed his imperial brother to the throne, but supported his young son to power while hiding behind the scenes. It was said he had achieved enlightenment and immortality, entering the Great Vehicle early.

Where would common people know such imperial secrets? So Xiaoxiao wasn’t very clear about the later immortal fate.

Generally speaking, this Lord Can had smooth sailing and success in his previous life!

Unfortunately, now, with Xiaoxiao’s appearance as a variable, affairs in Luoyi City had begun to change.

Now, both the Qiandong and Cangbei beast hunters had failed and returned, dying miserably in the ghost alley, so no rare exotic beasts would be presented.

It seemed Lord Can’s birthday gifts this time would be greatly diminished.

Cuo Shi – Chapter 39
Having thought this through, Xiaoxiao felt the whirlpool in Luoyi City was too deep, and she didn’t want to get involved.

While several people were sitting idly in the inn, Xiaoxiao noticed many soldiers appearing in the city, conducting house-to-house searches, with places like inns being key targets.

The inn where Xiaoxiao and her group stayed was also searched.

Those soldiers seemed to focus their interrogations on women. Since someone had seen a luxurious carriage stopped at the inn, Xiaoxiao’s group became key subjects for questioning.

During the conversation, Xiaoxiao learned they were searching for the prince’s mansion’s singing girl, Siling.

Earlier in the city outskirts, Siling had sent her carriage back to the Zuile Workshop in the city while she went to seek refuge with friends.

As for who these friends were, she hadn’t said, only telling Wei Jie not to worry about her.

It seemed she still didn’t want to become too entangled with her son, lest it affect Wei Jie.

Now it appeared Lord Can had already realized the succubus Siling had escaped his control, so he was searching for her throughout the city.

Fortunately, Xiaoxiao bore the reputation of a righteous hero who had slain demons for Luoyi’s people, so those soldiers didn’t make things too difficult for her.

Xiaoxiao wondered what purpose Lord Can had in going to such lengths to find Siling.

In her master’s secret texts, Xiaoxiao found some clues.

It turned out this Lord Can, after becoming regent, assisting his son, had maintained an ageless appearance, earning the title of “Immortal King” from the world.

This was said to be proof of achieving immortal enlightenment.

However, when her master mentioned this Immortal King in his secret texts, he held an investigative attitude.

After all, such pampered people who were still obsessed with power schemes would find it difficult to build qi and form cores without leaving worldly dust behind to cultivate in tranquility.

For Lord Can to form cores and maintain a youthful appearance before age forty made her master Tang Youshu quite amazed.

Reading this, Xiaoxiao formed a bold hypothesis: Lord Can’s reason for setting traps for Siling might be to obtain her blood tears!

With a succubus’s heart’s blood tears, even ordinary people without a foundation could maintain eternal youth.

But heart’s blood was particular – it required a succubus’s emotional tears of sorrow. Simply tormenting a succubus to make her cry from pain wouldn’t yield those precious emotional blood tears.

If her guess was true, and Lord Can in the previous life had maintained eternal youth by obtaining the succubus’s heart’s blood tears, how had he made Siling shed emotional tears?

Whatever the method, thinking about it sent chills down one’s spine.

Fortunately, Siling had already left Luoyi City, and Wei Jie wouldn’t have to bear the pain of losing his mother.

Xiaoxiao didn’t want to investigate Lord Can further. After all, he was from two hundred years ago, part of the imperial dragon bloodline with predetermined fate – not something she should interfere with.

The sound of heavenly punishment rolled in her ears. Cui Xiaoxiao reminded herself to carefully avoid these great pitfalls.

As for Lord Can’s conspiracy, the Wei family would handle it – this was also part of the previous life’s trajectory. She didn’t belong here; the more she did, the more mistakes she’d make.

Since staying here was meaningless, leaving Luoyi City immediately was the wisest choice!

When Wei Jie returned while she was packing, he saw Xiaoxiao having Tang Youshu buy lots of food for the carriage and asked about it.

Xiaoxiao didn’t mention the invitation from the prince’s mansion, only saying they were preparing to depart and asking Wei Jie to pack his things too.

Wei Jie’s gaze darkened, and he said nothing.

When they were ready to load the carriage and depart, Xiaoxiao discovered Wei Jie was nowhere to be found. Unable to find him anywhere, she asked Tang Youshu: “Young Master Tang, have you seen your master?”

Tang Youshu scratched his head in difficulty, saying quietly: “Grand-master, I… I accidentally let slip earlier and told Master about Lord Can sending guards with an invitation. He went to the banquet alone… You… you won’t blame me, will you?”

Xiaoxiao was stunned, finally sighing helplessly. Rarely had she determined to take Wei Jie’s punishment upon herself and prepare to take him away, yet she still couldn’t twist fate’s thread.

In the original trajectory, he had recognized his mother at Lord Can’s banquet, then clashed with the Four Great Sects.

She had thought that with Siling leaving the city, everything could change. Now it seemed human effort truly couldn’t alter fate – Wei Jie had still gone to Lord Can’s birthday banquet behind her back.

Of course, she guessed his reason for going – he was probably entrusted by the Wei family to investigate Lord Can’s truth.

Xiaoxiao pressed her lips together, feeling she had done all she could.

Though Wei Jie was currently a good person, his fate to become a demon was set. Whether his future path was righteous or evil depended on a single thought.

She, his nominal master who had disrupted time and space and shouldn’t have had any connection with him, should part ways now.

Thinking this, she ordered: “Defying his master’s orders and acting on his own – how improper! No need to wait for him. Let’s depart!”

Tang Youshu was startled, pleading quietly: “Leaving Master alone isn’t good, is it? Grandmaster, please… please forgive Master. Otherwise, you go ahead and I’ll wait here for him, so we can look out for each other.”

Xiaoxiao looked at her young benefactor master with some reluctance. If circumstances allowed, she truly hoped to accompany her master through the journey.

But her connection with him would only truly continue two hundred years later, so she could only force a smile and pat Tang Youshu’s shoulder: “Naturally, you should wait for your master. But the city has been chaotic lately, and your master definitely wouldn’t want anything to happen to you. You can wait for him at the pavilion outside the city gate…”

If Wei Jie was destined to clash with the Four Great Sects, Tang Youshu would be safer outside the city.

Thinking this, she solemnly instructed: “Young Master Tang, after you establish your sect, please hire a cook for the mountain. Though you’re a good person, your cooking skills are truly… unworthy of a compliment. Also, your disciples are all young – try not to shortchange them on food and drink. If you should leave, at least leave the disciples some money for sustenance. Try to use curses like the Gold-Consuming Curse, such wicked spells, as little as possible…”

Her rambling instructions left Tang Youshu bewildered, unable to understand what his grandmaster’s scattered words referred to.

However, Tang Youshu was already deeply grateful that his grandmaster would kindly let him stay to wait for his master.

After Xiaoxiao hastily wrote a letter for Tang Youshu to pass to Wei Jie, she boarded the carriage with the little fox girl Yu Ling’er and left.

Watching her master’s lonely figure in the pavilion grow more distant, Xiaoxiao slowly exhaled.

Now she only had the little fox girl as a burden beside her. She decided to return to Tuyun Mountain to see if the Fox King could make his daughter change her oath and stop following her.

If Yu Ling’er truly wanted to repay kindness, she could change her oath to follow Wei Jie instead.

This way, everything would return to the right track. She would only need to find a way back to two hundred years later by herself, trying not to affect current people and events.

After traveling for a day, they were getting farther from Luoyi City.

Yu Ling’er had originally thought Wei Jie and the others might catch up to apologize to Xiaoxiao.

After all, this ambiguous master-disciple pair was always quarreling and making up. Yu Ling’er was used to it – these were just domestic squabbles. What couldn’t be forgiven?

After a day, Wei Jie and the others still hadn’t caught up.

Yu Ling’er was getting worried for them.

But Xiaoxiao said calmly: “As long as there’s no thunder or rain, they’re fine.”

Yu Ling’er didn’t understand this mystery.

Xiaoxiao sighed slowly. She could hardly explain that if Wei Jie and the others met with misfortune and changed fate, heavenly thunder would strike her!

Only Yu Ling’er’s carriage driving wasn’t very good – they kept stopping and starting along the way.

Sure enough, the carriage stopped again halfway.

She heard Yu Ling’er driving the carriage cry out in wild joy: “Young Pavilion Master Qin! Did you come looking for me?”

Xiaoxiao, who had been meditating with closed eyes, poked her head out to look – indeed! That white-robed, jade-crowned youth standing in the middle of the road was the long-unseen Qin Lingxiao!

He now wore a frosty expression, as if someone owed him vast sums of money.

The fox girl Yu Ling’er was overjoyed, abandoning the carriage to run over, so happy at seeing her benefactor that she nearly sprouted fox ears.

Qin Lingxiao hadn’t expected that even though he had replaced Wei Jie in this life as this fox girl’s savior, she was still mixed up with Wei Jie and the others. His gaze toward Yu Ling’er inevitably showed disappointment.

Yu Ling’er thought Qin Lingxiao misunderstood her character, thinking she was improperly involved with the Talismonger Sect disciples.

Without Qin Lingxiao asking, Yu Ling’er immediately and eagerly told him everything that had happened after he left – how Cui Xiaoxiao had brought the Talismonger Sect disciples to block heavenly punishment for the fox clan, and how she had been forced by her mother to make a poisonous oath to serve Cui Xiaoxiao.

Only then did Qin Lingxiao learn that Cui Xiaoxiao had taken Wei Jie’s heavenly punishment. No wonder this time it was she who was injured while Wei Jie remained unharmed.

Facing Yu Ling’er’s chattering greetings, he only said somewhat coldly: “Miss Yu, I have some private matters to discuss with Sect Leader Cui. Please excuse yourself…”

Yu Ling’er hadn’t expected that even after all her explanations, Qin Lingxiao still misunderstood her and remained cold.

But… what private matters did he have to discuss with Cui Xiaoxiao? Why exclude her?

Could this Cui Xiaoxiao be like Wei Jie – looking at one bowl while eyeing another, secretly flirting with others behind their partner’s back, trying to seduce her Young Pavilion Master Qin?

The little fox was momentarily grief-stricken, angrily wiping tears as she turned and ran away.

When only Qin Lingxiao and Cui Xiaoxiao remained, he glared coldly at the girl before him and suddenly reached out to seize the “Yu Tiandou” in her hands.

This demon-slaying divine sword containing heavenly punishment energy should be in the hands of someone worthy of it.

What virtue or ability did Cui Xiaoxiao of the third-rate Talismonger Sect have to deserve this sword?

When he first met Cui Xiaoxiao two hundred years later, the difference in their cultivation was like a vast chasm.

Qin Lingxiao had never taken Cui Xiaoxiao seriously.

Traveling back two hundred years, Qin Lingxiao’s cultivation had greatly decreased, while Cui Xiaoxiao had encountered one opportunity after another, constantly narrowing the gap between them, which was quite uncomfortable.

Fortunately, after drinking from Fox Mountain’s spiritual spring, Qin Lingxiao had returned to Lingyun Pavilion to cultivate day and night, finally recovering some cultivation.

Since these cultivation paths were ones he had walked before, with blessed opportunities, his progress was miraculous. He had condensed qi into cores, even shocking his father, who praised, “My son has heaven-sent talent!”

Now Qin Lingxiao was taking advantage of Wei Jie’s absence and Cui Xiaoxiao being alone to reclaim his sword.

This sword was no ordinary object – it only attached itself to the strong. Its successive owners were all world-shaking powers.

What virtue or ability did Cui Xiaoxiao, a girl who had luckily obtained some opportunities, have to possess this divine sword?

In Qin Lingxiao’s view, reclaiming his rightful sword was proper and justified.

Cui Xiaoxiao had no intention of returning the sword.

When his hand wrapped in true qi attacked, Xiaoxiao naturally cast a Thought Formula, extending two fingers with a light wave, making the precious sword at her waist unsheathe, spin around, and avoid Qin Lingxiao’s grab.

During these days of meditation, whenever her spiritual platform was clear, she could resonate with the sword, making it hum and ring. Controlling the sword with finger movements was becoming increasingly natural.

If it were an ordinary sword, Qin Lingxiao might have silently praised Cui Xiaoxiao’s improved skill in this qi-controlling sword technique.

But what she was now controlling was the heavenly punishment divine sword – “Yu Tiandou”!

Swords had sword souls and were most proud and unyielding. How could they be controlled by mortals?

Throughout history, top swordsmen didn’t need to cultivate the Dao. When their sword mastery reached a certain level, they automatically transcended mortal bones and entered the Dao realm.

This showed how difficult achieving unity between person and sword, and sword mastery, was.

To control a divine sword like “Yu Tiandou” required not only deep dantian cultivation but also a powerful spiritual force that could resonate with the sword.

Cultivation could be trained later in life, but spiritual force was innate and couldn’t be forced!

When Qin Lingxiao first slew Wei Jie and obtained this divine sword, he treasured it and wanted to achieve Wei Jie’s level of controlling the divine sword at will.

But he had secluded himself with this sword for ten full years, yet could never resonate with it. The sword’s soul seemed to have died with its former owner, Wei Jie, becoming silent.

Though Qin Lingxiao was unwilling to give up, he could only abandon this path and find another way, walking the path of condensing qi into swords.

Though he could later control multiple qi swords, those qi swords were never as good as this demon-subduing divine sword.

This was why he wouldn’t easily use this sword – because every time he saw it, it silently reminded him that he was ultimately inferior to Wei Jie.

If not for the Silk Farm demon being possessed by a Demon Pearl and being difficult to handle, he wouldn’t even have used Yu Tiandou to slay demons.

Because only he knew clearly that he had never become the sword’s true master.

Yet this girl before him, who looked delicate and frail like a willow in the wind, actually had such powerful spiritual force! In such a short time, she had tamed “Yu Tiandou” and easily resonated with it!

How could the always proud and self-admiring Qin Lingxiao bear this?

He cried out, “What clever method did you use? How could you possibly control this sword?”

Xiaoxiao didn’t quite understand Qin Lingxiao’s shock. She blinked and replied lightly: “What? Is this very difficult?”

Young Pavilion Master Qin, who had always been praised as heaven-sent genius, felt tremendous and sharp humiliation at this moment!

He had spent ten full years trying to control this divine sword with no results. Now he was being counter-questioned by a girl he looked down upon, asking if it was difficult!

He was too lazy to listen to Xiaoxiao’s boasting and single-mindedly focused on seizing the sword first.

Unfortunately, Xiaoxiao’s mouth was also like a sharpened precious sword – having started, there was no reason to easily turn back: “You were once the dignified founding sect master of a sword sect, yet now you’re grabbing like a bandit?”

Qin Lingxiao said angrily: “Don’t you know in your heart whether this sword is mine? Haven’t you seen me use it?”

Xiaoxiao blinked her large eyes: “But that was two hundred years later! If we’re arguing this way, this sword should currently belong to Wei Jie! Moreover, for this sword, my arm suffered heavenly punishment wounds! So it’s now mine, indisputably! If you insist it’s yours, call to it once and see if it responds!”

Qin Lingxiao was so angry his hands were shaking, but Xiaoxiao was right – this sword indeed wasn’t currently his, but it shouldn’t be this female fraud’s either!

Pride prevented him from grabbing it by force after being mocked as a bandit. He just said coldly, “Cui Xiaoxiao, don’t go too far! Do you want to call the shots two hundred years ago? Have you thought about the consequences of acting so recklessly? Don’t you want to go back anymore?”

Xiaoxiao waved her finger, making “Yu Tiandou” return to its sheath: “You know how to go back?”

Qin Lingxiao took a deep breath, suppressing the anger Xiaoxiao had provoked, trying to reason with the little girl emotionally and logically: “As long as we have Zhu Jiuyin’s divine statue, we can return. But that statue was won by Wei Jie in a bet at Zhangwei Mountain. That should be three years from now. If you want it, you must wait patiently. I see you’ve already left Wei Jie – this is good, and avoids interfering with his trajectory.”

Xiaoxiao’s brow furrowed slightly. Zhangwei Mountain? Wasn’t that the divine mountain where the mountain god Zhu Jiuyin resided according to the “Classic of Mountains and Seas”?

It was northwest of the sea, north of the Red Water! It was said that the mountain was neither on land, nor in sea, nor sky – it was an illusory mountain. Without opportunity, even if you found the location, you couldn’t see the mountain.

If Wei Jie was the fated person, she could only wait until three years later, when Wei Jie obtained the statue, before she could leave.

She also knew she shouldn’t interfere with Wei Jie’s trajectory, but where should she go during these three years?

Qin Lingxiao seemed to see Xiaoxiao’s hesitation and softened his voice: “As long as you stop causing trouble, I’ll naturally take care of your daily needs. You can temporarily go to Lingyun Pavilion. When the time is right, I… will return two hundred years later with you.”

Unfortunately, Xiaoxiao now completely distrusted him. She just snorted: “You keep saying not to let me interfere with heavenly secrets and change others’ fate lines, but you’re not very honorable either. Tell me, why did the Four Great Sects enter the city early?”

Qin Lingxiao was stumped by Xiaoxiao’s question and said angrily: “Since I know he’ll go on a killing spree, what’s wrong with trying to prevent tragedy?”

How could Xiaoxiao not know Qin Lingxiao’s thoughts? Besides the blood feud with Wei Jie, he seemed to have some “if Yu exists, why must Liang exist” complex.

He was a righteous master of the human world, while Wei Jie was a great demon head who would stink for ten thousand years, so Sect Master Qin considered himself just!

If she changed Wei Jie’s fate line, she deserved divine punishment, but when he privately altered Wei Jie’s fate line, it was upholding justice!

Xiaoxiao was too lazy to argue with such a stubborn person. She just raised her chin: “I’ve already separated from Wei Jie, so you needn’t worry. As for these three years, I’ll find some uninhabited place to retreat and hide. After three years, I hope you’ll keep your promise and help me return to two hundred years later.”

Hearing her meaning, she again rejected his kind offer of shelter for three years.

It was rare for him to show goodwill toward women, and when he occasionally did, he repeatedly hit walls like this.

This experience of being shooed away by women like a stinking bug – Qin Lingxiao had experienced it all with Xiaoxiao alone in his two-hundred-plus years of life.

His good intentions were again wasted on sewage.

The youth’s face became even colder: “No, you have no credibility with me anymore. To prevent you from taking wrong steps, you can only come back to Lingyun Pavilion with me…”

Having said this, he casually clapped his hands. Immediately, many white-robed Lingyun Pavilion disciples surged up from all around.

It seemed Qin Lingxiao was determined to take Cui Xiaoxiao away today.

Cui Xiaoxiao knew that if it were just Qin Lingxiao alone, she could barely handle it – at worst, if she couldn’t win, she’d flee.

But now surrounded by so many Lingyun Pavilion disciples, she had no chance of victory or escape. Even with a divine sword in hand, she couldn’t defeat so many top Lingyun Pavilion disciples.

A wise person doesn’t fight hopeless battles, so Xiaoxiao efficiently sheathed her sword, then cupped her fists toward Qin Lingxiao: “Since Young Pavilion Master Qin is so hospitably welcoming, please lead the way!”

Yu Ling’er, who had returned from crying, was somewhat secretly pleased to hear Qin Lingxiao wanted to invite them to Lingyun Pavilion as guests.

She had always hoped to get close to her benefactor soon. She hadn’t expected heaven to hear her secret prayers and make her dream come true.

Now she and Cui Xiaoxiao were both sitting in the carriage, driven by Lingyun Pavilion disciples, with wheels rolling along.

This inefficient travel method was somewhat unbearable for the Lingyun Pavilion disciples.

After all, with their cultivation, using lightness skills to travel a thousand li daily was trivial.

But Cui Xiaoxiao claimed her injuries hadn’t healed, and if carried for rapid travel, she would vomit uncontrollably, so they could only take the carriage slowly.

When she said this, Qin Lingxiao was too lazy to waste words with the stubborn girl and immediately had disciples carry Xiaoxiao for rapid travel.

Xiaoxiao wasn’t polite either – she secretly stuck her finger down her throat and gave that disciple a warm necklace.

Qin Lingxiao was nearly driven to spiritual separation by Cui Xiaoxiao’s antics. He simply went ahead alone to scout the path, staying far from her, while letting other Lingyun Pavilion disciples “escort” Xiaoxiao’s carriage.

Yu Ling’er was puzzled, asking Xiaoxiao in the carriage why she didn’t have this motion sickness problem when Wei Jie carried her, jumping around before.

Xiaoxiao sat with her legs crossed, lying in the carriage with closed eyes, completely ignoring Yu Ling’er.

Nonsense! If she went to Lingyun Pavilion’s territory, she’d be like a bird with clipped wings! Of course, the slower the travel, the better, so she could find a chance to escape.

Thinking this, she suddenly stuck her head out of the carriage and shouted toward the distant white figure: “Hey! I’m hungry! What are we eating for lunch? It’s hot now – a bowl of cold noodles with sour and spicy toppings would be great!”

Qin Lingxiao hadn’t inherited his master Wei Jie’s enthusiasm for food and drink. He did not react to Xiaoxiao’s suggestion, continuing forward cold and rigid like a ruler.

Xiaoxiao looked at the Lingyun Pavilion disciples’ otherworldly demeanor and estimated the lunch selection would be quite bland.

At noon, watching those white-robed disciples picking flowers and drinking dew, eating only flower petals and sweet springs, she could only look back at Yu Ling’er speechlessly.

Yu Ling’er was also staring at her wide-eyed; clearly, this bland diet didn’t appeal to the little fox either.

Qin Lingxiao was now sitting cross-legged on a large stone with closed eyes, cultivating his qi.

Cui Xiaoxiao jumped down from the carriage to Qin Lingxiao and asked quite rudely: “…Are you afraid of creating sin by killing, so you plan to starve us to death?”

Qin Lingxiao half-opened his eyes, coldly looking at Cui Xiaoxiao’s pretty face, reluctantly explaining: “As cultivators, we aim to transcend mortal bodies. Early grain-abstaining, or drinking dew and eating flowers, can make one’s dantian more pure and spiritual. Doesn’t your Talismonger Sect cultivate immortality this way?”

Xiaoxiao honestly shook her head: “Unless there’s no food available, we need three meals a day – missing one won’t do. You want me to stay at Lingyun Pavilion for three years with this kind of food?”
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Hearing Xiaoxiao’s words, Qin Lingxiao laughed coldly.

This was the third-rate sect his good senior brother Tang Youshu had established! His disciples were so unambitious – no wonder Tang Youshu could only die of old age in the end.

Could this cultivation method of indulging in appetite yield any results?

Thinking this, he ignored Cui Xiaoxiao and closed his eyes again, breathing and cultivating his primordial spirit with an immortal bearing.

Seeing she couldn’t get answers from him, Xiaoxiao returned to the carriage and nudged her chin toward Yu Ling’er: “Did you hear? If you go to Lingyun Pavilion, forget about eating chicken – you’ll be lucky to fill up on water.”

Yu Ling’er was also hungry, but she didn’t dare clamor for cold noodles with toppings like Xiaoxiao, lest she earn Qin Lingxiao’s contempt for lacking cultivation dedication.

Thinking this, Yu Ling’er picked two flowers and pitifully stuffed them in her mouth.

The flower petals were bitter and terrible – Yu Ling’er was so miserable her fox ears popped out.

Xiaoxiao wouldn’t compromise herself. She looked around and spotted a tree with bright red berries that looked edible, so she tried climbing up to pick them.

Qin Lingxiao slowly opened his eyes, quietly watching Xiaoxiao climb like an agile little monkey. Her limbs were slender and long, her ponytail swaying as she moved quite gracefully.

He felt contempt again – this stubborn girl had drunk his spiritual spring-infused blood and should theoretically be at the qi-condensing, core-forming stage.

Unfortunately, she had the wrong master and didn’t know proper cultivation methods. She was like an ignorant strongman with great strength but no idea how to use it in techniques.

So Cui Xiaoxiao couldn’t even manage basic lightness skills that ordinary disciples could handle, only relying on clumsy tree-climbing…

Just as he was thinking this, the girl suddenly stepped on wet moss, slipped, and cried out as she fell from the tree.

Qin Lingxiao still smiled coldly. Though he stood up, he intended to catch Xiaoxiao only just before she hit the ground, teaching her a lesson.

Just as he was about to catch her, he discovered that the precious sword “Yu Tiandou” on her back had automatically sprung from its sheath, arcing through the air before settling horizontally beneath Xiaoxiao.

Xiaoxiao’s toes lightly touched the sword body, actually stabilizing herself in mid-air. The delicate, beautiful girl suspended in air with her skirt and long hair gently swaying in the wind – she had the completely carefree bearing of a sword immortal.

She waved her fingers to guide qi, making the precious sword slowly lift her higher to pick the full berries from the tree’s upper branches.

This ability to achieve perfect unity between person and sword in crisis moments was truly beyond what a girl of Cui Xiaoxiao’s limited cultivation should master.

But… she had mastered it anyway!

This again made Young Pavilion Master Qin, who had never achieved this technique, jealous to the point of red eyes.

After Xiaoxiao picked the fruit and shared some with Yu Ling’er, she held up a few berries to Qin Lingxiao in a gesture of goodwill: “Mm, I tried them – they’re very sweet. Do you want some?”

The immortal-like young pavilion master just glared at her fiercely and coldly mocked: “Such showing off – be careful not to break your leg!”

Having said this, he turned and knocked the berries from Xiaoxiao’s hand, then strode away.

Xiaoxiao was stunned by Qin Lingxiao’s rudeness and could only glare after him, gesturing as if to knock that arrogant youth’s skull!

Of course, being watched by many Lingyun Pavilion disciples, she only gestured to vent her anger, then bent to pick up the fruit and wash it at the stream. After all, food was scarce and shouldn’t be wasted.

Yu Ling’er still wasn’t full. This time she went exploring herself and found some bird eggs to roast with Xiaoxiao.

While peeling the cooked eggs, the little fox said wistfully: “If only Wei Jie and Tang Youshu were here – they’d never let us go hungry… I wonder what they’re doing now, if they’ll come looking for us…”

Xiaoxiao said nothing, suddenly losing her appetite for the bird eggs. She got up and sat by the stream, staring blankly at the flowing water.

She also wanted to know what the situation was in Luoyi City. Would that person whose life trajectory had gone astray correct his course and return to his destined path?

What worried her more was whether Wei Jie would be injured and able to escape unharmed with such great changes in world events…

It seemed she wasn’t as carefree as she appeared before Yu Ling’er. This bleeding-heart problem of hers had been despised by her adoptive father many times – she wondered if she could ever change it…

With her thoughts in turmoil and nowhere to confide them, she could only sigh softly at the flowing stream.

Though Xiaoxiao wanted to delay, Qin Lingxiao still found the journey too slow.

Unwilling to waste too much time on mundane matters, he single-mindedly wanted to bring Cui Xiaoxiao back to Lingyun Pavilion quickly.

So he devised a method: having several disciples remove the carriage wheels, then lift the carriage body and use lightness skills to leap forward rapidly.

As for Cui Xiaoxiao, if she got motion sick again, she could vomit to her heart’s content in the carriage. He couldn’t let a whole group of disciples crawl along with her.

When the carriage body became an aerial sedan chair, Xiaoxiao was too lazy to pretend sickness anymore.

She knew Qin Lingxiao’s calculation, but didn’t hope for Wei Jie and the others to rescue her.

How clever was Wei Jie? When he saw the letter she had Tang Youshu deliver, he would naturally understand everything.

If he understood she had deliberately ditched him, Wei Jie’s pride would prevent him from chasing after her.

Their master-disciple relationship was originally more of a joke anyway – neither took it too seriously.

He had many abilities, none of which she had taught him. Why should she drag him along to care for her?

However, she still needed to settle Yu Ling’er. After all, with this burden, she couldn’t easily escape.

Thinking this, she poked her head out and called to Qin Lingxiao: “Hey, we need to go to Tuyun Mountain first.”

This time, Qin Lingxiao did have them stop. He knew Cui Xiaoxiao wanted to send Yu Ling’er back first.

Though he didn’t want to delay, a demon like Yu Ling’er indeed couldn’t remain in Lingyun Pavilion.

Hearing Cui Xiaoxiao’s meaning, Yu Ling’er had made a poisonous oath to stay with Cui Xiaoxiao or lose all her cultivation. Only by returning to Tuyun Mountain could the oath be dissolved.

Qin Lingxiao knew that if he refused, he’d surely earn Cui Xiaoxiao’s contemptuous looks and cold mockery about prestigious sects being all show. Since the route passed Tuyun Mountain anyway, a brief stop wouldn’t matter. He finally nodded reluctantly.

But Yu Ling’er was nearly in tears, thinking Cui Xiaoxiao was too mean to want to separate her from Qin Lingxiao.

Taking advantage of washing by the stream while the disciples kept their distance, Xiaoxiao said seriously: “You saw how your Young Pavilion Master Qin clings to me. With me around, he definitely won’t put you in his heart. If you help me escape, I won’t interfere with your situation! Anyway, once you’re at Tuyun Mountain and dissolve your oath before your mother, you can follow whoever you want.”

These words greatly tempted Yu Ling’er. If she could change her oath before her mother, she’d naturally most want to follow Qin Lingxiao.

Seeing the little fox’s hesitation, Xiaoxiao knew there was hope and whispered more details in her ear…

Now, for Qin Lingxiao, when he reached the pond below Tuyun Mountain, he was greatly shocked.

Though he knew this place had suffered heavenly punishment, he hadn’t expected the mountain to be completely transformed in just a few days. One could imagine heavenly punishment.

Qin Lingxiao couldn’t help but glance at Cui Xiaoxiao, who was stretching lazily as she jumped down from the carriage. She… had survived unharmed in that world-destroying heavenly punishment…

Yu Ling’er walked ahead as a guide while Xiaoxiao moved to follow, but Qin Lingxiao blocked her with his hand.

“Yu Ling’er has reached home. How she dissolves her oath with her mother is her business. We must return to Lingyun Pavilion immediately.”

Xiaoxiao quickly said: “But if Yu Ling’er hasn’t dissolved her oath and separates from me, she’ll…”

Qin Lingxiao said impatiently: “Whatever happens to her has nothing to do with you! Don’t tell me you’re looking for an excuse to escape?”

Xiaoxiao smiled slightly, tilting her head: “You’re watching me so closely – where could I escape to? By the way, what’s for lunch? If I eat more flower petals, I’ll starve to death. There are many villages nearby, and Ling’er has money. Could we eat our fill before going up the mountain? Otherwise, Ling’er won’t get another chance.”

Qin Lingxiao smiled coldly, looking at the nearby village with curling smoke, then back at Xiaoxiao’s upturned face. Her large eyes were full of pitiful expression, constantly pursing her red lips…

Qin Lingxiao was silent for a moment, then said slowly: “You rest at the mountain base. I’ll be right back.”

Having said this, he flew toward the village.

Xiaoxiao didn’t know what Qin Lingxiao was up to, but she was waiting for just such an opportunity!

When Qin Lingxiao disappeared, she and Yu Ling’er exchanged meaningful looks, then both suddenly ran up the mountain.

The disciples had grown accustomed to these two girls crying with hunger at every meal. Usually in such situations, they’d pick wild fruits or find bird eggs.

They were too lazy to supervise their foraging nearby, but who knew that today, without warning, the two would just run off.

After a moment’s shock, they reacted and hurriedly gave chase.

Originally, they were only a dozen steps behind the two girls and could easily catch up. But somehow, when the Lingyun Pavilion disciples pursued, Xiaoxiao’s figure flickered and suddenly vanished.

They quickly ran several more steps, but when they leaped up and landed, they found themselves back where they started…

After circling in this ghost-wall maze several times, they reluctantly descended the mountain.

The dizzy, disoriented disciples had just emerged from the barrier when they saw their young pavilion master returning with a large food box.

They all knelt in shame, begging their young pavilion master’s forgiveness.

Hearing the two girls had run up the mountain, Qin Lingxiao immediately set down the food box and flew in pursuit.

But after entering the mountain, he too was spinning in circles. Terrible! He… seemed caught in a “ghost wall” maze.

When Qin Lingxiao had previously climbed Tuyun Mountain with Yu Ling’er guiding him, the journey was smooth without experiencing Tuyun Mountain’s “ghost wall.”

By the time he finally found his way out, Qin Lingxiao’s handsome, dignified face was livid with anger.

Still claiming to be hungry? Damn female fraud – truly nothing but lies!

He raised his leg and kicked the food box on the ground into pieces.

Besides several small dishes, the box contained a large bowl of cold jelly noodles. The spicy oil and sauce splattered everywhere, staining Qin Lingxiao’s snow-white, worldly-clean robes with spots.

Cui Xiaoxiao! Just wait! See if I’ll be soft-hearted toward you again!

…

As for Yu Ling’er, though she had used the “ghost wall” to help Cui Xiaoxiao shake off Qin Lingxiao and the others, she said with lingering fear: “What if Young Pavilion Master Qin blames me?”

Xiaoxiao thought her worry came rather late after the deed was done.

But seeing the little fox’s mournful expression, Xiaoxiao comforted Yu Ling’er: “The fox clan barrier has always existed – it’s not like you deliberately set it for him. If he blames you, he’d be unable to distinguish right from wrong! You owe him a life debt and can find opportunities to repay him later. Gratitude is gratitude, but he’s not suitable as your good man. Don’t waste your affections and end up with nothing!”

Yu Ling’er was quite unconvinced: “How is he not suitable? Isn’t he more reliable than your disciple Wei Jie?”

Xiaoxiao looked at her meaningfully, thinking: In your previous life, you loved that unreliable Wei Jie to death…

She was curious – if the one who had accidentally saved the little fox had been a wrinkled, dried-up old man, would this little fox also have fallen for him and refused to marry anyone else?

If that were the case, she’d truly have nothing to say but offer Ling’er her knees in respect!

Seeing Xiaoxiao’s strange look, Yu Ling’er sighed quietly: “You fickle humans wouldn’t understand fox clan devotion… Come on, let’s find Mother.”

Though Tuyun Mountain had been bombed beyond recognition, walking within the fox clan’s barrier, it still appeared as green mountains and clear waters.

After just a few steps, two tall young men suddenly jumped out from the roadside, blocking the two girls’ path.

Yu Ling’er recognized them – both were playmates from the fox clan she’d grown up with.

Seeing them, Yu Ling’er said happily: “A’Sheng, A’Mu, how did you know I was back?”

A’Sheng and A’Mu looked somewhat shy. Seeing the outsider Cui Xiaoxiao present, they just looked at each other, then remained expressionless and silent.

Having left home for the first time for so long, Yu Ling’er was naturally eager to see her mother.

But when she turned to call Xiaoxiao, she saw her staring blankly at the two fox clan youths.

Fox clan members, regardless of gender, were all very beautiful. These two youths were also tall, muscular, and well-developed.

Seeing Xiaoxiao’s unblinking, up-and-down examination, Yu Ling’er suspected the Talismonger Sect’s female leader was about to change her banner to practice Hehuan Sect methods.

Thinking this, Yu Ling’er couldn’t help glaring at her and saying loudly: “Let’s go! It’s not like you haven’t seen handsome men before!”

Cui Xiaoxiao said nothing and stood behind Yu Ling’er without continuing forward.

She looked down at her wrist, wearing the silver ring Wei Jie had previously removed from his whip.

According to Wei Jie, the silver was mined from the Underworld entrance and would have special reactions to yin-attributed evil objects.

Just now, when she approached those two fox clan youths, the silver ring on her wrist… moved.

Xiaoxiao knew this silver ring had Wei family demon-subduing seal blessings and wouldn’t move without cause.

Those two youths ahead definitely had something suspicious about them.

Thinking this, Xiaoxiao said to Yu Ling’er: “I’m tired and can’t walk anymore.”

Yu Ling’er had grown accustomed to Xiaoxiao’s tendency to feel faint at any moment, so she helplessly called A’Sheng over to crouch down and carry Xiaoxiao up the mountain.

When A’Sheng approached Xiaoxiao, the silver ring on her wrist vibrated again, and more intensely the closer he came.

Xiaoxiao remembered Wei Jie’s words – those deeply infected with puppet parasites that had reached the heart would develop double pupils in their eyes.

When A’Sheng came close, Xiaoxiao saw his eyes… indeed had two pupils.

Just as Xiaoxiao was observing the fox clan youth, his hand suddenly transformed into sharp fox claws, stabbing straight toward Xiaoxiao’s heart.

Though his movement was fast, Xiaoxiao was already prepared. She drew her precious sword and severed the youth’s claw tips, simultaneously throwing out a Soul-Controlling Talisman to immobilize the attacking fox youth.

The other youth, A’Mu, then grabbed Yu Ling’er’s neck and said woodenly to Xiaoxiao: “Don’t move, or I’ll break her neck!”

Yu Ling’er never expected her clansmen to suddenly turn against her. She stared at Xiaoxiao in shock, feeling thunderstruck.

Knowing she couldn’t count on Yu Ling’er, Xiaoxiao lightly moved her fingers.

No matter how fast A’Mu moved, he couldn’t match “Yu Tiandou.”

The demon-subduing sword reversed its handle and struck hard, making A’Mu’s eyes roll back as he fell backward.

Xiaoxiao quickly went over and stuck a Soul-Controlling Talisman on A’Mu’s forehead, then said to the still-stunned Yu Ling’er: “They should be infected with puppet parasites… Something’s wrong with this mountain!”

Unable to directly touch the silver ring, she had Ling’er help remove it from her hand and tried to extract the puppet parasites using Wei Jie’s method for removing parasites from his mother, Siling.

Unfortunately, these two had large parasites that had likely reached their hearts. Wei Jie’s method couldn’t extract them, and the two began bleeding from their noses, looking quite bad.

Xiaoxiao didn’t dare continue, fearing she’d kill the two fox clan youths.

Just then, Yu Ling’er’s fox ears twitched alertly: “Someone’s coming!”

Both girls dragged the two youths into nearby bushes.

Then they saw two more fox clan youths whose ears couldn’t be hidden, leading three to five burly men up the mountain with blank expressions.

One of the men seemed irritated and viciously kicked the fox youth leading the way: “Damn! Useless! If we’d succeeded, why would I have to climb this mountain? This place was recently struck by lightning – we’re not leading ourselves to another lightning strike, are we?”

One of his companions replied: “How’s that possible? These little fox spirits are all infected with puppet parasites and are very obedient. It’s just those old foxes are too cunning and hid the spirit stones. But fortunately, big brother, you got Kaiming Beast’s urine. With it, those old foxes can’t get close. After finishing this job, we can report to Lord Can. Otherwise, we’d have to return the deposit the hunter king received, and we’d lose everything!”

Xiaoxiao caught the gist and understood the sequence of events.

These mountain climbers were subordinates of the dead hunter king.

Though the hunter king had died in the ghost alley, his subordinates didn’t want to return the prince’s mansion deposit. They had somehow bewitched some young foxes with puppet curses, then planned to sneak up the mountain to steal spirit stones.

Yu Ling’er also heard this and, seeing those men freely humiliating her clansmen, became so angry that fox fur sprouted on her face and sharp fox fangs emerged, looking quite fierce.

At this moment, her fox king bloodline seemed to finally awaken, showing some beast ferocity.

But Xiaoxiao patted her back, signaling her to remain calm.

These people mentioned having Kaiming Beast urine – that tiger-like, strange beast should be foxes’ natural enemy. She didn’t know what effect its urine would have on the fox clan.

Moreover, those men were numerous. If they acted rashly now, they might be at a disadvantage. Better to observe and wait for an opportunity to counterattack.

Just then, fox calls echoed from all directions. Yu Ling’er couldn’t help but want to stretch her neck and call back, but fortunately, Xiaoxiao slapped an Immobilization Talisman on her to prevent exposure.

Then, fox clan members with deep cultivation blocked the path ahead. A beautiful woman said coldly, “A’Shui, A’Li, how dare you privately lead outsiders up the mountain? What are you trying to do?”

The two leading youths remained motionless, while the men behind them exchanged glances before suddenly jumping up and smashing ceramic bottles toward the fox group!

The bottles should have contained Kaiming Beast urine. When they smashed and shattered on the ground, the liquid splashed out, and the ancient, strange beast’s scent spread.

Just as Xiaoxiao had guessed, the fox clan seemed to react strongly to this tiger-like beast’s scent. Like frogs mesmerized by snake eyes, they were stunned into trembling where they stood, unable to move at all.

The beast hunters laughed heartily and drew their bows, shooting arrows like rain at the motionless fox clan!

Given this hunter king branch’s nature, those arrows were poisoned and would kill on contact.

Xiaoxiao, who had been prepared, cast a Water-Summoning Charm, drawing stream water to form a water shield like a great bell covering the fox clan.

The arrows couldn’t penetrate this spiritually-charged water shield and fell away.

The men discovered someone was interfering and shouted: “Who’s there!”

Xiaoxiao removed the Soul-Controlling Talisman from Yu Ling’er, preparing to emerge together. But Yu Ling’er still couldn’t move, her body shaking like chaff.

Helplessly, Xiaoxiao pulled some wild grass, rolled it into balls, and stuffed them in Yu Ling’er’s nose.

This method worked – Yu Ling’er, no longer affected by the scent, could finally move.

When the two girls appeared, the men were startled. One said menacingly: “How can you move?”

Seeing Xiaoxiao’s ethereal, beautiful appearance, the men mistook her for a fox spirit, too.

Xiaoxiao was too lazy to waste words with these people and guided “Yu Tiandou” to charge at them.

Yu Ling’er, following Xiaoxiao’s instructions, quickly used grass balls to plug the clansmen’s nostrils.

When the fox clan members recovered one by one, those men had already been beaten helplessly by Xiaoxiao!

Though they had methods for capturing strange beasts, facing a cultivator like Xiaoxiao with a solid foundation, they were completely outmatched!

At this time, the beautiful fox woman also led her clansmen, revealing fox claws as they rushed toward the beast hunters!

Unlike Xiaoxiao’s restraint to avoid killing karma, they showed no mercy to these lawless intruders who dared invade their territory – they could only tear them apart!

The men knew well the consequences of provoking the fox clan. One quickly blew a bamboo whistle hanging from his chest.

When the fox-call-like whistle sounded, a young fox behind the woman suddenly became glassy-eyed, then sharp fox claws stabbed toward the leading woman’s back.
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The woman looked back at her son lying on the ground in disbelief.

Xiaoxiao saw this and thought, “Oh no!” She no longer held back, and with one swift strike of her sword, she severed the hand of the whistler, causing him such pain that he could no longer blow his whistle.

However, the parasitic insects in the dozen or so little foxes on the mountain who had been poisoned with the curse were all awakened, and the fox clan began to turn on each other in brutal combat.

Facing the young foxes of their clan, even though the elder foxes possessed great abilities, they couldn’t bear to strike them down!

Xiaoxiao used her Soul-controlling Talismans to subdue several of them, but unfortunately, she had used up all her talismans and didn’t have time to draw new ones.

Seeing those little foxes growing increasingly frenzied, Xiaoxiao knew that these young foxes had been forcibly induced with the parasitic poison, and after this episode, they would likely die as the parasitic insects pierced their hearts…

At this critical moment, melodious singing suddenly resonated through the forest.

The song was enchanting and extremely penetrating. Whether fox clan or human clan, all couldn’t help but stop their fighting and freeze in place.

However, those little foxes who had been cursed seemed unmoved and continued to swipe their claws fiercely.

Just then, the highly penetrating song seemed to change frequency, becoming increasingly sharp and high-pitched.

This piercing sound seemed to penetrate people’s hearts, and everyone couldn’t help but cover their ears.

At this moment, all the cursed little foxes clutched their chests and spat out mouthfuls of black blood, then looked around in confusion, as if awakening from a great dream.

Meanwhile, those dozen or so burly men had been shaken by the song until blood flowed from their seven orifices, convulsing on the ground. Their meridians seemed shattered, and they all perished!

This turn of events was obviously beyond the fox clan’s expectations. They looked at each other and then vigilantly scanned their surroundings, trying to find the source of the voice.

Just then, the grass beside the mountain path seemed to rustle.

Everyone turned to look and saw a bald fox emerging from the bushes.

Although it had no fur, it still held its tail high, and the former Fox King’s majesty was still faintly visible.

Yu Ling’er cried out joyfully: “Mother!”

However, Xiaoxiao grabbed her and carefully examined the fox’s eyes.

Only when she saw that the fox’s pupils showed no signs of being cursed, and the silver ring she wore remained still, did she allow the mother fox to approach them.

This bald fox was the Fox King who had failed her tribulation last time. Her vital energy was severely damaged, and she could no longer return to human form.

Having lost her cultivation, she could no longer lead the fox clan. According to the Fox clan tradition, a new Fox King should be selected.

The old Fox King felt that her daughter couldn’t command respect from the clan, so when she sent her daughter away, she hoped her daughter could gain experience by Cui Xiaoxiao’s side and then return to lead the fox clan.

However, before Yu Ling’er returned, the fox clan would select a new Fox King through competition to lead the clan members.

If this old Fox King hadn’t wisely abdicated, she would only face being torn apart and driven away by her clan members.

So after letting her daughter leave with Cui Xiaoxiao, she retreated to a cave in the back mountain of Tuyun Mountain to live in solitude and await death.

Unexpectedly, the old Fox King’s isolation led her to discover suspicious activities around the spiritual spring in the back mountain.

Now, seeing her daughter return, the old Fox King finally appeared to meet her.

However, the old Fox King’s fox language could only be understood by Yu Ling’er, who translated sentence by sentence for Cui Xiaoxiao.

It turned out that shortly after Cui Xiaoxiao and the others left, many beast hunters came to the foot of Tuyun Mountain, reportedly helping Lord Can capture strange beasts.

They all said that the foxes on Tuyun Mountain were spiritual, so occasionally, there would be bold and reckless people who wanted to venture into the mountains.

Originally, with the “ghost wall” barrier that the fox clan had maintained for thousands of years, these people couldn’t climb the mountain.

But those hunters had no intention of climbing the mountain at all. They simply used a flute to imitate a mother fox’s seductive call, which lured the young male foxes on the mountain with low cultivation to follow the flute sound and descend the mountain themselves.

However, those people were strange – they didn’t hunt and kill these foxes who had walked into their trap, but instead released them back.

These little foxes, fearing punishment from the new clan leader, conspired together and concealed the fact that they had been captured.

After some time passed without incident, the little foxes gradually let their guard down.

But the old Fox King, who was living in seclusion in the back mountain, discovered something was wrong.

After all, she was an old fox demon who had almost ascended, so naturally she was well-experienced. When she heard the imitation fox calls from the foot of the mountain, she sensed something amiss. When she saw these little foxes return, she tried to warn the new Fox King.

However, the new Fox King – that woman who was later stabbed in the back by her son – was somewhat stubborn and obstinate. She refused to see the old Fox King and wouldn’t let her approach the area where the clan members lived.

The old Fox King knew there was deception, but no one would listen to her words, which made her extremely anxious.

What worried her even more was what exactly had been done to these little foxes who were released.

For several days, she dragged her frail and sickly body to observe secretly, and finally discovered the trick.

These little foxes gradually began to develop double pupils in their eyes. The Fox King recognized this as puppet poison, but this was something from the Underworld – why would it suddenly appear in the mortal realm?

And these little foxes with parasitic insects in their hearts were targeting the spiritual spring of Fox Mountain!

Although the spiritual spring of Fox Mountain had strict time limitations for its emergence, it wasn’t that the spring had dried up and couldn’t be used.

The fox clan feared draining the spiritual energy of the spring source. From their ancestral teachings passed down, before the proper time each year, no one could take the clear spring water without permission.

But these cursed fox clan members secretly went to the spiritual spring more than a month after it had just gushed forth and been collected.

And the mastermind controlling them didn’t simply want to take water, but wanted to scoop up all the spring water and then dig out the spirit stone embedded deep in the spring source.

That spirit stone was another sacred object bestowed upon the fox clan by Goddess Nuwa, originally a spiritual treasure given to her by her brother Fuxi.

It was precisely because of the protection of the spiritual spring nourished by the spirit stone that the fox clan of Tuyun Mountain could achieve enlightenment generation after generation.

Now, someone was using these cursed little foxes to steal the spirit stone – this was simply undermining the foundation of the fox clan!

If the fox clan, which had already suffered heavenly punishment and become withered, suffered such a loss again, wouldn’t they completely decline and eventually become indistinguishable from ordinary foxes?

So the old Fox King would rather die than let these little foxes succeed.

Fortunately, at this time, an old friend came to seek refuge with her, lending her assistance and snatching the spirit stone from those little foxes.

When those hunters learned that the little foxes on the mountain had failed, they were forced to call two little foxes to guide them up the mountain.

Cui Xiaoxiao and Yu Ling’er unfortunately encountered two little foxes who were preparing to meet those beast hunters halfway, and at the same time exposed their conspiracy. They acted in time, raising water shields to save the fox clan from disaster.

However… who was the old Fox King’s old friend? Could it be the one who emitted that deadly song, capable of shattering the parasitic insects in the little foxes’ hearts?

Xiaoxiao had a candidate in mind, but… how could she possibly appear on Fox Mountain?

Just then, a clear and gentle voice sounded behind Xiaoxiao: “Miss Cui, we meet again…”

This voice, gentle as silk, made Xiaoxiao’s heart tremble violently. When she turned around, she found Numei Siling standing behind her with a gentle smile.

The former flower courtesan of Luoyi, who had once enchanted the entire city, had now shed her golden hairpins and brocade robes, wearing only practical black attire, her full head of black hair neatly pinned up.

But even so, it couldn’t conceal her stunning beauty. Her enchanting eyes were filled with seductive charm.

Xiaoxiao hadn’t expected that the old friend the old Fox King mentioned was Numei, whom she had guessed!

No wonder the earlier song could be so domineering. If her dantian hadn’t already condensed into a core, she would probably have ended up like those hunters with shallow foundations, having her meridians completely shattered and dying from blood loss.

It turned out that when Siling had said she was seeking refuge with an old friend, she meant the bald Fox King.

Xiaoxiao understood the cause and effect of Siling’s appearance here, and when she thought back to the reasons for these beast hunters appearing here, her heart couldn’t help but sink.

Now, whenever she heard the words “beast hunters” and “puppet poison,” she could guess that the conspiracy here was again related to Lord Can of Luoyi City. Those beast hunters said that if they obtained the spirit stone, they could make up for their crimes.

It seemed that Lord Can was extremely eager to achieve immortality. After consecutive failures in capturing spirit beasts and controlling Numei, he still wouldn’t give up and continued to search everywhere for precious treasures and spiritual objects.

What made Xiaoxiao’s heart tighten even more was that Siling had wandered around and come to Fox Mountain – wouldn’t Lord Can track down her whereabouts again?

If that happened, wouldn’t all her and Wei Jie’s efforts to persuade Siling to leave Luoyi City be in vain?

Thinking of this, Xiaoxiao said urgently: “Madam, there may still be Lord Can’s spies at the foot of Fox Mountain. You should leave here as soon as possible.”

Siling just smiled and looked at her longtime close friend, who could no longer take human form.

“My good friend is in trouble and entrusted me to help her guard the spirit stone. How could I abandon her? But what about you two? How did you end up here? Did A’Jie come too?”

Well… this…

Before Xiaoxiao could think of the right words, Yu Ling’er had already recovered from the shock of seeing Siling’s beauty and bluntly replied: “She doesn’t want her disciple anymore. She abandoned Wei Jie and brought me back.”

When Siling was shocked to hear that her son had become an abandoned disciple of the Talisman Sect, her autumn wave eyes were filled with worry as they looked over.

Before this mother could even ask, Xiaoxiao already felt the pressure of being an irresponsible master who had wronged someone else’s child.

“That… don’t listen to Ling’er’s nonsense. I hope Wei Jie can train independently for a while. This is also a form of cultivation!”

Siling slowly let out a breath: “I see. I thought you didn’t want A’Jie anymore! He’s a good child. Although he can be stubborn sometimes, he’s really good to people. Since he has become your disciple, he should respect you as a mother for life… well, although you are a bit young, he will respect you.”

Siling probably also felt it was somewhat absurd to have her son acknowledge a girl younger than him as his mother, so she quickly changed her words.

After the polite pleasantries between the teaching master and the abandoned disciple’s mother, they needed to discuss their next strategy.

These fox clan members had been cursed for varying lengths of time. Some who weren’t poisoned too deeply had already had their parasitic insects shattered by Siling’s song. After spitting out black blood, they could recover to normal with some care.

Unfortunately, there were still several who, although they spat out black blood, had been cursed too deeply. They choked back tears and spoke some apologetic words, regretting that they shouldn’t have concealed being captured, and then died convulsing.

The fox clan had already lost many members after the heavenly tribulation, and now, watching another four or five young foxes in their prime die miserably, the remaining fox clan members all bared their fangs in hatred.

Such a blood feud must be repaid with blood!

The new Fox King, severely wounded, knelt before the bald old Fox King with a face full of guilt.

She had been too stubborn and obstinate, refusing to listen to the old Fox King’s loyal words.

If she hadn’t been so suspicious and had seen the old Fox King and patiently listened to her words, these dead little foxes wouldn’t have been beyond saving.

Having made such a grave mistake, she was unfit to be king, and those clan members whose young foxes had died would no longer obey her.

So, who would take command in this crisis and become the new Fox King was an urgent matter for the fox clan to resolve.

Although the old Fox King couldn’t take human form, her heroic actions this time in turning the tide and once again saving her clan members from danger had given her even more prestige among the fox clan than before.

Moreover, the old King’s connections were incomparable – she had both the song-killing Numei as an old friend and the help of the Lingshan Talismonger Sect’s leader. For a time, everyone was quite convinced by her.

Unfortunately, she knew her days were numbered, so the Fox King position finally fell to Yu Ling’er, who had just returned.

Yu Ling’er was very surprised by her mother’s decision. She knew her cultivation was not high, and she lacked her mother’s shrewdness – how could she lead the clan members?

The old Fox King was indeed cunning and experienced. Although her daughter was timid and had low cultivation, she was now at least half a disciple of Cui Xiaoxiao.

Moreover, her old friend Siling, who had always lived in seclusion in the mountains, actually had a son with the Wei family, and that child was Wei Jie, whom she had met before.

So then and there, she had her daughter Yu Ling’er bow to Siling and acknowledge her as an adoptive mother!

This way, worldly relationships were handled completely and thoroughly.

Yu Ling’er was now Wei Jie’s half-sister with different fathers and mothers. How could he, as an elder brother, not take care of his sister?

The old fox led her daughter to bow to the entire mountain before making her daughter the new Fox King – truly well-intentioned.

As for her daughter’s low cultivation, that was easily solved. Since the spirit stone was coveted by others, it could no longer be placed on the mountain.

The old fox took the spirit stone and led a group of elders, bringing her daughter into the back mountain stone cave.

When they emerged again, Xiaoxiao was surprised to find that Yu Ling’er’s appearance seemed to have suddenly matured considerably, her eyes becoming more charming and alluring.

It turned out the old Fox King had used a secret method to hide the spirit stone at Yu Ling’er’s navel, temporarily sealing the spirit stone with the fox’s true form.

Only after eliminating the hidden danger would they take out the spirit stone again, find a place with abundant spring water to nourish and support it, and revitalize the fox clan.

This Tuyun Mountain had been coveted by evil people, and they could no longer stay here.

Affected by the spirit stone’s spiritual power, Yu Ling’er’s magical power greatly increased, and her appearance matured considerably.

Unfortunately, no matter how mature her appearance, it couldn’t change a person’s nature. When no one was around, Yu Ling’er hugged Xiaoxiao’s neck and burst into tears.

Xiaoxiao was confused by the crying and could only helplessly pat her back: “What’s wrong? Didn’t the old Fox King agree to release you from your oath? You don’t have to follow me anymore and have regained your freedom. You should be happy!”

Yu Ling’er cried through one side of Xiaoxiao’s shoulder before choking out: “Happy… happy about what? Now I bear the mission of protecting the spirit stone. My… my mother said that as long as the spirit stone is in my body, I can’t have intimate contact with men, and I can’t leave the clan members. I must always accept their supervision and protection… My young master… when will I be able to be with him?”

Only then did Xiaoxiao understand the little fox’s grief.

It turned out that with this spirit stone in her body, even if she had a beloved, she couldn’t be intimate with him, or it would pollute the spirit stone.

Yu Ling’er was now like a fox-shaped box containing a stone – worse off than when she was Xiaoxiao’s maid!

The thousand-year-old fox’s method of preventing her daughter from wrongly entrusting herself to a man was indeed unique and innovative…

However, Xiaoxiao felt a trace of relief. At least she had finally completed her mission and could leave alone.

But unexpectedly, as soon as she proposed leaving, the ground was once again covered with a mass of kneeling foxes.

The old Fox King said that Tuyun Mountain was no longer habitable. But if they left Tuyun Mountain, they would be homeless.

Now they could only follow Cui Xiaoxiao, who had twice saved the fox clan from danger, seeking the protection of the blessed Sect Leader Cui.

For such great kindness, their fox clan would remember it in their hearts and regard Cui Xiaoxiao as another parent of rebirth for the fox clan after Goddess Nuwa.

This time, their benefactor absolutely could not refuse. Their entire fox clan would dedicate their lives and serve Sect Leader Cui faithfully unto death!

Xiaoxiao knew that according to the original trajectory, Wei Jie should have taken away the fox clan and the spiritual spring stone after the heavenly punishment.

And in the turmoil of Luoyi City, it was also with the great assistance of the fox clan that Wei Jie escaped the Four Great Sects and went to Ghost Stone Cliff to establish a generation of demon cult, becoming the Demonic Path Master.

Because of Yu Ling’er’s loyal following, Wei Jie’s demonic nature grew rapidly with the spirit stone’s enhancement, and the domineering great demon head was born…

She never expected that this trajectory would circle back around again.

These homeless fox clan members were like dog-skin plasters, insisting on following the master of “Yu Tiandou” and couldn’t be shaken off!

Wouldn’t her plan to live in seclusion for three years fall through?

Xiaoxiao sighed deeply. She also understood that the current siege of Tuyun Mountain was something that didn’t exist in the original trajectory two hundred years ago.

At that time, Yu Ling’er and the others should have left early with Wei Jie.

However, in the later Battle of Luoyi, the fox clan seemed to have lost quite a few people. She wondered if they were these little foxes who died from the poison.

Xiaoxiao now held some reverence for “fate.” She discovered that in the mysterious workings of destiny, everything seemed to circle back to how it should originally be.

But what her own “fate” would be, she had no way of knowing.

Since all changes started because of her, she couldn’t just abandon her responsibilities and leave. She had to settle the fox clan properly first.

Thinking of this, she finally nodded reluctantly: “Alright… but I’m planning to live in seclusion for a few years. If you’re willing, you can come with me to find a quiet place to live in seclusion… Madam, you should come with us too.”

Xiaoxiao’s last sentence was directed at Numei Siling.

Lord Can’s claws reached too far, plotting against Tuyun Mountain. Siling’s song just now had already exposed her presence here, and who knew if there were still Lord Can’s people at the foot of the mountain providing support.

That Lord Can had too many capable people and strange talents under his command, and there must be those who could restrain Numei.

She couldn’t leave Siling alone. At the very least, she had to find Wei Jie and let him settle his mother first.

Hearing Xiaoxiao’s suggestion, Siling paused slightly and didn’t immediately agree, only saying: “Let’s go down the mountain first.”

Xiaoxiao had originally gone up the mountain to get rid of one burden, but when she came down the mountain, she was followed by a large group of people.

At this time, those beast hunters with ulterior motives had already scattered, but there was still a group of people persistently waiting at the foot of the mountain.

When Qin Lingxiao caught sight of Xiaoxiao coming down the mountain, he truly ground his silver teeth to powder, gritting his teeth: “Cui Xiaoxiao, you finally deign to come down! Men, seize her!”

This time, he absolutely wouldn’t be polite with her anymore! He’d just tie her up with rope to Lingyun Pavilion!

Unfortunately, when the Lingyun Pavilion disciples flew forward elegantly and gracefully this time, Xiaoxiao didn’t even move a finger, and three to five fox clan members rushed out from behind her to fight with them.

Only then did Qin Lingxiao discover that a large group of fox clan members had come down from the mountain path. Looking at them, they seemed to honor Xiaoxiao and were quite protective of her.

Sect Leader Cui, considering her past and future two hundred years, finally felt somewhat like a great sect leader at this moment.

She waved her sleeves, tossed her long hair, took the water bottle Yu Ling’er handed her and took a sip, then gave instructions with cloud-light composure: “Stop when appropriate. Just teach them a lesson. Don’t damage the delicate skin of the Lingyun Pavilion disciples.”

In the time it took to speak, the Lingyun Pavilion disciples’ elegant immortal robes had already been torn to shreds by fox claws, and each one was in disarray like beggar sect disciples.

Qin Lingxiao’s face completely darkened. He looked at Yu Ling’er and asked in a deep voice: “You… if you remember my life-saving grace to you, don’t involve your clan members in this. This is a private grudge between me and Cui Xiaoxiao, and has nothing to do with the fox clan!”

Yu Ling’er was holding her mother in her arms and didn’t dare openly side with Qin Lingxiao. She could only say dejectedly, learning what Cui Xiaoxiao had once said to her: “Young Master Qin, Ling’er dare not forget your great kindness and will surely find an opportunity to repay your grace in the future. But now our fox clan honors Sect Leader Cui, and the entire clan is at Sect Leader Cui’s disposal. You… please don’t make things difficult for Xiaoxiao. The food at your Lingyun Pavilion isn’t good either, she definitely wouldn’t be used to it…”

The new Fox King went off track as she spoke.

Qin Lingxiao was too lazy to listen to her nonsense. Knowing Yu Ling’er was unreliable, he glared hatefully at Xiaoxiao: “I just heard Numei’s song from the mountain, and that song killed people, surely committing murderous sins. You, as a member of the human race, yet consorting with these demonic paths, Cui Xiaoxiao! Righteousness and evil cannot coexist. Don’t blame us, righteous sects, for being unable to tolerate you when we encounter you in the future!”

Hearing this, Xiaoxiao realized he was preparing to pin the big black pot of the evil path on her!

She immediately snorted coldly: “You don’t even ask about the cause and effect, just blindly convict people. Fortunately, you’re a cultivator and didn’t become an official in the mortal world; otherwise, the wronged souls who died under your executioner’s blade would be countless. By then, forget about immortal cultivation – you wouldn’t even be worthy of entering hell!”

After speaking, Yu Ling’er couldn’t wait to tell about Lord Can’s indulgence of beast hunters searching everywhere for rare treasures, and using puppet poison to sow discord among the fox clan while attempting to steal the fox clan’s treasure.

Qin Lingxiao listened with a deep frown.

Regarding this, Lord Can, in the previous two hundred years, Qin Lingxiao had only met him three times.

Once, Lingyun Pavilion received information that a Numei was plotting chaos in Luoyi City, so he accompanied his father Qinhe and the other three great sects to surround and kill the Numei.

However, Qin Lingxiao and his father arrived a step late. By the time they got there, Lord Can’s birthday banquet had already been disrupted.

At the chaotic birthday banquet, Qin Lingxiao first met the legendary worthy king.

It was said that when the birthday banquet began, Lord Can treated the Four Great Sects with great courtesy, and was greatly shocked when the Four Great Sects pointed out that the singing girl in his mansion was an Underworld Numei.

However, he was loyal and righteous, or perhaps his mind was bewitched by Numei’s beauty. He secretly released the Numei and her son Wei Jie behind the Four Great Sects’ backs.

As a result, the Four Great Sects came up empty-handed. Later, the Tianxin Sect leader chased them to the forest by Autumn Water Pool, but unfortunately was killed by Wei Jie, bleeding from all seven orifices.

After learning the whole story, Father Qinhe pointed at Lord Can’s nose and scolded him for being muddled and confused, actually letting that evil mother and son escape and causing the death of the Tianxin Sect leader.

Lord Can was extremely ashamed and cried aloud in front of the entire Lingyun Pavilion sect, looking like he was consumed by guilt over someone dying because of him.

Cuo Shi – Chapter 42
The second time Qin Lingxiao saw Lord Can, this prince had already become a regent, entering the capital to assist the young child emperor.

At that time, Wei Jie’s demon cult was growing increasingly powerful and had even destroyed the Four Great Sects.

Qin Lingxiao, seeking revenge, concealed his identity and lurked among the demon head’s followers.

At that time, he happened to accompany Wei Jie into the capital, only to discover that Wei Jie wanted to negotiate with Lord Can. As for what they discussed privately during their meeting, Qin Lingxiao had no way of knowing.

When Qin Lingxiao saw Lord Can again, he was very nervous, fearing that Lord Can would recognize him and expose his identity as the Young Pavilion Master of Lingyun Pavilion in front of Wei Jie.

Unexpectedly, although Lord Can recognized him, he covered for him.

Afterward, Lord Can said this was to make up for his past soft-heartedness, which had led to the tragic death of the righteous path of the Tianxin Sect.

As for the reason Wei Jie met with Lord Can, Lord Can explained that he was coerced by Wei Jie to secretly open the national treasury so that Wei Jie could expand his demon palace.

Such arrogant and unreasonable demands were indeed something Wei Jie would make.

The final meeting was after Qin Lingxiao killed Wei Jie and established the Jiuxuan Sword Sect.

Lord Can sent someone to deliver a plaque with four characters, “Subduing Demons, Promoting Good,” personally written by His Majesty at the time.

This plaque was later hung in the main hall of the Jiuxuan Sword Sect.

In any case, although Qin Lingxiao looked down on this kind of gentle, soft prince, his impression of Lord Can wasn’t too bad.

After all, he was following the path of cultivation and would have no further contact with worldly princes.

However, he later heard that this Lord Can had achieved immortality. His estranged senior brother Tang Youshu had even come to ask him what he thought about this matter.

Qin Lingxiao had always disdained such folk rumors that spread through hearsay.

How could he view it? Naturally, he didn’t believe it. Throughout history, there had always been many rumors of royal descendants ascending to immortality, mostly fabricated by their descendants to deify their ancestors and fool the people.

But now Cui Xiaoxiao spoke with conviction, firmly asserting that this Lord harbored ill intentions and used his subordinates, the strange scholars, to stir up trouble everywhere. Qin Lingxiao’s first instinct was to find it laughable.

He wouldn’t believe a single word this female swindler said anymore!

So he coldly said to Cui Xiaoxiao: “What puppet poison? I’ve never even heard of such a thing. Now that you’ve come, such evil things have emerged. It’s probably related to you!”

Seeing that he didn’t believe her, Cui Xiaoxiao ordered people to bring over the little foxes that hadn’t been buried yet, letting him see whether these foxes had died from being poisoned.

Qin Lingxiao had originally dismissed Cui Xiaoxiao’s actions with disdain, thinking she was making unnecessary efforts.

But when he saw those little foxes bleeding from their seven orifices, he was stunned.

At first glance, these little foxes bleeding from their seven orifices should have been the result of Numei’s song shattering their meridians, but if you looked carefully, what came from their mouths was all ink-black blood…

Just then, the bald black fox ordered clan members to cut open the chest of one of the little foxes.

The fox’s heart had been drilled full of holes by something unknown – it was horrifying!

Cui Xiaoxiao noticed Qin Lingxiao’s strange behavior. He seemed to have seen something, so she probed: “How is it? What do you see?”

Qin Lingxiao’s handsome eyes stared intently at that black blood, muttering to himself: “They… how are they so similar to the death of the Tianxin Sect master back then…”

Qin Lingxiao had seen such a death before, and it was etched in his memory.

When the Tianxin Sect master died tragically in the forest by Autumn Water Pool, he had also died spitting black blood. Afterward, when people examined the corpse, they said the master and several elders’ heart meridians seemed to have been severed.

It was just that at the time, the Four Great Sects all concluded this was the work of that evil mother and son. Numei’s song shattering heart meridians was her usual killing technique!

And Numei had also died under the siege of Tianxin Sect and the other three sects. Wei Jie had witnessed his mother’s death with his own eyes, immediately went mad and became demonic, and killed countless disciples from the Four Great Sects who came chasing.

After committing such bloodshed, Wei Jie fled with the fox clan and his disciples.

Now Wei Jie wasn’t here, but the tragedy of the past was repeating.

If Numei had killed these little foxes, would the fox clan easily let her go?

Could it be, as Cui Xiaoxiao said, that there were hidden details about the events of the past?

No matter how Xiaoxiao questioned him afterward, Qin Lingxiao remained silent and said nothing more, just taking another deep look at those little fox corpses.

Finally, Qin Lingxiao seemed to think of something, his expression suddenly changed, and he turned and quickly sped away, with those Lingyun Pavilion disciples naturally following him.

Cui Xiaoxiao was also pondering what Qin Lingxiao had just said.

He said the death of the Tianxin Sect master back then was the same as these little foxes?

That meant the Tianxin Sect master hadn’t died at Wei Jie’s hands at all, but had long been infected with puppet poison and had happened to die when the poison pierced his heart!

If this were true, whether Siling died in Luoyi City or not, wasn’t Wei Jie destined to bear this blame?

Just then, Siling, who had been standing at the back with her face covered by a veil, spoke up: “Sect Leader Cui, if you leave the city, wouldn’t that leave A’Jie alone in Luoyi? I’m worried about him, so I won’t go with you. Until we meet again, please take care!”

After speaking, without waiting for Xiaoxiao to respond, she also turned and sped away.

Unable to call back Numei, Xiaoxiao sat down on a large rock by the roadside.

She needed to catch her breath first, or she might choke herself to death in this era, two hundred years ago.

After working so hard for so long, how did things seem to suddenly bounce back to their original trajectory?

If Siling returned to Luoyi City, she might very well die in the city.

Of course, this had nothing to do with her. She just needed to take the fox clan and find Lingshan, then live in seclusion.

As for the fate of Wei Jie and his mother, that wasn’t for her to control.

Yu Ling’er reluctantly gazed at Qin Lingxiao’s retreating figure until she could no longer see him, then came to her senses and muttered to herself: “Strange, where is Young Master Qin going? Isn’t Lingyun Pavilion in the western mountain canyon? Why is he heading east?”

Cui Xiaoxiao heard her words and looked up.

Indeed! Qin Lingxiao and Siling, one after the other, were heading in the direction they had traveled back from the east.

Luoyi City was in that direction…

Yu Ling’er saw that Xiaoxiao remained silent and asked again: “Are we going to Lingshan? But I just looked at our clan’s map, and there’s no mountain called Lingshan in the central region you mentioned!”

Xiaoxiao finally caught her breath. She stood up and patted her skirt, then pointed east: “Never mind Lingshan for now… We’re returning to Luoyi!”

She had no choice – she couldn’t tie up Siling and forbid her from saving her son.

Now seeing various forces converging on Luoyi City, how could she, the instigator of this chaos, stay out of it?

Buddha said: If I don’t enter hell, sooner or later I’ll be dragged in anyway.

Since that was the case, she might as well jump in boldly and see if she could help that mother and son fight their way out.

The fox clan had no objections to Xiaoxiao’s proposal. Especially when they heard that Lord Can was also in Luoyi City, each one bared their fox teeth and kept grinding them.

Several foxes’ lives were enough for them to remember for a thousand years. If they could find the culprit during this trip to the city, they would tear him to pieces!

Although Xiaoxiao had dawdled on her way here, she was racing against time on the return journey.

Each fox clan member revealed their true form, and the largest five-tailed fox was as big as a donkey. Xiaoxiao rode it, feeling the wind rushing past her ears and unable to see the scenery clearly along the way. In one night, they returned to the outskirts of Luoyi City.

Luoyi City was a prosperous metropolis, usually bustling with constant merchant traffic.

When Cui Xiaoxiao came to the city gates again, the sun was already setting in the west.

The city gates had long been tightly closed, and whether due to the reflection of the fire clouds or not, the entire city appeared crimson red.

Xiaoxiao’s eyes had special abilities, and she felt that above Luoyi City, demonic energy seemed to soar to the sky. Looking for too long even caused a stinging sensation.

At this time, Qin Lingxiao arrived with a group of Lingyun Pavilion disciples.

When he saw Cui Xiaoxiao leading the fox clan standing outside the city, he looked surprised: “How did you come back again?”

Cui Xiaoxiao couldn’t even explain to herself why she had returned, so how could she explain it to him? She deflected: “Didn’t you also rush back? Do you also have urgent business?”

Qin Lingxiao was indeed anxious.

Right at the foot of Tuyun Mountain, when he suddenly discovered that the death of the Tianxin Sect master years ago was full of suspicious points, he suddenly thought of a critical matter – in the original timeline, two hundred years ago, he and his father had arrived after the other three great sects.

So when they arrived, Lord Can’s birthday banquet had already been disrupted, and the Lingyun Pavilion disciples naturally hadn’t attended the feast and couldn’t have been poisoned.

But this time, because he wanted to intercept Cui Xiaoxiao, he had separated from his father Qinhe early. His father had already joined up with the Tianxin Sect and the other three great sects much earlier.

When he left, his father had still received Lord Can’s invitation.

If nothing unexpected happened, his father must have attended the birthday banquet together with the Tianxin Sect master!

If the Tianxin Sect master had been murdered by Lord Can back then, his father… wouldn’t he be in danger!

That’s why Qin Lingxiao’s expression had suddenly changed, and he had rushed back in such haste.

Now, there were too many anomalies that hadn’t appeared two hundred years ago.

This made Qin Lingxiao’s heart tighten again, feeling that he couldn’t control the situation, only wanting to enter the city quickly to investigate.

However, Xiaoxiao stopped him, pointing toward the city gate: “No! Look! The entire city has been closed. If Lord Can has set a trap, entering the city now might alert him. We should go to Autumn Water Pool first to take a look.”

But Qin Lingxiao pointed at the city gate: “What are you talking about? Look, isn’t the city gate wide open?”

Xiaoxiao looked back and indeed, the previously tightly closed city gate was now wide open, with even scattered pedestrians passing through.

Qin Lingxiao was about to step forward. Xiaoxiao still grabbed his hand: “Something’s wrong!”

Her eyes stared straight at the city gate ahead, not noticing at all that she had improperly grabbed Qin Lingxiao’s hand.

The usually aloof and cold Young Pavilion Master looked down at the girl forcefully gripping his soft hand, surprisingly didn’t break free, and slowed his pace to ask: “What’s wrong?”

Cui Xiaoxiao then realized her impropriety and quickly let go, saying urgently, “I remember that Luoyi City closes its gates at sunset. It’s long past the second quarter of the Wei hour now. How could the city gate still be wide open? There must be deception here!”

After hearing her words, Qin Lingxiao focused his attention on the city gate again.

But the city looked just like usual Luoyi City, with pedestrians visible walking inside the gate. There had been precedents for extending gate closure times before. Whenever there were celebrations like the city lord’s birthday, the whole city would celebrate together, and closing the gates later was quite normal.

Qin Lingxiao felt Xiaoxiao was being overly cautious.

Moreover, he had already been to Autumn Water Pool earlier, where there were corpses and scattered cups and plates everywhere.

The entire lake island looked as if it were stained with blood, but there wasn’t a single living person.

He had searched everywhere but didn’t see his father, which is why he rushed to Luoyi City again.

No matter what, he was determined to enter this city!

Thinking this, he couldn’t be bothered to think more, pushed past Xiaoxiao, and led his people into the city.

Xiaoxiao and the fox clan had rushed all the way, but never saw Siling. She also suspected that Siling had already entered the city.

After seeing Qin Lingxiao enter the city with the Lingyun Pavilion people, Xiaoxiao bit her lip, took out a bundle of blank yellow grass paper from her backpack, bit her finger, and quickly drew more than a dozen talismans.

After distributing the talismans to several fox clan members who would follow her into the city, she said to Yu Ling’er: “You have the spirit stone hidden on you, so don’t enter the city. Just wait here for us.”

Seeing Yu Ling’er nod, Xiaoxiao took a deep breath, gripped the “Yu Tiandou” at her waist, and headed toward the open gate with several young fox clan members of considerable cultivation.

After entering the city gate, it was the usual scene of a city at sunset and dusk. Some shops hadn’t closed yet, and there were still pedestrians walking on the streets.

But Xiaoxiao felt something indescribably strange. After walking a few more steps, she saw several stone tablets.

The names of the streets were carved on them. Xiaoxiao had originally glanced at them casually, but then she refocused her wandering gaze…

These characters… why were they reversed?

Xiaoxiao suddenly realized what had been wrong earlier. Thinking of this, she quickly walked back a few steps.

She clearly remembered that on the left side of the main street, in the direction of entering the city, there was a delicious hot noodle shop. The owner was enthusiastic, and the hot noodles contained tiger-skin eggs that were marinated on the outside but had soft yolks inside.

During those days, she lived in Luoyi. When she didn’t know what to eat, she would take Wei Jie and the others there for hot noodles.

When she saw that street corner, Xiaoxiao slowly widened her eyes and stood still.

The shop that should have been on the left side of the street had somehow moved to the right!

Not just this one shop – all the trees and shops on the entire street seemed to have undergone a great cosmic shift, changing positions!

Just then, Qin Lingxiao saw her following and turned back to ask what was wrong.

Cui Xiaoxiao looked around and finally concluded: “What we entered… isn’t Luoyi City at all!”

What? Qin Lingxiao didn’t believe this. He hadn’t seen any other cities along the way, and if this wasn’t Luoyi City, where else could it be?

Xiaoxiao pointed to the surrounding markets: “The shops and houses here are opposite to the real Luoyi City… Look at the setting sun in the sky!”

Qin Lingxiao looked up and saw that the sun, which should have been setting in the west, was now slowly setting toward the eastern mountains, finally hanging motionless on the mountaintop, emitting only dim red light.

This place was a trap! He and Xiaoxiao looked at each other, then immediately led people quickly toward the city gate.

But just as they reached the city gate, they ran head-on into Yu Ling’er and the others who were entering.

Seeing her come in, Xiaoxiao said urgently, “Why did you come in? Didn’t I tell you to wait outside the city?”

Yu Ling’er blinked her big eyes innocently: “But… just now you were standing at the city gate waving at me, telling me to come in. It’s okay, I left mother and some clan members outside.”

Xiaoxiao pressed her lips together and suddenly reached toward Yu Ling’er’s navel area.

Only after feeling the abundant spiritual power of the spirit stone through her clothes did she confirm that Yu Ling’er wasn’t fake.

She should explain their current situation to everyone.

“Everyone, we may have mistakenly entered a mirror city…”

Yu Ling’er heard this and repeated in confusion: “Mirror city?”

Xiaoxiao nodded. During these past few days lying in the carriage with nothing to do, she had done only one thing – reread the manuals she had previously skimmed through from beginning to end.

Previously, the senior brothers and sisters in the sect had all complained that their master loved writing long-winded nonsense, while the essential principles of talisman crafting only took up a few pages.

But now Xiaoxiao was especially grateful for her master’s foot-binding-cloth-like daily manuals, which had allowed her to discern many secrets.

Her master had once written that after Master Wei Jie established the demon cult at Ghost Stone Cliff, he wanted to eliminate the Four Great Sects. But on his way to Lingyun Pavilion, he mistakenly entered a palace that looked exactly like Lingyun Pavilion.

He was lost in that palace for a long time, experiencing countless near-death situations before finally escaping.

At that time, Wei Jie told Tang Youshu that this was mirror illusion magic, like using a bronze mirror to reflect and project the image of palaces or cities.

But once you stepped into it, you also became a person in the mirror image, and truth and falsehood could no longer be distinguished…

Unfortunately, her master’s Spring and Autumn writing style was as long and foul as foot-binding cloth, completely lacking priorities.

Such adventurous tales of the master were dismissed with just a few careless strokes.

Now, seeing the strange situation in this Luoyi City, Xiaoxiao immediately remembered this passage.

However, it was still a long time before Wei Jie would encounter the mirror city.

For some unknown reason, such an illusory city had appeared here so early!

Qin Lingxiao, who had also traveled back from two hundred years later, didn’t know about the mirror city.

Of course, these events happened before he became Wei Jie’s disciple, so it was normal for him not to know.

However, after hearing Xiaoxiao’s brief explanation, Qin Lingxiao also noticed the strangeness of this city – it was too quiet!

Even during closing time at sunset, the streets shouldn’t be so silent!

Moreover, when Yu Ling’er had seen “Cui Xiaoxiao” waving at her at the city gate, signaling her to come in, she hadn’t heard that “Xiaoxiao” speak.

Perhaps, as Xiaoxiao said, everything here was just reflected mirror images! So there was form but no sound.

Since this place was a trap, they naturally couldn’t stay. Thinking this, Qin Lingxiao rushed toward the city gate first.

But when he reached the gate, the wide-open city gate seemed to have an invisible wall. No matter how hard Qin Lingxiao struck, he couldn’t break it, much less get out.

Xiaoxiao said thoughtfully: “Since this is a mirror image, we need to first find that ‘mirror.’ Otherwise, we’ll become mirror people and be trapped here to death…”

Saying this, she divided the people around her, sending them to examine the four corners of the city to look for flaws that could break through the illusory city.

The Lingyun Pavilion disciples were very dissatisfied with Cui Xiaoxiao’s presumptuous decisions, saying coldly, “Do you think you’re our sect leader? How dare you command us?”

Xiaoxiao was too lazy to argue with these troublesome brats, only looking at Qin Lingxiao: “Although your Lingyun Pavilion disciples are skilled at fasting, they occasionally need to drink dew and eat flowers. But everything in this mirror city is false – there isn’t even a single leaf. If you don’t want to get out and prefer to starve to death here, you don’t need to act together with us. Each to their own!”

“Oh my, Xiaoxiao, what you said is true!”

It turned out Yu Ling’er hadn’t been able to eat properly and, seeing the familiar hot noodle stand by the street, couldn’t help but sit down.

But when she picked up the bowl, she couldn’t feel the aroma and heat of the noodle soup inside. When she picked up a tiger-skin egg from the soup to take a bite, she cried out and bit her tongue!

She came over with a bitter face and said to Qin Lingxiao, “If we don’t get out soon, we really will starve to death here!”

Qin Lingxiao surveyed the eerie city around them and finally instructed his subordinates: “For now, follow Sect Leader Cui’s commands. Leaving here is most important.”

After everyone reached consensus, Xiaoxiao began dividing people into groups and dispersing them to the four corners of the city for action.

However, when Xiaoxiao handed out yellow paper talismans to the Lingyun Pavilion people, none of the disciples accepted them.

This time, without anyone speaking, just looking at those white-robed disciples’ contemptuous and mocking expressions, Xiaoxiao understood that she had offended the great sect again!

The prestigious Lingyun Pavilion cultivated the way of qi and sword – why would they need talismans from a lowly talisman sect for protection?

So when Qin Lingxiao slowly reached out to accept her talisman, Xiaoxiao had already tactfully tucked the remaining talismans back into her bosom.

As a result, the Young Pavilion Master’s hand awkwardly remained suspended in mid-air, his handsome eyes glaring fiercely at Xiaoxiao, quite displeased.

Fortunately, Yu Ling’er was understanding and gave her benefactor a way out, quickly untying the water gourd from her waist and placing it in Qin Lingxiao’s suspended hand.

“Young Pavilion Master, I see you didn’t bring water. Take this – it can also help with hunger.”

But Qin Lingxiao didn’t appreciate it, coldly throwing the water gourd back to Yu Ling’er, then saying to Xiaoxiao: “To prevent you from playing tricks, I want to be in the same group as you!”

After speaking, he left two capable subordinates and had the other disciples follow several fox clan members to the west and north of the city.

Yu Ling’er was afraid of the dark and only felt safe following Xiaoxiao. Also, she didn’t feel comfortable with Qin Lingxiao being alone with Xiaoxiao, so she went with Xiaoxiao too.

Xiaoxiao didn’t mind, but deciding which direction to go was another problem.

She thought for a moment, then took out a palm-sized turtle shell from her bosom – this was something her master had passed down to her along with the manuals.

She had Yu Ling’er put two copper coins into the shell, shook it, then carefully examined the hexagram formed by the thrown coins.

The coins pointed east when thrown – could this indicate they should go east?

Yu Ling’er looked worshipful, probably not expecting Xiaoxiao to have such abilities. She eagerly asked: “How is it? Is the east very auspicious?”

Xiaoxiao nodded with satisfaction: “It’s truly a rarely seen extremely inauspicious hexagram!”

Yu Ling’er’s face fell, and she quickly said: “Then let’s not go east!”

Cui Xiaoxiao put away the turtle shell, disagreeing: “You don’t understand. My master’s turtle shell has never been accurate. When my fellow disciples and I went down the mountain, we used this shell to determine direction. It showed great fortune then, but who knew…”

At this point, Xiaoxiao couldn’t continue. Who knew this turtle shell had led her two hundred years ago, taking Wei Jie’s disasters and heavenly tribulations, and now, because she couldn’t rest easy about him, she’d entered this ghost city.

This showed the turtle shell’s hexagrams should be read in reverse. Since it showed great misfortune in the east, they should go east! Perhaps the east would bring fortune after extreme adversity!

Qin Lingxiao had always sneered at such divination and talisman practices. Watching Xiaoxiao shake the turtle shell like a fortune teller, he remained coldly silent.

So Xiaoxiao made the decision, and their group headed east.

The eastern direction led to a Temple of the God of Wealth. Throughout the journey, Xiaoxiao found nothing suspicious. Everything in this illusory city was so realistic that, apart from food and water being inedible, there wasn’t much difference.

Creating such a city required not only magical artifacts but also powerful spiritual energy for support. She wondered who had such abilities.

What was the purpose of creating such a city?

Just then, Qin Lingxiao, who was walking in front, suddenly stopped. Xiaoxiao almost bumped into his back and couldn’t help asking: “Why did you stop?”

Qin Lingxiao stared straight ahead and said urgently: “Look… what is that?”

Xiaoxiao and Yu Ling’er looked over Qin Lingxiao’s shoulder… and saw another group of people walking toward them.

Leading them was a tall, handsome young man in white robes, followed by two girls – one delicate and lively, one sweet…

Looking at them, Xiaoxiao felt like she was looking in a mirror!

Weren’t those people walking toward them exactly their group?
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Qin Lingxiao’s eyes widened as he stared at the young man ahead, who looked exactly like him, thinking: Were they all looking into an enormous mirror?

But he quickly realized something was wrong. The surroundings of those shadow-like figures weren’t the same shops around them at all!

To be safe, he had already summoned his qi sword, suspended in the air, vigilantly watching the group of “people” approaching.

Just then, the leading “Qin Lingxiao” across from them also summoned his qi sword, suddenly showing a fierce expression and lunging toward them.

Accompanying “him” were “Cui Xiaoxiao” and “Yu Ling’er,” along with several fox clan members and a group of Lingyun Pavilion “people.”

This… wasn’t their reflection at all!

Xiaoxiao silently cursed and could only steel herself to meet their attacks, fighting with the fakes.

When they engaged in combat, Qin Lingxiao’s heart relaxed somewhat.

Although the fake “Qin Lingxiao” looked exactly like him and used identical moves, seeming to know all his techniques and weaknesses, constantly attacking his martial arts’ vulnerable points.

However, the opponent’s spiritual power controlling the qi sword was far too weak! Not nearly enough to contend with him.

If this were the case, he could defeat this fake within three to five moves!

The others felt similarly to Qin Lingxiao. These fakes across from them seemed to lack inner strength and posed no real threat!

But Cui Xiaoxiao’s experience was completely different!

A demon pearl had been sleeping within her body, and only when her spiritual platform’s true qi balanced with the demon pearl’s demonic nature could she suppress it.

But the moment she crossed swords with the fake Cui Xiaoxiao, the demon pearl screamed at the top of its lungs: “Fool, stop fighting with it! If you keep fighting, you’ll run out of spiritual power!”

Even without its warning, Xiaoxiao had noticed. The moment they engaged in combat, she felt her spiritual platform’s qi leaking out bit by bit like water from a broken gourd.

Just as she retreated, the fake also retreated, staring at Xiaoxiao with vigilance.

Xiaoxiao silently said to the demon pearl, “You seem quite concerned about me…”

The demon pearl snorted: “I only took a nap, and you brought me to such a dangerous place. It would be one thing if you were killed by the fake, but these are all illusions condensed into fake people! If you die, who would I possess? Wouldn’t I be trapped here to death?”

Xiaoxiao suddenly understood. She and the demon pearl were now grasshoppers tied to the same rope; no wonder the demon pearl was so frantic.

When she looked up again, the groups were already fighting, completely indistinguishable from each other.

However, she could see that of the two sides that had been evenly matched, one side now showed obvious decline and was increasingly struggling!

Xiaoxiao shouted: “Yu Ling’er!”

One of the Yu Ling’ers who was barely holding on while extending fox claws to scratch people replied dejectedly: “Quick! I can’t hold on much longer!”

Xiaoxiao understood the mechanism and immediately shouted to Qin Lingxiao and the others still fighting: “Stop fighting quickly! They’re activated by the hostility in your hearts to fight you, and they’re absorbing your true qi. The longer you fight, the stronger they become! Quick, recite calming mantras to pacify the killing intent and hostility in your hearts!”

The fox clan trusted Xiaoxiao completely. She was a person of deep fortune – listening to her would be right!

So they immediately stopped fighting and retreated.

Indeed, when the fox clan stopped fighting, those fake foxes also stopped, only licking their claws with lingering satisfaction, as if slowly savoring the spiritual power they had just absorbed.

Their provocative gazes could easily make people lose their reason again.

But Qin Lingxiao and his group seemed not to notice Xiaoxiao’s warning and continued entangling with the fakes.

Finally, Qin Lingxiao’s shoulder was pierced by a qi sword, causing him to grunt in pain.

Xiaoxiao knew that these fake people in the mirror images wouldn’t make sounds.

Hearing this injured one could make sounds; he was probably the real Qin Lingxiao, so she shouted again: “If you still won’t listen to me, you’ll probably die here.”

This time, Qin Lingxiao finally believed in the evil nature of this place. With a command, he brought the Lingyun Pavilion disciples to reluctantly retreat.

But when he retreated, Qin Lingxiao, across from him, still showed fierce intent and pressed forward step by step.

So Xiaoxiao and the others could only follow Qin Lingxiao’s group in retreat, backing up to the entrance of the Temple of the God of Wealth.

Qin Lingxiao covered his injured shoulder and gritted his teeth: “What’s happening? Why is he still following me?”

Xiaoxiao guessed: “Perhaps the hostility in your heart toward him is too strong. This fake is like your reflection in a mirror – if you want to kill him, he wants to eliminate you!”

Qin Lingxiao gritted his teeth, turned his head, closed his eyes, and forced himself to suppress the anger in his heart. Indeed, those fakes stopped in front of the Temple of the God of Wealth and advanced no further.

Xiaoxiao was now afraid that the other groups had encountered the same situation. If they hadn’t discovered the trick, they would definitely fight the mirror images to the end, ultimately exhausting their true qi and dying!

So she ordered several little foxes following her to quickly go in other directions to send messages, lest they fall into a bitter struggle with the fakes!

Seeing Qin Lingxiao bleeding continuously, Xiaoxiao couldn’t just watch him die. They were now in the same boat and needed to break through the formation together.

So she walked over, took out wound medicine from her cloth shoulder bag, and bandaged Qin Lingxiao’s wound.

There was no choice – the Talisman Sect was a ninth-rate cultivation sect with generally low cultivation levels, so when going out, their cloth shoulder bags contained medicine for all kinds of ailments!

Xiaoxiao had grown up fighting in the streets and was often injured, so she was quite skilled at treating wounds. Her slender fingers lightly touched as she evenly sprinkled hemostatic powder into Qin Lingxiao’s torn sleeve, then wrapped it with gauze.

These delicate fingers touching his wound didn’t hurt. Qin Lingxiao couldn’t help but look down at the girl standing beside him.

This girl had long, curved eyelashes and a soft, lovely nose shape. Her profile now looked like jade carved by an artisan. Looking for too long couldn’t help but make one’s heart flutter…

Just then, Yu Ling’er suddenly let out a sharp fox cry, as if someone were stabbing her with a knife: “Ahhhh! What… what are you doing!”

Xiaoxiao looked in the direction of Yu Ling’er’s gaze, confused…

At the entrance of the Temple of the God of Wealth, the fake Qin Lingxiao suddenly embraced the fake Cui Xiaoxiao beside him, then leaned down, and the handsome man and beautiful woman kissed deeply…

Cui Xiaoxiao had never experienced such a situation. Even her clever little brain seemed a bit rusty.

She just felt dumbstruck, her eyes seeming to burn with chili oil…

Mirror images were reflections of one’s true nature.

Xiaoxiao couldn’t believe it as she glared back at Qin Lingxiao – Please! What kind of thoughts were in the mind of this righteous gentleman? Why would that fake act like a lustful ghost, holding and kissing a young girl endlessly?

Qin Lingxiao also seemed not to have expected that the fake could so truthfully reflect his inner thoughts, betraying his momentary flutter of desire.

His face flushed slightly, and he looked back at Xiaoxiao in confusion, then said indignantly: “Why are you looking at me? I’m not him!”

At the same time, the fake Cui Xiaoxiao finally took action.

The girl cleanly gave the fake Young Pavilion Master two resounding slaps, then kicked “Qin Lingxiao” down and viciously added two more kicks!

This time, it was Qin Lingxiao’s turn to stare accusingly at Cui Xiaoxiao.

Xiaoxiao also looked innocent: “Why are you looking at me? I’m not her…”

Just then, the fake Ling’er seemed to have rolled around enough and viciously bared her fox claws to tear at the fake Xiaoxiao.

As a result, the real Xiaoxiao glared at the tearful Yu Ling’er beside her, and the fake fox immediately drooped her ears and didn’t dare move.

Qin Lingxiao didn’t want to dwell on such matters. He took a deep breath and changed the subject: “How long do we have to be trapped here?”

Xiaoxiao was quite embarrassed, too. After all, that fake looked exactly like her, and she vaguely felt she had been violated somehow, but she couldn’t kick the real Qin Lingxiao to the ground.

With Yu Ling’er looking aggrieved and full of jealousy, Xiaoxiao could only try to ease the atmosphere: “The tightly closed city gate we saw earlier should be the real one. Luoyi City has the Wei family’s spies. Such a large formation, they couldn’t fail to notice. If the Wei family and Wei Jie discover something’s wrong, we should be rescued soon.”

Qin Lingxiao seemed to dislike hearing Xiaoxiao praise Wei Jie, so he snorted coldly and corrected her: “As long as my father and the Four Great Sects are safe, no matter how great the evil, they can subdue it! Rather than hoping for a few Wei family tomb guardians, it’s better to wait for the Four Great Sects to come to the rescue.”

Xiaoxiao knew that compared to the Four Great Sects, the demon-subduing Wei family was much more low-key. They had always lived in seclusion, guarding Qilao Mountain, and rarely came to the human realm. Moreover, the Wei family was later annihilated overnight, with no descendants, making them even more silent.

No wonder Qin Lingxiao looked down on the demon-subduing Wei family.

Such cold mockery, calling the Wei family tomb watchers, was quite prevalent among the Four Great Sects.

However, Xiaoxiao didn’t like hearing this. Wei Jie was her disciple after all. How could she let others mock her disciple’s family?

So she deliberately smiled sweetly and whispered in a voice only Qin Lingxiao could hear: “If the Four Great Sects were reliable, why were they played around by Lord Can in the previous life? Hoping for them? Might as well hope for a bundle of firewood!”

Hearing Xiaoxiao’s words, Qin Lingxiao could no longer maintain his composure. He glared at her angrily and whispered back: “Don’t hope for them – are you going to hope for Wei Jie instead? Look at you always hanging around with a demon head like Wei Jie! Don’t you know what he did to the Four Great Sects later? His massacre of Lingyun Pavilion is undeniable! No matter how you defend him, it’s useless!”

Xiaoxiao was about to die of anger and couldn’t help raising her voice: “You have the nerve to mention that! Do I love hanging around with him? If you hadn’t locked me and him together back then, would I have been with him?”

Qin Lingxiao was also very angry and shouted: “You female swindler, don’t argue! You promised to return to Lingyun Pavilion with me a few days ago! Did you do it?”

Just then, a cool voice came from the Temple of the God of Wealth: “So that’s how it is…”

Hearing this familiar voice, Xiaoxiao couldn’t help but feel her scalp tingle. She looked up in the direction of the voice and saw a tall man in shining silver armor stepping on the temple threshold with his long legs, coldly watching Cui Xiaoxiao and Qin Lingxiao inside the temple hall.

Xiaoxiao was used to seeing that man in black robes and hadn’t expected that when he wore armor, he would have such a different heroic style!

That waist tightly wrapped in silver armor plates appeared even more upright, and the martial aura diluted the man’s original soft femininity. He looked handsome yet deadly, making one’s legs go weak…

But now wasn’t the leisurely time to admire a beauty under the moon!

Looking at Wei Jie, who had suddenly appeared, and his tense jaw and cold, prominent nose tip, Xiaoxiao wasn’t sure how much he had heard…

Standing beside Wei Jie was Tang Youshu.

Master Tang was also wearing silver armor, but his body was too frail, so the armor hung loosely on him and kept swaying. He still carried his ever-present bamboo basket on his back, naturally unable to achieve his teacher’s handsome and deadly appearance.

Master Tang was standing behind Wei Jie, winking at Xiaoxiao below, looking anxious as if his teacher’s mood wasn’t very good.

Even without Tang Youshu’s hints, Xiaoxiao could guess Wei Jie wasn’t happy.

Because not far behind these teachers and disciples, there were two identical “Wei Jie” and “Tang Youshu” following them.

At this moment, the fake Wei Jie stretched out his long leg and kicked the “Qin Lingxiao” still lying on the ground several more times, then took a few steps to the “Cui Xiaoxiao” whose lips were still red, reached out his hand, and very rudely wiped her mouth…

That roughness made even Xiaoxiao, the original, feel her lips hurt. She couldn’t help covering her mouth and finally couldn’t help shouting at Wei Jie: “That… that’s about enough!”

Being called by his master, Wei Jie seemed to control his emotions.

The fake Wei Jie finally reluctantly let go of “Xiaoxiao.”

Being caught badmouthing her disciple like this made Xiaoxiao, as the master, quite embarrassed. She could naturally understand her beloved disciple’s slight anger and loss of composure.

She could only clear her throat: “Oh no! How are you also in this city? But it’s really great to meet you! I was worried about you, so I came back…”

Wei Jie said in a cool tone: “Sorry for interrupting your heart-to-heart conversation with this… Young Pavilion Master.”

Xiaoxiao had never seen Wei Jie’s expression so cold and serious. She could only try to explain: “Actually, when I left, it was also to let you gain some experience. After all, your abilities are quite good now. Why must you always follow me…”

Before Xiaoxiao could finish, Wei Jie said lightly: “If men and women need romantic dalliance, having a disciple around is indeed inconvenient…”

Xiaoxiao couldn’t help rolling her eyes. Romantic, your big head ghost!

She and Qin Lingxiao had been hungry and starving these past few days – their mouths were so bland they could hatch birds! And he talked about romance? Could that be eaten?

She was too lazy to explain and asked again: “What’s going on with this illusory city? That… madam also came back. Do you know if she entered the city?”

Now with Lingyun Pavilion disciples and Qin Lingxiao present, she could only vaguely say “madam” to remind Wei Jie that Siling had returned.

Wei Jie understood. He frowned slightly and said concisely, “She won’t enter the city anymore. Because now this illusory city can neither be exited nor entered…”

Qin Lingxiao was worried about his father and didn’t care about his dislike for Wei Jie at this moment. He asked: “What’s going on with this city? Did you create this mess?”

Wei Jie didn’t even look at him, only continuing to explain to Xiaoxiao: “This city’s capacity is limited. Before digesting the food already consumed, it won’t open the city gates to let new people in.”

“Food?” Xiaoxiao looked at Wei Jie in confusion.

“That’s you and me – all the people who entered the city. After these fake bodies absorb the spiritual power of the originals and kill them, the city gates will open again to attract more people.”

Hearing this, Xiaoxiao couldn’t help gasping.

According to Wei Jie’s meaning, until all living people in the city were killed, no one could leave?

Just then, the other groups that had scattered also returned in twos and threes.

Although Xiaoxiao had sent people to warn them in time, the scattered groups still suffered heavy losses, with several Lingyun Pavilion disciples even seriously injured.

After all, human nature – suddenly seeing something that looks exactly like oneself would generate uncontrollable disgust.

Lingyun Pavilion disciples had always had smooth sailing and thought highly of themselves. Even after hearing warnings, they couldn’t control their killing intent for a moment, but it backfired on themselves.

When everyone gathered in the Temple of the God of Wealth, all the fake bodies also congregated outside the temple, each staring with ghostly eyes, crowding at the temple entrance, fixedly watching the people inside.

Just waiting for when the living people inside became restless and unable to control their emotions, a life-and-death battle could reignite.

Yu Ling’er, seeing this situation, fell into deep despair. She said quietly, “What should we do? Am I going to starve to death? If I had known this would happen, I’d rather have died under the beast hunters’ claws. At least I wouldn’t have suffered…”

Qin Lingxiao pursed his lips and led the Lingyun Pavilion disciples to sit on the side steps, meditating and regulating their breathing to conserve energy.

The fake Lingyun Pavilion goods outside also began regulating their breathing. Who knew if the partially injured Lingyun Pavilion disciples would still be a match for the fakes when they fought?

The atmosphere on the Lingshan Talisman Sect side was subtle.

The teacher and disciple who had been reunited after a long separation showed no warmth or excitement. Wei Jie leaned against a temple pillar with lowered eyes, not knowing what he was thinking, with no intention of chatting with his teacher.

Xiaoxiao was also too embarrassed to talk to Wei Jie and could only ask Master Tang about what had happened these past days and why they appeared here.

Fortunately, Tang Youshu treated Master Cui as warmly as always, greeting Master Cui and Yu Ling’er to eat and chat.

Because he traveled extensively practicing medicine, he liked carrying a large bamboo basket with him.

This bamboo basket was now like a treasure box. Seeing what Tang Youshu took out from it, both Cui Xiaoxiao and Yu Ling’er’s eyes lit up.

Especially Yu Ling’er, licking her lips: “Master Tang, you’re truly extraordinary! How do you still have so many butter candy treats in your bamboo basket?”

Tang Youshu smiled and took out another oil paper package: “Eat slowly, there are also barbecued chicken legs here!”

Yu Ling’er almost threw herself into Tang Youshu’s arms, tearfully saying: “How did you know I wanted to eat this? I’ve been dreaming about the barbecued chicken legs from the shop across from the inn these past days!”

However, the fake Ling’er outside the temple wasn’t so restrained. “She” was now nuzzling into “Tang Youshu’s” arms like a puppy!

Next, Tang Youshu told them about his experiences these past days.

It turned out that less than a day after Cui Xiaoxiao and Yu Ling’er left, Tang Youshu got hungry because he had eaten all the food in his bamboo basket.

Once hungry, he had to return to the city to buy food. While queuing to buy barbecued chicken legs, he saw many soldiers running out of the marketplace in crowds. He heard that something had happened at Autumn Water Pool, where Lord Can was holding his birthday banquet. People returning to the city said they saw fire soaring to the sky there, reddening half the sky.

Tang Youshu knew his teacher had also gone to attend the banquet. Anxiously, he packed up the chicken legs and hired a donkey cart at the street corner to go to Autumn Water Pool to investigate.

But halfway there, the donkey cart was seized by returning government soldiers. Tang Youshu was dragged off the cart and thrown into the roadside bushes.

He could only watch helplessly as those soldiers who had stolen the cart fled.

Later, he learned that at Lord Can’s birthday banquet, when everyone was in high spirits from drinking, Wei family head Wei Jingling suddenly appeared and exposed Lord Can’s crimes of secretly raising Underworld poison insects with the intent to bring disaster to the mortal world.

This statement caused an uproar.

Elder Wumu Feng, having become close friends with Lord Can in just a few days, immediately slammed the table and questioned how the Wei family could make such slanderous accusations against a noble prince without evidence.

The Wei family, who never socialized with others, had their subordinates display silver rings.

Those silver rings surrounded the Four Great Sects’ people, resonating with sounds like chiming bells.

When Wei Jingling explained the dangers of puppet poison, the sect masters led by Lingyun Pavilion’s Qinhe immediately reacted, sitting cross-legged to meditate and examine their meridians.

This examination was alarming – it accelerated the crawling speed of the insects in their bodies.

Qinhe and the others all had darkened brows and glared at Lord Can.

However, Lord Can calmly asked Wei Jingling in return: even if the Four Great Sects were infected with poison, how could he prove it was this wealthy, idle prince who poisoned them?

He was a noble son who usually had no contact with cultivated people. Why would he do such things?

On the contrary, Lord Can had heard from the Four Great Sects’ elders that the Wei family’s rebellious son Wei Jie was in the city, and his teacher Cui Xiaoxiao also seemed somewhat evil.

Lord Can had just discovered that his recently beloved singer Siling was the Numei Siling who had escaped from the Four Great Sects years ago.

Someone had seen Wei Jie secretly meeting with Siling and then helping her leave the city. Lord Can didn’t know what these evil mother and son intended, so he had been secretly sending people to investigate. Unexpectedly, the Wei family people deceived by Wei Jie were now making counter-accusations. Wasn’t this calling the thief to catch the thief?

In any case, Lord Can was reasonable and eloquent. Even the Four Great Sects, who discovered they were infected with puppet poison, wavered in their hearts after hearing his words, suspecting this was a trap set by Wei Jie in collusion with the Wei family.

Just as Lord Can was using his silver tongue to turn the tide, Wei Jie slowly emerged from behind Wei Jingling, holding a moving dog leash in his hand, though nothing seemed to be on the leash.

However, a close maidservant behind Lord Can’s face changed dramatically and kept retreating.

What Wei Jie held was the Corpse-eating Beast he had originally caught with Xiaoxiao.

This creature naturally loved eating decay and liked gathering wandering souls. Unfortunately, the puppet poison’s larvae were precisely nourished by souls thrown into the Underworld’s River of Forgetting.

If the larvae entered human bodies, it was fine – mixing with human blood could mask their cold nature.

But those who raised the insects, if they dealt with such cold evil things daily, evil qi would inevitably invade their limbs and bones, with the aura condensing and not dispersing.

To the Corpse-eating Beast, this smell was no different from the delicious food’s rich aroma!

Cuo Shi – Chapter 44
Smelling such a rich aroma, even before Wei Jie could give the command, the Corpse-eating Beast was already impatiently roaring, breaking free from Wei Jie’s dog leash, revealing its ferocious true form, and lunging straight at the maidservant Zhu’er beside Lord Can.

This maidservant was the daughter of the Wei family traitor Wei Di, so she naturally knew the power of this Corpse-eating Beast.

To protect herself, Zhu’er desperately blew the whistle hidden in her mouth, activating all the parasitic insects planted at the banquet, while simultaneously throwing countless darts soaked in poison.

These darts, once they scratched the skin, could immediately poison someone severely, and if used together with puppet poison, they would grow in the blood, making the parasitic insects even more domineering!

Although some people at the banquet had just been infected with the poison, if they were hit by darts, they would be no different from those who had been infected for days.

The darts she threw were like death warrants to those infected with the poison.

Fortunately, the Wei family members, including Wei Jie, were all wearing protective silver armor, so those poison-soaked darts had no effect at all.

But after this whistle blast, it could be said to have awakened the dormant swarm of insects. Those Four Great Sects disciples seemed possessed, all rushing toward the Corpse-eating Beast, trying to protect the insect master.

Several of them were high-level cultivators who were also hit by darts. Catalyzed by the toxicity, their dantian’s true qi surged violently, and even their clothes were shattered into flying leaf fragments.

Although the Wei family’s silver-armored soldiers were quick-eyed and swift-handed, they promptly placed silver rings on powerful figures like Qinhe and the Tianxin Sect elders to prevent the parasitic insects from entering their hearts and causing them to go on killing sprees.

However, the dart toxicity made the parasitic insects even more violent, far beyond what a small silver ring could suppress.

Now Lord Can could no longer deny anything, after all, this maidservant had been kept by his side all along, and those infected had all drunk wine served by this maidservant. She must have put the insects in the wine when toasting.

Seeing that some disciples under their command were being controlled by the whistle sound and couldn’t resist the parasitic insects, while also being unable to withstand the Corpse-eating Beast’s attack, dying one by one spitting blood, several elders from the Four Great Sects who had escaped disaster by fasting and avoiding alcohol were heartbroken with eyes nearly splitting, all drawing their swords to capture the treacherous king.

However, Lord Can had already quietly left under the protection of his subordinate, strange scholars, when the situation became uncontrollable, disappearing without a trace.

The woman controlling the puppet poison had originally planned to retreat with Lord Can.

Unfortunately, the Corpse-eating Beast suddenly became invisible again. Zhu’er was caught off guard and had half her arm torn off by the suddenly approaching Corpse-eating Beast. Blood flowed like a fountain, and she was pinned to the ground by the Wei family’s silver-armored soldiers, who caught up, forcing her to surrender.

Zhu’er was in too much pain to speak, watching her arm gradually disappear in mid-air, being devoured by the invisible Corpse-eating Beast. She could only wail in despair: “Father! Your Lordship, please save me…”

Unfortunately, her father and the prince had long since vanished without a trace, and Zhu’er cried out again, seeing her foot seemingly bitten by something else…

At that time, Wei family head Wei Jingling stayed behind to handle the aftermath. After all, those frenzied Four Great Sects masters were all going on killing sprees, creating a scene of bloody carnage everywhere. If left unchecked, the surrounding villages and towns would all be slaughtered.

Wei Jie led part of the Wei family army to pursue the treacherous king, but halfway found Tang Youshu, who had been thrown from the cart, so he brought him along to continue the chase.

Who knew that just as Luoyi City was in sight ahead, Lord Can and his group vanished without a trace.

When Wei Jie and his group entered the city, they found it like a dead city, quiet and silent everywhere.

Soon, Wei Jie also discovered the strangeness of this city, seeming to be reversed left and right, determining that this wasn’t the real Luoyi City.

However, when they tried to turn back and leave, they encountered fakes that looked exactly like them.

Of course, they also had a heated fight with the fakes, though each pair’s battle situation was slightly different.

Wei Jie and the Wei family guards fought quite fiercely, while Tang Youshu’s pair was just amateur pecking from beginning to end! The real and fake both held bamboo poles and knocked each other’s heads.

Although Tang Youshu wore a helmet, he was still knocked dizzy by the fake, so they both changed to hitting each other’s bottoms, back and forth.

Fortunately, Wei Jie was the first to discover that his true qi seemed to be absorbed, commanding everyone to stop fighting and not continue battling “them.”

However, when they prepared to leave the city, they found the gates sealed, and there seemed to be voices talking in the city.

So they followed the sounds and unexpectedly saw a thoroughly bizarre opera performance at the Temple of the God of Wealth entrance – that cold as ice, proud as a snow lotus Young Pavilion Master was actually embracing their Talisman Sect’s little master ancestor and kissing endlessly.

Hearing this, Xiaoxiao caught the key point. She quietly asked Tang Youshu: “So you haven’t had time to show your master the letter I wrote?”

Tang Youshu nodded.

This time, Xiaoxiao truly breathed a sigh of relief. If so, then the already shaky teacher-disciple relationship could still be salvaged somewhat.

After all, at that time, she thought she would never see Wei Jie again, and thinking of his usual infuriating behavior, she had written some very hurtful words.

But since Wei Jie hadn’t seen the letter, why was he still giving her the cold shoulder? As if she owed him ten thousand taels of silver?

Tang Youshu spoke with lingering interest, then immediately looked at his master ancestor with thirst for knowledge, wanting to ask about her situation with Young Master Qin. Unfortunately, before he could ask, he was pulled aside by Qin Lingxiao for questioning…

Having learned that Wei Jie hadn’t yet seen the letter severing their relationship, the Talisman Sect leader regained her confidence.

Xiaoxiao cleared her throat, walked over to her beloved disciple leaning against the pillar, and bumped his arm with her shoulder: “Alright, you’ve made your point. Always keeping a straight face – aren’t you tired?”

Wei Jie looked down at his much shorter master and asked lightly: “Didn’t you say you don’t like being with me? Why are you talking to me again?”

This… Xiaoxiao rolled her eyes: “I just said I don’t like being tied together with you, right? That’s also the truth, isn’t it? After all, who would want to drag around a big living person when relieving themselves?”

After speaking, Xiaoxiao even tried hard to widen her autumn wave eyes to appear more righteous.

But Wei Jie remained unmoved, asking coldly: “You do like being with him, and even promised to return to Lingyun Pavilion with him? Are you regretting not accepting the marriage proposal back then? How prestigious it would be to become the Young Pavilion Master’s wife!”

The “him” Wei Jie referred to was Qin Lingxiao, who was questioning Tang Youshu nearby. He seemed to have heard about his father being infected with poison and dart toxicity, his whole handsome face iron-blue, grabbing Tang Youshu’s collar, apparently asking about his father Qinhe’s condition.

Hearing Wei Jie mention this, Xiaoxiao wrinkled her nose: “Don’t mention it! Being detained by him for those few days, he nearly starved me and Ling’er to death! Who wants to be with someone so cold? Don’t drag me into this!”

Her heartfelt disgust pleased the cold beloved disciple. He finally showed his fangs, smiled at Xiaoxiao, bent down slightly, leaned close to his little master’s face, and asked in a low voice: “What? He didn’t give you food?”

Yu Ling’er came over at this time, saying with feeling: “That… Young Master Qin was very good to us, just not good at eating. He always made us eat flower petals and drink dew…”

Two growing foodie girls could only eat such things – just hearing about it was pitiful!

Wei Jie knew his master’s obsession with food. Hearing that Qin Lingxiao was so good at taking care of people, he smiled even more warmly, reached out to pat his master’s head, and comforted: “When we get out, I’ll take you to eat good food…”

Xiaoxiao’s mind was entirely on “eating good food” and didn’t notice her disciple’s presumptuous hand, only sniffling somewhat aggrievedly: “I want barbecued chicken legs too. Master Tang brought some, but Yu Ling’er ate them all…”

As for Qin Lingxiao, he had just heard a series of bad news from Tang Youshu.

Tang Youshu wasn’t sure about the current safety of the Lingyun Pavilion leader either.

But when Qin Lingxiao heard him relay what Wei Jie had seen, his father’s situation seemed pessimistic.

Qin Lingxiao tried to suppress his full anxiety, attempting to think positively.

But as soon as he looked up, he saw “Wei Jie” at the temple entrance actually holding “Cui Xiaoxiao” and spinning her around! And the “Cui Xiaoxiao” who had just acted like a chaste and virtuous woman was happily letting him hold her, the smile spreading across her face deeply stinging Qin Lingxiao’s eyes.

He angrily turned his head, coldly glaring at the teacher-disciple pair by the pillar.

They weren’t as frivolous and arrogant as the fakes. But Wei Jie was leaning so close to Xiaoxiao, speaking about something that made the girl’s eyes shine with joy.

For a moment, he also heard fragments about not getting enough to eat following him.

Qin Lingxiao couldn’t help thinking of the food box he had bought, and that large bowl of cold noodles with toppings…

Unfortunately, this good intention was like an overturned food box – ultimately, no one appreciated it, wasted!

He was already worried about his father and agitated, and now his heart felt like it had been doused with several spoonfuls of sour and spicy sauce, making him unable to control his negative emotions anymore…

The “Qin Lingxiao” outside the door seemed to sense the original’s anger, actually glaring with fury, once again summoning his qi sword and rushing toward the two people in the temple.

Influenced by “him,” the other fake bodies also seemed to become murderous again, slowly advancing with “Qin Lingxiao.”

Under the setting sun behind them, this group looked like zombies possessed, emanating an indescribable eerie aura.

Wei Jie was the first to notice something wrong with the fake bodies at the temple entrance, quickly pulling Xiaoxiao to dodge inside.

The fake bodies at the entrance all had wooden faces, crowding toward the temple entrance, momentarily blocking the door so that the setting sun’s remaining light couldn’t penetrate the temple, making the surroundings quite dim.

However, Xiaoxiao’s eyesight was amazing. Even in the dark, she could still see clearly.

She suddenly discovered that the qi sword projected by the fake “Qin Lingxiao” seemed to blur several times as it rushed toward them…

Xiaoxiao squinted, looking puzzledly toward the temple entrance – now the entrance was crowded with people. Besides the fake bodies of these city entrants, there seemed to be figures of Luoyi citizens. This city seemed to be using Qin Lingxiao’s emotions to catalyze all its energy, pushing those fake bodies forward, wanting to surge into the temple and swallow all these city entrants in one gulp.

Seeing this situation, the people in the temple also became nervous, unconsciously raising their weapons in defensive postures!

But their hostility was immediately transmitted to the fake bodies, making those originally hostile fakes become murderous again, carrying death-like silence as they charged into the temple.

Just as a great battle was about to break out, Xiaoxiao suddenly shouted: “Quick! We need to get to the roof! I found the mirror of this illusory city’s magic!”

Hearing her shout, Wei Jie had no time to ask more questions. He just looked up at the roof, then embraced Xiaoxiao, raised a qi shield, and leaped toward the temple roof.

When they broke through the roof tiles, Xiaoxiao looked up at the setting sun hanging on the eastern mountain.

Calculating the time now, they had been inside for no less than an hour. But that sunlight seemed motionless, still hanging on the mountain.

This seemed to further confirm Xiaoxiao’s speculation.

Just then, Qin Lingxiao, who had also jumped onto the roof, urgently asked: “Where is that mirror?”

Xiaoxiao pointed to the setting sun hanging in the sky and said in a deep voice: “If I’m not mistaken, that ‘setting sun’ is the mirror!”

She didn’t know who had set up this mirror city, but she could be certain they used extremely sophisticated magical artifacts.

So the buildings and furnishings in the city, even those fake people, were almost genuine.

However, when they were in the temple earlier, because the temple entrance was blocked, that “sunlight” couldn’t penetrate, causing the temple’s statues, furnishings, and even the incoming qi sword to blur for a moment in the darkness.

Although the people at the temple entrance soon dispersed, allowing the “sunlight” to project in again, Xiaoxiao had already discovered the flaw in that instant!

Only where this light reached could illusions become real!

And this setting sun that lingered without falling seemed to illuminate every corner of the entire city.

Xiaoxiao wanted to test if her speculation was correct. So now the most urgent thing was how to shatter that “setting sun” hanging in the sky.

Just as they all climbed onto the roof, the fake goods originally scattered at the temple entrance suddenly surged in again, climbing up like human pyramids, all rushing toward the roof.

This time, the fakes seemed to have lost patience, no longer wanting to wait for these city entrants to become emotionally disturbed themselves, but directly rushing up to drain the entrants’ spiritual power.

Hearing Xiaoxiao’s words, Wei Jie looked up at the setting sun and suddenly took out the silver bow that had been hanging on his back.

He nocked a silver arrow and shot it toward the “setting sun.” But when the silver arrow wrapped in true qi and spiritual power flew less than halfway, it seemed to be blocked by something and fell dejectedly to the ground.

Wei Jie didn’t give up. Next, he gripped a handful of silver arrows, continuing to stretch his long arms like Hou Yi shooting at the setting sun. Unfortunately, the arrows shot in succession all hit walls and fell down.

Qin Lingxiao couldn’t help sneering: “Is this all you’re capable of? Don’t waste time here!”

But Cui Xiaoxiao suddenly sternly stopped Qin Lingxiao: “Shut up, don’t disturb him!”

Xiaoxiao’s eyesight was too good. Even though Wei Jie shot rapidly, she could see that those silver arrows landing points were the same.

There was a barrier protecting the “setting sun,” preventing people from approaching.

But Wei Jie’s consecutive silver arrows all hit the same point. The demon-subduing and evil-repelling silver arrowheads allowed the spiritual energy Wei Jie accumulated in the arrow shafts to achieve maximum effect.

Soon, they saw accompanied by a strange cracking sound, obvious crack marks appeared in front of the “setting sun.”

Finally, after Wei Jie shot more than a dozen consecutive arrows, the last arrow struggled through the invisible barrier and flew much further forward.

But when it was about to approach the “setting sun,” the silver arrow suddenly caught fire and was quickly melted and burned by the scorching flames…

Xiaoxiao knew this was the mastermind controlling this city, casting spells to protect the formation’s focal magical artifact!

So even silver-plated arrows couldn’t approach!

What else could brave this evil fire and shatter the “setting sun”…

At this time, this illusory city seemed to know it had entered the final life-or-death moment. It also lost patience with toying with prey. All the fake bodies became furious, and even skeletons hung with rotting flesh began emerging from under the stone roads throughout the city…

The Lingyun Pavilion disciples and the fox clan were desperately blocking those fakes jumping up, already overwhelmed. Seeing the “city’s” yin energy growing heavier, they couldn’t help but fall into despair.

Once the psychological defense line collapsed, the dantian’s spiritual energy also became difficult to maintain. So visibly, the speed at which their spiritual power was being drained accelerated, and they were about to be unable to resist.

Xiaoxiao gritted her teeth and suddenly drew her sword “Yu Tiandou,” then said to Wei Jie and Qin Lingxiao: “Can you two work together to lift me? I’ll break that magic formation!”

Wei Jie looked at the sword in her hand and quickly understood Xiaoxiao’s idea, saying urgently: “No! This is too dangerous! Who knows what other tricks that thing has? It might backfire on you!”

Now wasn’t the time for an argument. Xiaoxiao brought out a generation sect leader’s authority, saying coldly: “I’m not asking for your opinion! Will you help or not?”

Just then, Yu Ling’er, while desperately swinging her sword, shouted: “Stop arguing! Quick! I really can’t hold on anymore…”

Looking at those injured companions, Wei Jie and Qin Lingxiao, these two enemies, silently looked at each other.

Then the two reluctantly squatted down, clasping hands with mutual disgust.

Petite Cui Xiaoxiao stepped on top, supporting herself on their shoulders, then whispered: “One, two, three, up!”

The two men gathered their true qi, and the four arms exerted force together. Xiaoxiao immediately shot toward the “setting sun”!

Long before preparing to leap, Xiaoxiao had already gripped “Yu Tiandou” in her hand, extending it straight, becoming one with the arrow, attacking toward the setting sun.

Those two men’s arm strength was amazing, launching Xiaoxiao very high! But when flying halfway, Xiaoxiao felt resistance, as if lead weights were dragging her feet downward!

That magic formation was still resisting desperately, trying to pull Xiaoxiao down.

Just then, Xiaoxiao closed her eyes and activated her spiritual power, achieving unity between person and sword, guiding “Yu Tiandou” to continue toward the “setting sun.”

These past days, because she needed to climb trees to pick fruit, Xiaoxiao had become quite skilled at using the technique of unity between person and sword.

Now, under spiritual power’s drive, “Yu Tiandou” was like a powerful hand pulling Xiaoxiao forward.

Where the cold sword light reached, it seemed capable of splitting the chaotic, viscous sunlight.

A fake sun – how could it compete with the cold light of a heavenly punishment sword?

When the resistance weakened, the sword quickly carried Xiaoxiao forward, then struck fiercely at the strangely red “setting sun”!

Only hearing a deafening crash, the setting sun cracked slowly like a mirror surface, then let out ghost-like, painful howls from the cracks.

Xiaoxiao saw clearly – between those mirror-like cracks, a shocked face was revealed…

Though that face flashed by quickly, Xiaoxiao had already recognized the person…

Then, a heat wave invaded from the cracks. The entire mirror city gradually crumbled bit by bit, and those ferocious city vengeful spirits and fake bodies melted like hot wax, gradually dissolving into the cracked ground…

Accompanied by flying fragments, the rebound force from the break immediately struck Xiaoxiao back to the ground.

Just then, the two tall men on the roof both leaped up, extending their arms to catch Xiaoxiao.

Unfortunately, Qin Lingxiao’s movement was slightly slower and still couldn’t compete with Wei Jie. Xiaoxiao was steadily caught in Wei Jie’s arms and jumped back down to the ground.

Looking around again, they were still in the empty suburbs of Luoyi City.

Night wind blew, and the surroundings were no longer deathly silent. Insect chirping accompanied by wild wolves’ long howls echoed in the crisp air…

Everything was so alive, giving people a sense of rebirth after disaster.

It was now deep night, with stars dotting the sky and half the moon hiding behind clouds. Luoyi City was not far ahead, with gates tightly closed in a curfew appearance.

Yu Ling’er was the first to react, staggering to grab a handful of grass from the ground and putting it in her mouth.

After chewing twice, the grass’s astringent taste spread on her tongue. Yu Ling’er joyfully spat out the grass residue and shouted: “This grass can be eaten! We finally escaped that ghost place!”

But things weren’t over yet.

Cui Xiaoxiao carefully examined the surroundings and soon saw on the ground lines drawn with the ashes of burned talisman paper.

These lines depicted the street layout of a city, which wasn’t even as large as a few crop fields!

In other words, they had been going in circles the whole time, trapped tightly in this less than one mu and three fen of land.

Very likely, when Lord Can and his group fled, one of his subordinates strange person, had temporarily set up this formation to delay the pursuing troops like Wei Jie.

But now that they had the city, where was the “setting sun”?

Xiaoxiao looked up and around, quickly discovering a broken bagua bronze mirror hanging on the high branches of a large tree. Under the tree roots were scattered fragments of the bronze mirror.

The previous illusory city was created by someone using this bronze mirror to adjust angles, reflecting the image of the real Luoyi City and transforming it.

Beside the bronze mirror hung a lamp emitting a strange red light. The setting sun light they had felt in the city was probably the illusion of this lamplight reflecting on the bagua bronze mirror.

Wei Jie led two Wei family guards to jump up the tree and take down the mirror and lamp for examination.

But after smelling the lamp oil, they immediately moved their noses away in disgust.

It turned out the lamp oil was full of grease but stank terribly.

The Wei family members who guarded the Underworld could easily identify that this lamp burned human fat.

Human fat, as the name suggests, was oil refined from human corpses, though this oil seemed to contain other things as well.

Wei Jie took it for careful examination and immediately recognized that it also contained saliva from the evil beast Mirage.

Mirages were best at creating illusions, and putting their saliva in lamps would unconsciously cause those entering the formation to hallucinate when lit.
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As for that bronze mirror, it looked no different from ordinary bronze mirrors, but now the mirror surface had been pierced with a large hole by Xiaoxiao, leaving it in shambles.

However, Xiaoxiao discovered that several talisman papers were stuck around the bronze mirror.

But unlike the yellow grass paper talismans of Lingshan Talisman Sect, these talismans were all made from a kind of smooth, delicate skin paper.

Wei Jie touched them and said, “These are all human skin…”

Xiaoxiao frowned in disgust. Fellow practitioners of the Talisman Sect from two hundred years ago manipulated such evil objects.

Looking more closely, she discovered that the talisman inscriptions on the human skin had some similarities to those of the Lingshan Talisman Sect. Although the drawing methods were slightly different, they could be seen as coming from the same origin.

This made Cui Xiaoxiao, also a member of the Talisman Sect, feel deeply insulted.

As members of the Talisman Sect, they were already looked down upon by fellow cultivators as ninth-rate practitioners. People often confuse them with those charlatan fortune tellers who made a living selling talismans for exorcism.

This being the case, members of the Talisman Sect had to maintain proper conduct even more to correct people’s prejudices.

But the mastermind behind their recent encounter had taken the evil path to its extreme. If the Four Great Sects saw these human skin talismans similar to those of the Lingshan Talisman Sect, who knew how they would slander the Talisman Sect!

It was unknown how much true qi the person controlling this formation had absorbed using this bronze mirror.

Just then, Tang Youshu also saw the trick. While supporting his crooked silver helmet, he asked in confusion: “Master, why do these talisman inscriptions look so similar to those of our Lingshan?”

Xiaoxiao looked at him speechlessly, thinking: Master, I’d like to ask you the same thing!

How did you creatively establish the Lingshan Talisman Sect back then?

Regarding Master Tang Youshu’s founding of the sect, he had naturally written extensively about it in his manuals.

This seemed to be related to the mirror city ordeal that Wei Jie experienced before going to the Four Great Sects.

When Wei Jie returned from his adventure, he had once said with feeling to his disciple who lacked spiritual aptitude that rather than cultivating qi, he should switch to studying the talisman path.

If the talisman path could be developed to its extreme, even those with mediocre talent could overcome all schools and reach a state of unrivaled mastery.

It was precisely because of his master’s words that Tang Youshu took it to heart. Combined with several talisman papers Wei Jie brought out from the illusion city, it seemed to open his spiritual aperture.

During Wei Jie’s lifetime, Tang Youshu began studying the talisman path, seeking hidden masters everywhere.

After Wei Jie was killed by Qin Lingxiao, Tang Youshu wandered for ten years and finally established the Lingshan Talisman Sect path.

Now holding these human skin talisman papers, Xiaoxiao had a sudden enlightening feeling: so the seed of her master’s founding of the sect had started from these few evil talisman papers.

However, to abandon the evil aspects of these talismans, Tang Youshu seemed to have made major reforms, making these talismans no longer cold and harmful.

But perhaps precisely because they no longer used human skin but switched to yellow grass paper, combined with Tang Youshu’s modifications, these originally domineering and vicious talismans greatly lost their original power.

Lingshan Talisman Sect naturally followed an unremarkable path, far from the “overcoming all schools, reaching unrivaled mastery” that Demon Lord Wei Jie had described.

However, since this was the case, Xiaoxiao still had to fulfill her duty to Wei Jie. According to the original trajectory, she would plant the seed of founding a sect in Master Tang Youshu’s heart.

So after sighing, she carefully put away the human skin talismans, handed them to Tang Youshu, patted his shoulder, and, following Wei Jie’s original words, solemnly encouraged Master Tang.

Hearing these words, Master Tang was invigorated, his eyes shining with determined light: “Master Ancestor, our Talisman Sect can certainly overcome all schools and achieve unrivaled mastery! Besides, I won’t need to found a sect in the future! You, as the Sect Leader of Lingshan Talisman Sect, broke through this illusion city and should become famous throughout the world! Though your disciple is untalented and not proficient in cultivation, I love writing observations and records, and have some literary talent. Let me record all of Master Ancestor’s great achievements so more people in the world will know our Talisman Sect Leader’s reputation!”

Hearing this, Xiaoxiao panicked. She snatched the notebook he usually used for sketching from Tang Youshu’s hands. After reading a few pages, she said in anguish, “How can you write like this? This… why is it all my name! Am I someone who craves fame and reputation? Those empty reputations are burdens to immortal cultivation… How about this: replace all mentions of my name with your master Wei Jie. His reputation is too bad – just use your Spring and Autumn writing style to salvage it!”

She was someone who had traveled from two hundred years in the future and should leave no trace. If recorded by her master, that would be terrible!

Tang Youshu nodded shamefully, once again discovering the vast differences between himself and his master ancestor, truly like the gap between heaven and a ditch!

Master Ancestor was humble and low-key, inspiring respect beyond reach!

Hearing the master ancestor and disciple arguing over who should wear high hats, Wei Jie smiled mockingly and leisurely reminded Tang Youshu not to write the illusion city incident in too much detail.

Otherwise, if Cui Xiaoxiao in the travel notes was replaced with Wei Jie, when writing about Young Master Qin’s evil thoughts driving the fake body to kiss, it would become Young Master Qin passionately kissing Wei Jie.

Such soul-stirring content might make Wei Jie vomit uncontrollably.

Listening nearby, Qin Lingxiao’s face alternated between green and red from Wei Jie’s mockery. The former world’s strongest forced himself to say: “A fake thing from an evil formation – how dare you attribute it to me! What that evil thing did has nothing to do with me!”

Yu Ling’er, remembering the scene of the man and woman kissing in the illusion city’s Temple of the God of Wealth, felt sourly nauseated and added: “Alright! Didn’t Xiaoxiao also say not to record those messy things? Tang Youshu, you can’t write carelessly. You must show me every day!”

Tang Youshu held his thick notebook and looked at Yu Ling’er in confusion: “Don’t you know how to read? How would you check?”

Yu Ling’er said righteously: “We Fox clan are the smartest! If you teach me a dozen characters every day, won’t I learn?”

Tang Youshu immediately nodded, saying he would take full responsibility for Ling’er’s character learning from now on!

Qin Lingxiao was full of worries and had no heart to listen to their nonsense. He had long known about these Talisman Sect disciples’ idleness.

After such a dangerous encounter, this group only focused on trivial matters.

Qin Lingxiao interrupted the idle chatter of the entire Talisman Sect and directly asked Xiaoxiao: “You seemed to tell Wei Jie that you saw someone behind the mirror when you broke it? Was it Lord Can?”

Xiaoxiao turned to look at him and thought: “I didn’t see clearly…”

Seeing he couldn’t get answers and worried about his father and the others, Qin Lingxiao didn’t want to stay longer. He chanted an incantation to summon wind, took the Lingyun Pavilion disciples into the air, flew over the high city walls, and went into the city to search for his father.

Xiaoxiao watched Qin Lingxiao’s retreating figure in a daze. She had just lied to Young Master Qin. She had seen very clearly.

Just as Xiaoxiao broke the “setting sun” formation, in that brief moment, she saw Qin Lingxiao through the crack…

No! Saying it was Qin Lingxiao wasn’t quite accurate. That… was a face much older than Lingxiao’s.

Xiaoxiao’s intuition told her this person had some connection to Qin Lingxiao, so she had kept quiet about it.

Looking at Luoyi City not far away, although this city wasn’t an illusion, she had a premonition that the dangers inside might not be less than the illusion city…

Thinking this, she took a deep breath and waved: “Come on, let’s enter the city and meet this Lord Can!”

Calculating the time, three days had passed since the birthday banquet at Autumn Water Pool ended unhappily. She wondered how that prince planned to face accusations from all sides.

…

Meanwhile, in the secret chamber of the prince’s mansion in Luoyi City, in the dim light, Lord Can looked at the blood-covered man in the formation’s center, then at the bronze mirror fragments on the ground, and slowly said: “Didn’t you say this formation was foolproof? Why did Cui Xiaoxiao break it so quickly?”

It turned out that in front of Lord Can, there was also a city drawn with talisman ashes.

A hooded man and Lord Can both wore ceremonial robes, sitting cross-legged at the formation’s center. But just a moment ago, the mirror reflected a girl holding a demon-subduing sharp sword who shattered the bronze mirror before them.

When the bronze mirror cracked, the hooded man met the girl in the broken mirror eye to eye. His face was also cut by the flying mirror fragments, now covered in blood.

Fortunately, he pulled Lord Can out of the formation in time. If he had been slower, they would have died under that girl’s sword.

Seeing success slip away, the hooded man wiped the blood from his face with his sleeve and said angrily: “The formation my senior brother set up was originally perfect. However, this formation relies entirely on lamp oil evaporation. If we had added Kaiming Beast’s blood, the power would have been much stronger, and no one would have noticed the light’s flaws. Hatefully, those two beast hunters were so useless, returning empty-handed. If we had the Kaiming Beast and Corpse-eating Beast, everything would have been much smoother… It’s all my incompetence. If senior brother could return in time to oversee the formation, they would never have escaped…”

Hearing the man’s words, Lord Can sighed: “This king also didn’t expect Hunter King and the others to be so incompetent… But when the bronze mirror shattered just now, that Cui Xiaoxiao seemed to see you…”

Hearing Lord Can’s words, the hooded man finally slowly raised his head and snorted: “That was only an instant. She may not have seen me. Besides, I was already infected with poison at the Autumn Water banquet, severely injured and unable to move. The Four Great Sects can all testify. How can the word of a sect leader who came from nowhere, making wild accusations based on illusions seen in a phantom city, count for anything?”

The face revealed under the hood was unmistakably an aged “Qin Lingxiao.”

He was precisely Lingyun Pavilion’s Pavilion Master Qinhe, who had been severely injured at the Autumn Water banquet.

After being severely wounded and carried to a carriage for treatment by his disciples, under the cover of close disciples, he had first come to Luoyi City.

Lord Can still smiled without showing emotion: “But your son also entered the formation just now. If you were soft-hearted toward your beloved son and held back, that would be understandable…”

Qinhe heard the warning beneath Lord Can’s smiling words and immediately knelt in fear: “Your subordinate dares not! Although I use the alias Qinhe, I have never forgotten my true identity, much less the important mission you entrusted to me. Just now, I was truly prepared to sacrifice my son, Lingxiao. But as you saw, Cui Xiaoxiao has too keen eyesight and is too cunning. She ruined the master’s century-long plan overnight. Please grant this subordinate death!”

Lord Can gently encouraged: “Years ago, I had you apprentice to Lingyun Pavilion and marry the old pavilion master’s daughter, hoping you could go further on the cultivation path. If you always speak lightly of life and death, wouldn’t that be wasteful? Besides, that boy Lingxiao has great talent. If we sacrificed him, I couldn’t agree.”

Qinhe quickly knelt: “Your subordinate has never forgotten your great kindness. Everything I have today is entirely due to your cultivation. The century-long plan will never be ruined by a few minor obstacles… Just now in the formation, you absorbed considerable spiritual energy. Unfortunately, it was cut short halfway. If you don’t absorb more true qi into your spiritual platform, I’m afraid there will be qi reversal. But the Wei family has been with the Four Great Sects, and I can’t leave for too long. I may not be able to transfer qi to you later… Isn’t senior brother returning soon? Master, should you have him protect your spiritual platform?”

Affected by the formation’s backlash, Lord Can’s face seemed much more aged and dark, with several new wrinkles around his originally smooth eyes.

Hearing Qinhe’s suggestion, Lord Can said gently: “Such a small matter doesn’t require your senior brother. I have my methods. You needn’t worry too much here. Since Cui Xiaoxiao might have seen you, return quickly so the Four Great Sects can testify for you. You are a thread I painstakingly planted – we absolutely cannot fail at the crucial moment!”

Qinhe quickly nodded in agreement. Before leaving, he whispered, “At this point, we must sacrifice pawns to protect the king. That Wei Di…”

Though he only mentioned it briefly, Lord Can immediately understood his meaning and just smiled knowingly.

After Qinhe disappeared into the secret passage, Lord Can sat properly on the floor cushion again and ordered the hidden door opened.

Soon, a middle-aged strong man entered, knelt on the ground, and cried in grief and anger: “Your Lordship! My daughter also suffered cruelly at the Wei family’s hands. If this revenge is not avenged, I swear I am not human!”

This man was Wei Di, the Wei family’s former traitor. The poison-cultivating woman Zhu’er, who was torn apart and killed by the Corpse-eating Beast at the Autumn Water Pool birthday banquet, was precisely his daughter.

Years ago, he was the right-hand man of former Wei family head Wei Jingling, deeply trusted by Wei Jingling.

Unfortunately, his ambition was great, unwilling to spend his whole life hiding in Qilao Mountain, generation after generation, guarding the Underworld.

So, taking advantage of his three-year rotation duty in the Underworld, he released Numei to seduce Wei Jingling, then secretly entered the Underworld to steal a page from the Book of Life and Death.

This Book of Life and Death could reveal a person’s entire fate just by writing their birth date and name – every sentence was a heavenly secret that could not be revealed.

Wei Di originally wanted to take advantage of Wei Jingling’s relaxed vigilance to tamper with the Book of Life and Death and change his fate.

Though the Wei family achieved enlightenment, they could not live forever. No one understood the despair of the Underworld better than tomb guardians.

Wei Di’s ambition was great. Unwilling to hide for life, he wanted to tamper with fate and secure the opportunity for eternal life without cultivation.

Who knew that the Numei he controlled back then truly fell in love with Wei Jingling and finally revealed the truth to him.

With no choice, Wei Di released the three great fierce beasts from the Underworld, took some Wei family magical artifacts to create chaos, then took advantage of the confusion to flee with that page of the Book of Life and Death and his wife and daughter.

Unfortunately, after leaving that year, to avoid the Wei family’s relentless pursuit, he had to hide constantly at Lord Can’s place. Most critically, the page of the Book of Life and Death he stole was more like a death warrant.

Those who privately hoarded heavenly secrets – how could they not suffer backlash? So this item needed constant nourishment from yin energy, or it would cause backlash. Fortunately, Lord Can generously helped him search everywhere for Underworld objects, shedding blood to nourish that remnant page.

However, his wife had contracted a strange disease years ago and died in agony. His daughter had just been bitten to death limb by limb by the Corpse-eating Beast.

Wei Jingling’s words from years ago – “Those who privately steal the Book of Life and Death will suffer a fate worse than death” – seemed to be gradually proving true.

…It was all because of that Wei family rebellious son Wei Jie, who appeared halfway, and that inexplicable Talisman Sect’s Cui Xiaoxiao, who returned the Corpse-eating Beast to the Wei family. Despite his careful arrangements several times, they were exposed at once.

Now, his beloved daughter’s death was entirely the evil consequence planted by that teacher-disciple pair from the Talisman Sect. Thinking of this, Wei Di was so angry his teeth itched.

Therefore, he had to apologize to Lord Can and ask Lord Can to forgive his inadequate arrangements.

However, Lord Can’s temperament toward wise men had always been gentle.

Facing Wei Di’s apology, he only wiped his face with a handkerchief while saying gently: “These years, you and your daughter have worked diligently for this king without any negligence. What crime do you have? When this king first took you in, I said that I was but a mortal. If I want to achieve immortality, I can only rely on capable people like you for assistance. When one person achieves enlightenment, even chickens and dogs ascend to heaven. This king is willing to give everything to help his subordinate scholars achieve immortality soon. It’s just that we’re temporarily set back by the villains’ obstruction. Poor Zhu’er…”

Speaking of this, Lord Can seemed so sad that his eyes moistened.

Wei Di knew well that he had always been secretly wanted and pursued by the demon-subduing Wei family. Without Lord Can’s strong support and obedience to him, he alone couldn’t have obtained so many magical artifacts to improve his powers.

Now Wei Di still needed this king who wholeheartedly sought the Way, so naturally he was polite.

When he heard Lord Can say his qi was suddenly agitated and he didn’t know how to calm his blood, Wei Di quickly stood up and came over to help Lord Can calm his agitated qi.

These royal descendants were all extremely wealthy and idle.

This Lord Can, influenced by someone unknown, actually fantasized about achieving immortality with an ordinary mortal body, so he spent his days collecting various scholars and absorbing true qi everywhere.

Unfortunately, his leaky spiritual platform was simply not material for immortal cultivation.

Wei Di inwardly despised this mediocre king’s wishful thinking, but showed nothing on his face. Instead, he diligently sat across from Lord Can, preparing to transfer some true qi over as usual, letting this mediocre king feel the pleasure of a full dantian.

But just as he sat down, closed his eyes, and gathered qi, he suddenly felt a fierce killing intent attacking from ahead.

When he opened his eyes again, he saw his chest had been pierced by an arm.

The moment Wei Di’s heart was grasped, the true qi in his body seemed to be continuously absorbed by that arm.

“Your Lordship… you… you…”

Wei Di couldn’t move for a moment, only staring wide-eyed in terror at Lord Can, who smiled at him.

When did this mediocre king acquire such skills? Looking again at his heart-grasping claws, the claws were blackened between the fingers – the appearance of demonic possession…

The mediocre king had broken through a human heart but still smiled undiminished, speaking gently as before: “Since your beloved wife and daughter have already gone to the netherworld, what use is your attachment to this mortal world? This king has noted all your unfinished business. Rest assured, this king will eliminate the Wei family and avenge you!”

Saying this, his sharp claws clenched, and the heart exploded.

Wei Di stared wide-eyed in painful whimpering, finally tilting his head and collapsing to the ground in a pool of blood.

Having absorbed Wei Di’s spiritual energy, Lord Can’s originally aged and dark complexion improved greatly, once again restoring the vigor a middle-aged man should have.

He slowly stood up, kicked aside the obstructing corpse, turned to open a mechanism behind a hanging painting, and followed a secret passage to another secret chamber.

When he entered this secret chamber, the consistently gentle smile on Lord Can’s face slowly faded, becoming dark and unfathomable.

He walked to a bronze water vat in the center of the secret chamber.

Under the candlelight, one could see that the vat was full of deep red liquid. The rich, bloody smell assaulting the nostrils indicated this was a vat of blood.

However, this blood was special – it was heart blood from a yin dragon.

This was the last prey captured by Hunter King before his death. All that yin energy blood had settled at the bottom of the vat.

Because what was being nourished in this vat needed constant Underworld beast blood for sustenance.

Lord Can bent down and concentrated on looking.

Just then, something like white paper slowly floated up from the beast’s blood in the vat. This paper-like thing was like a torn book page, densely covered with tiny characters.

Lord Can had read the characters on this page countless times before and even knew them by heart.

This told the story of a young prince who left the capital, gradually planned and schemed through recruiting scholars, enduring hardships, and finally achieved immortality.

In the story, this prince first achieved eternal youth by obtaining Numei’s blood tears, then controlled the Four Great Sects, using them against the Wei-surnamed youth who had seen through his schemes early. The prince then presented a Kaiming Beast to His Majesty, provoking heavenly wrath that caused successive droughts in Great Qi, destabilizing the imperial position. Subsequently, the prince supported a young child’s ascension, gaining overwhelming power.

By then, the prince already knew something more tempting than imperial power – the path to immortality that ordinary people couldn’t reach.

So the prince’s capable subordinates used illusion cities to absorb the cultivation of the demonized Wei-surnamed Demon Lord, obtaining half his demonic power. Who knew that Wei-surnamed Demon Lord, with someone’s help, actually refined the demon pearl from his body. After purifying his demonic nature, he could transcend tribulation and achieve immortality.

But the prince cleverly used the foresight shown by the remnant page, scheming step by step until finally making that demon lord, who should have achieved immortality, be killed by his disciple, his soul scattered. He then took the immortal position originally belonging to Demon Lord Wei Jie, ascending to heaven in one step.

What a smooth and perfect story! Never tiring to read.

However, Lord Can knew the original story hadn’t been so perfect. This prince’s fate should originally have been like thousands of mortals – muddling through life and finally dying of old age, becoming a handful of ash.

After Lord Can initially obtained this remnant page of the Book of Life and Death from Wei Di, he used clever methods, constantly trying to change fate. After gradual changes, the story on the remnant page would change.

Until finally, he completed this perfect plan of stealing heaven and changing fate to achieve immortality.

Cuo Shi – Chapter 46
What Lord Can originally intended to do was to diligently follow everything written on these remnant pages, slowly and patiently arranging things, bit by bit transforming the text of these life-and-death remnant pages into reality.

Initially, things proceeded quite smoothly, but somehow, at some point, everything in reality began to diverge greatly from what was described on these remnant pages.

Lord Can struggled to control the situation, attempting to salvage the chaos, but the text on these remnant pages kept jumping and changing, making the sentences unreadable.

And today, when Lord Can looked again at this dragon-skin paper soaked in exotic beast blood, the originally densely packed text was gradually disappearing.

Lord Can’s expression changed abruptly, and he almost couldn’t help but reach into the vat to fish out those remnant pages. But just then, on the now blank paper, a new line of large characters appeared.

“One who is not bound by heavenly fate appears in the wrong era, destiny severed and discontinuous, even Heaven cannot know…”

After displaying this sentence, that piece of dragon-skin remnant page slowly sank to the bottom of the vat, bubbled a few blood bubbles, then became completely still.

Lord Can slowly narrowed his eyes, his hand gripping the edge of the vat, still unwilling to give up as he continued to shout: “One who is not bound by heavenly fate? Appearing in the wrong era? What exactly does this mean?”

But the remnant pages in that blood vat never floated up again.

Lord Can slowly straightened his body. Although the meaning of these dragon-skin remnant pages was unclear, that “one who is not bound by heavenly fate” had disrupted what should have been his smooth path to immortality.

Lord Can closed his eyes, carefully recalling all the various situations along this journey, and felt that the greatest variable was that Talismonger Sect’s Cui Xiaoxiao!

In the original destiny, he had never seen Cui Xiaoxiao’s name!

Lord Can was certain of this point. After all, the original path to ascending to immortality was truly too perfect, so much so that every time Lord Can looked at it, his blood would surge with excitement, wishing he could ascend to immortality in one step, and he had memorized every detail by heart.

But now, the perfect path to immortality had been destroyed like a plate of leftover scraps that couldn’t be swallowed.

However, everything could still be remedied. Lord Can knew he needed to pull the derailed events back to their original trajectory, bit by bit, not tolerating even the slightest error!

Although the remnant pages’ story had already undergone subtle changes long ago, the truly major changes began with the female demon Siling’s escape.

Perhaps only by pulling everything back on track would the dormant life-and-death remnant pages be awakened again. However, right now, how to face the denunciation from the four major sects was the first issue that needed to be resolved.

Lord Can slowly wiped the blood from his hands, his face once again resuming its usual gentle and warm expression, and slowly walked out of the secret chamber…

Now speaking of Cui Xiaoxiao, Wei Jie, and their group, they waited briefly outside the city, confirming that there were no traces of the female demon Siling in the vicinity, before beginning to scale the walls and enter the city.

The time they had been delayed in the phantom city was much longer than they had thought, quite like the feeling of “one day in heaven, one year on earth.”

So much so that after leaving the city, Yu Ling’er, who had just eaten a barbecued chicken leg, was already starving again.

However, this wasn’t the time to look for food, so Xiaoxiao could only tell her to endure it for now.

It was currently deep into the night, and the high city walls couldn’t stop them at all. The city guards only felt their eyes dazzled as shadows and cold wind seemed to sweep past.

Those city guards did want to look more carefully, but the speed was too fast – in the blink of an eye, all was quiet again.

Cui Xiaoxiao and their group had a clear target, heading straight for Lord Can’s palace in Luoyi City.

This palace was said to have been built when the Late Emperor of Great Qi was still alive.

Although Lord Can was born of the same mother as His Majesty, they had different fates despite sharing the same lineage.

When the Late Emperor abdicated and ascended to become Grand Emperor, the current His Majesty’s ascension to the throne was confirmed. At that time, the teenage Lord Can bid farewell to the Empress Dowager and came to this fiefdom, where he had lived for over twenty years.

However, Lord Can later seemed to have ordered major renovations to the palace, with many pavilions and towers having their positions drastically changed.

Now Wei Jie brought Cui Xiaoxiao to jump onto a large tree diagonally across from the palace, while Tang Youshu also climbed the tree with Yu Ling’er’s help.

When they looked out from their vantage point, most of the palace was visible.

Xiaoxiao stared intently for a while, then murmured to herself: “Strange…”

“Indeed, quite strange. This palace’s layout is closely related to the Five Elements feng shui, but what it seeks doesn’t seem to be glory, wealth, or household peace and health – it looks more like evil harvesting techniques!”

The one saying this was Tang Youshu, who had been helped up the tree by Yu Ling’er. He was currently clinging tightly to the tree fork, murmuring as he stared at the palace layout in the distance.

Although his cultivation wasn’t advanced, he had loved studying feng shui and similar subjects since childhood, having read many books. Now seeing such an elaborate mansion, he couldn’t help but compare it with things he had studied before.

Xiaoxiao’s bit of feng shui knowledge was also learned from the elderly Tang Youshu, so she naturally knew her master’s abilities and quickly said: “If you understand, say more – what is he trying to accomplish with this arrangement?”

Tang Youshu, hearing his grand-master’s encouragement, immediately became spirited and explained: “Grand-master, look! Generally, wealthy families place their wells in the back courtyard or near the kitchen. But this palace’s well is deliberately dug in the main courtyard. Moreover, with steep surroundings and a low center, this is a gathering formation, meant to draw in good fortune from all directions! This is very unethical – if some wealthy household in a village or town did this, they’d have their courtyard smashed and be cursed by neighbors!”

Yu Ling’er felt Tang Youshu’s explanation was somewhat unreliable and quietly asked: “But it’s just digging a well – can there be so many intricacies?”

Tang Youshu nodded solemnly: “This kind of courtyard design has every single aspect carefully arranged, even the planting of trees has particular significance. I only saw this occasionally in a rare copy of ‘Jiang Taigong’s Water Fortune.’ However, this kind of layout was originally used to extend the lives of those who were short-lived and frail. Could it be that someone in this palace has an incurable disease and can only try these unorthodox methods to see if they can change their fate?”

Cui Xiaoxiao had met Lord Can, and although he didn’t have the robust strength of a warrior, he appeared ruddy-faced with excellent spirit and bearing.

Moreover, in the original trajectory, Lord Can not only maintained eternal youth but later seemed to have achieved enlightenment and ascended to immortality, with extremely good fortune.

Would such a healthy person, at the prime age of thirty, be scheming to arrange feng shui to extend his lifespan? Shouldn’t this be something only those entering their twilight years would worry about?

Of course, the indulgent thoughts of these wealthy nobles weren’t something ordinary people could understand.

Just then, Wei Jie also said in a deep voice, “After entering the city, I also made many inquiries among the locals. Although this Lord Can came to the Luoyi fiefdom twenty years ago, he remained deeply secluded for the first ten years, never showing himself. Only in recent years has he gradually appeared before his subjects.”

Hearing this, Cui Xiaoxiao felt that Lord Can seemed to have many mysteries, but for the moment, she didn’t know where to start investigating.

She asked Wei Jie if they should go down, but Wei Jie said: “The night wind is just right now, we might as well stay here and observe…”

Xiaoxiao thought this made sense, and it was a good opportunity to let everyone test whether the invisibility talismans she had recently drawn worked well.

Since being transported two hundred years into the past, Xiaoxiao had hardly had a moment’s peace. Only during those few days with Qin Lingxiao could she peacefully study the secret texts in the carriage and draw some talismans she hadn’t tried before.

Previously, she had always heard her master, Tang Youshu, deprecatingly say he wasn’t a person of spiritual talent, which was why the Talismonger Sect had never flourished.

Xiaoxiao seemed to have had a smoother start than Tang Youshu, quickly mastering water control and water summoning skills.

But thinking about it now, if she hadn’t opened her spiritual apertures using blood as a catalyst, her entry might not have been better than the current physician, Tang Youshu.

If Tang Youshu had initially gained inspiration from those human-skin talismans and founded the Lingshan Talismonger Sect, then afterward, he had completely abandoned the evil of human-skin talismans, adding some peace and auspiciousness to the talisman arts.

But Cui Xiaoxiao had initially used her own extremely yin blood for talismans, inadvertently returning to the original tradition of those evil talismans, so the talismans she drew naturally displayed greater effectiveness.

After realizing this point, Xiaoxiao had once secretly and solemnly bowed to the young Tang Youshu: This disciple was foolish and failed to live up to the master’s original painstaking efforts in establishing the sect.

If blood must be used as a catalyst, then no wonder others called the Talismonger Sect a low-class sect.

She shouldn’t disappoint her late master’s original aspirations!

Now that she was the sect leader of the Talismonger Sect, she naturally had to learn to use her powerful spiritual force to imbue spiritual talismans.

Now was the time to test the effectiveness of the spiritual talismans.

When she placed the spiritual talismans on her own and Wei Jie’s necks, she closed her eyes and silently recited the incantation. When she opened her eyes, Wei Jie’s handsome face was still clearly visible before her.

Xiaoxiao couldn’t help but feel greatly disappointed, but Wei Jie’s gaze suddenly tightened, and he suddenly reached out to touch her, only stopping when he touched her tender, smooth cheek.

His large palm, slightly calloused, created a tingling sensation when it touched Xiaoxiao’s face.

Xiaoxiao blushed and couldn’t help slapping his misbehaving hand, glaring at him in a low voice: “What are you trying to do?”

Tang Youshu quietly said from the side: “Grand-master, you… have truly become invisible.”

It turned out Wei Jie had suddenly been unable to see Xiaoxiao, which was why he had reached out to confirm.

However, Wei Jie seemed to want to confirm more thoroughly – although his large palm had touched his master’s tender face, he was slow to withdraw it, even rubbing that tofu-soft cheek a little.

Xiaoxiao forcefully slapped that presumptuous large palm once, and only then did Wei Jie seem to come to his senses and slowly withdraw his hand.

At this point, Xiaoxiao quickly pulled out a small bronze mirror from her cloth pouch. When she looked in the mirror, indeed, the mirror was empty!

Xiaoxiao could barely contain her joy: It seemed that while learning to control “Yu Tiandou,” the improvement in her spiritual power was not only greatly beneficial for sword control, but equally effective for talisman control.

As a result of this moment of pride and carelessness, Xiaoxiao’s figure appeared again in the mirror.

Xiaoxiao quickly steadied her mind, silently recited the formula, and finally brought the invisibility talisman to its maximum effectiveness.

Under her guidance, Wei Jie quickly grasped the technique of projecting spiritual power onto talisman characters, learning to silently recite the talisman text like Xiaoxiao, and immediately concealed his form in the night.

In comparison, Tang Youshu was somewhat more laborious – although he had applied the talisman, he couldn’t achieve invisibility for a long time, while Yu Ling’er was even more at a loss.

Xiaoxiao again silently sighed in her heart – Wei Jie’s inner depth was more unfathomable than what he showed.

You must know that Xiaoxiao had also practiced hard for a long time before grasping the key points, while Wei Jie had only heard her explain once before easily mastering it.

Such a worry-free disciple truly left Xiaoxiao, as his master, with no sense of achievement whatsoever.

Just as the two of them had hidden their forms, the sound of swift wind suddenly came from the distant emptiness, with many powerful beings gathering from all directions of the city, riding the wind.

Yu Ling’er and Tang Youshu couldn’t conceal their auras well, and would likely be discovered soon, so they first climbed down from the tree to wait for Xiaoxiao and the others in the back alleys.

Xiaoxiao and Wei Jie, having hidden their auras and forms, remained in the large tree.

Speaking of those powerful beings who came riding the wind, judging by their clothing and appearance, they should be people from the four major sects.

It turned out that after receiving assistance from the Wei family members at the forest by Autumn Water Pool, once they had the parasites removed, they headed toward Luoyi City. Two days ago, when they were about to reach the city gates, their vision was always filled with mist, and they couldn’t get out no matter what.

Only after Xiaoxiao and the others broke the phantom city did that mist disperse. So the four major sects’ people arrived even later than Xiaoxiao’s group.

Qin Lingxiao was standing beside a white-robed middle-aged man who was half-sitting in a sedan chair.

Looking at their similar features, anyone could guess that this was a pair of blood-related father and son.

It seemed that the white-robed middle-aged man was Qin Lingxiao’s father, Lingyun Pavilion’s pavilion lord Qinhe.

Xiaoxiao focused her gaze on that man. Although it was already deep into the night, her eyesight was remarkable and completely unaffected.

This time, she could be certain that the person she had seen in the mirror was indeed this dignified Lingyun Pavilion lord Qinhe!

For a moment, even though Xiaoxiao had vaguely guessed it, she still felt extremely shocked inside. After all, the Lingyun Pavilion lord and an idle prince should be two people who had nothing to do with each other!

However, Qinhe seemed to be seriously injured, his face waxen yellow, very weak with qi deficiency, only able to sit powerlessly in the sedan chair, carried by his sect disciples as they rode the wind forward.

It was said he had returned to Luoyi City slowly in a sealed carriage, because even a little wind would make him cough incessantly, so he hadn’t gotten out of the carriage the entire journey…

The four major sects had been badly tricked by Lord Can. Except for the sect master of Wonderful Immortal Mountain, who was too severely injured and unfortunately died, the other sect masters and elders, after leaving Autumn Water Pool and with the Wei family’s help, removing the parasites and recuperating for a long time, finally caught their breath.

Now, with pent-up anger, the four major sects only wanted to storm into the palace, seize that treacherous king, and avenge their dead disciples!

But just now, when several disciples from the major sects tried to leap over the palace’s high walls, they discovered that the barrier of spiritual energy around the palace was powerful, immediately bouncing them back.

With no other choice, they could only pound on the doors and curse loudly in the middle of the night.

This midnight shouting and cursing naturally attracted countless city guards from all directions, surrounding the four major sects’ people.

Originally thinking that the treacherous king would cower in his palace, not daring to come out and see people, who would have thought that just then, the large gates creaked open.

A middle-aged man who looked like a palace steward walked out.

This steward appeared to be about forty years old. Although there were some wrinkles at the corners of his eyes, his skin was still relatively smooth and young, but his hair was completely white. On the right side of his mouth was a black mole that looked extremely conspicuous.

He looked unhurriedly at the four major sects’ people: “My lord’s birthday banquet three days ago was supposed to be a joyous occasion, but who knew he was frightened at Autumn Water Pool. When he returned to the palace, he came down with acute symptoms and a high fever. The palace physicians are currently treating him. You people making such a commotion – are you trying to rebel?”

Qinhe, leading the four major sects and seriously injured this time, struggled to stand with his son Qin Lingxiao’s support, saying hatefully: “He can be frightened into illness? When he ordered his subordinates to use evil arts to harm our four major sects, his courage was quite large! No matter what, today he must stand out and give our four major sects an explanation for our dead disciples and elders!”

At these words, the four major sects again became a clamorous mass.

Several Wonderful Immortal Mountain disciples, unable to suppress their anger, wanted to charge in first.

They had suffered the most severe losses this time. Although the Wei family had timely assistance, their sect master still died from parasites piercing his heart, along with an elder from their sect.

If they didn’t personally slay the prince, how could these people face their fellow sect members?

That steward, seeing the Wonderful Immortal Mountain disciples charging in, didn’t obstruct them, even gesturing for the surrounding officials to remain calm, while he stepped back, acting as if he would let them do as they pleased.

The moment the Wonderful Immortal Mountain disciples charged through the main gate with ice blades in hand, there came the clear sizzling sound of roasting meat, then those disciples cried out and were bounced back.

Their exposed arms and faces all had burn marks.

The steward coldly laughed, pointing to the rooftop of the palace’s highest tower. There, in the night, something seemed to be flashing with faint light.

Xiaoxiao, with her good eyesight, immediately saw that embedded at the highest point of that tower was a statue of a Xiezhi divine beast.

This kind of protective beast was usually embedded in imperial palace halls. This sheep-like but not quite sheep divine beast was said to have eyes like torches, most capable of distinguishing loyalty from treachery! If encountering good people, they would naturally be safe and sound, but when meeting bad people, they could be swallowed whole.

At this moment, this protective beast, carved from who knows what material, was emitting a dazzling light from its body, as if its fierce nature was aroused, preventing anyone with hostile intentions toward the palace from entering.

The steward coldly snorted: “This Xiezhi is a divine being from the three realms, a divine object once bestowed upon the Great Qi royal ancestors. This sacred statue can discern killing intent and block all those who intend harm to the royal family. Later, when it passed to the Late Emperor, he gave this divine object to our lord to protect Lord Can’s well-being. Gentlemen, if you insist on forcing your way in, this humble one cannot guarantee your safety!”

Regarding this divine statue, the four major sects had also heard rumors. It was said to be from a fateful good deed by Great Qi’s ancestors, when they helped upper realm gods prevent the collapse of the three realms and formed an alliance oath with the three realms’ gods, thus obtaining this divine object.

So what should have been guarding in the heavenly realm, preventing evil things from invading the divine halls, had now become the treacherous king’s household guardian.

The four major sects knew that the sacred object was powerful. If Lord Can didn’t come out, even if they forced their way in, they couldn’t get through.

For a moment, the cursing and shouting began to shake the heavens again.

Just then, another team of silver-armored people came riding the wind, landing in front of the palace gates.

Leading them was precisely the Wei family head, Wei Jingfeng. He looked up at Xiezhi and asked coldly: “Does Lord Can plan to rely on the protective blessing of the royal ancestors and never leave his home again? I have already investigated that a Wei family traitor is hiding in the palace. This person harbors evil intentions – what exactly does the prince intend by sheltering such a person?”

The steward was quite polite to the Wei family, cupping his hands toward them: “Speaking of which, our lord, like all of you, is a victim deceived by treacherous people. Ten years ago, the lord, being kind-hearted, took in a pair claiming to be a refugee father and daughter. This person, called Wei Di, had some supernatural abilities and cured the lord’s chronic illness. The lord, grateful for Wei Di’s life-saving grace, treated him with great courtesy. Wei Di said he wanted to continue cultivating for immortality, and relying on this favor, requested rare medicines and exotic beasts from the lord. The lord, mindful of this kindness, spent silver to satisfy his requests as much as possible. But they plotted against you, immortal masters like this, and Pearl even secretly manipulated parasitic evil arts, committing these murders – this truly was beyond the lord’s expectations! Now the extraordinary masters in the residence have, under the lord’s orders, executed Wei Di. The lord is willing to hand over the traitor’s corpse to give those tragically dead immortal masters an explanation!”

Just as the steward finished speaking, palace guards were seen carrying out a stretcher.

Lying on that stretcher was Wei Di, whose chest had been pierced through and who had been dead for some time.

Wei Jingfeng squinted at his brother’s former right-hand man, while several Wei family members with deeper seniority also walked over to examine whether the corpse on the stretcher was Wei Di.

After confirming it was correct, those clan members nodded to Wei Jingfeng.

But Wei Jingfeng couldn’t help frowning.

He could see at a glance that Wei Di had died from a pierced heart. The edges of the wound were clean without any tearing marks – it should have been a fatal blow, with Wei Di not even having time to struggle or resist.

Wei Di’s skills were not weak; he was one of the top masters in the Wei family. Either he was caught completely off guard by a sneak attack, or the person who killed him had cultivation far superior to his.

Wei Jingfeng couldn’t help being somewhat curious: What kind of capable person was kept in that palace to kill Wei Di with one strike?

But with Wei Di dead, the remaining matters became thorny!

The Wei family had been searching everywhere for this traitor over the years, but unfortunately, he had hidden too well, remaining completely untraceable.

If the Wei family hadn’t followed the trail of corpse-eating beasts and puppet parasites to Luoyi City, they wouldn’t have been able to find Wei Di.

Wei Jingfeng had hoped to capture Wei Di alive. After all, the forbidden objects Wei Di had stolen years ago were still missing.

If they couldn’t be returned, this would be the Wei family’s dereliction of duty, ultimately burying the hidden dangers of heavenly punishment. The Wei family had been covering up this matter, also hoping to make amends at the last moment.

Now that both father and daughter were dead, where should he go to find the whereabouts of those remnant pages?

However, the matter of the lost Life and Death Record remnant pages was a Wei family secret. If it were to spread, it would certainly cause changes, so he hadn’t even told that child, Wei Jie.

The Wei family had rarely ventured into the world. If not for someone secretly using parasites this time, attempting to poach corpse-eating beasts, they wouldn’t have become involved in worldly affairs.

Now the Wei family’s traitorous father and daughter had both been executed, but the lost items hadn’t been returned. They must personally meet with Lord Can and question him thoroughly.

The steward seemed somewhat more polite to the Wei family, his black mole twitching slightly as he smiled: “I will certainly convey this on behalf of the Wei family head. However, today I’m afraid it won’t be possible. Although the Wei family is are demon-hunter, when you were sealed and appointed by the upper gods a hundred years ago, you were also subordinate generals under Great Qi’s founding ancestors. I believe the Wei family head should understand proper etiquette better than those… mountain rustics?”

This black-moored steward was making pointed remarks, while admonishing the Wei family, he also used sharp words to secretly curse the other four major sects as all being mountain rustics.
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The steward spoke correctly – the Wei family’s ancestors indeed had deep connections with the founding Emperor.

Unless there were special circumstances, the Wei family was also unwilling to have conflicts and disputes with members of the Xia surname royal family.

However, Wei Jingfeng was concerned about those stolen remnant pages, so he spoke up: “I wonder what belongings this person left behind in the palace – could they all be handed over to my Wei family?”

That steward smiled without warmth: “When he initially came to seek refuge with the prince with his daughter, aside from worn clothes, he had nothing else. I don’t know what you’re asking about – could you be more specific?”

Wei Jingfeng couldn’t be specific, as this matter had too great implications. Since the steward firmly denied it and they couldn’t enter the residence, they could only plan for the long term. It would be better to first inform his mother and discuss countermeasures with her.

Thinking of this, Wei Jingfeng silently drew his demon-slaying axe that was shaped like a scythe from his waist. In front of the four major sects, he swung his blade to sever Wei Di’s head from the corpse, then prepared to lead the Wei family away, carrying the head.

However, the four major sects had suffered heavy losses, their anger unabated, and unable to enter the palace, this resentment kept them from backing down gracefully.

Just then, Qinhe, sitting in his sedan chair, said in a thread-like voice: “This Wei Di had such great ability… Wei family head, if you had informed us earlier, perhaps we could have avoided the puppet parasite tragedy…”

That’s right – this Wei Di had escaped from the Wei family. The father and daughter bringing disaster to the cultivation world also implicated the demon-hunting Wei family in harboring a tiger!

So the anger that couldn’t find an outlet finally found a target, all directed at the Wei family.

Some mean-spirited disciples from the four major sects also cursed and scolded the Wei family, saying things like the Wei family harbored a tiger, making them accomplices in causing this disaster.

The Wei family was so scheming, not announcing to the world early to expose Wei Di – this was deliberate, intending to weaken the four major sects’ strength and then replace them!

With such clamoring and cursing, the prestigious sect leaders and elders of each major sect didn’t speak up to stop it, apparently discarding their benefactors after use, completely forgetting the favor of the Wei family, which extended a helping hand to remove their parasites.

Wei Jingfeng was not eloquent and too lazy to argue with these shallow people.

But the Wei family’s twin daughters, following their father, stared with confused big eyes and walked over, holding thick coffin nails in their hands, manifesting ghost-hand hammers, and suddenly struck in front of the clamoring disciples.

Instantly, hell’s wailing came from the cracked ghost fissures, scaring those disciples with shallow foundations out of their wits. Unable to raise their true qi, they stared straight ahead, looking like they were about to be frightened to death.

This reminded them of the skills these twin daughters had displayed at Qilao Mountain.

A leading elder, knowing his disciples would lose face, immediately placed his palm on the backs of his soul-lost disciples to restore their true qi.

Just then, the younger of the twins finally showed a mocking smile on her face, saying word by word to those who had slandered the Wei family: “If the Wei family wanted someone dead, we wouldn’t bother with such roundabout methods. Don’t you know that when the King of Hell wants you dead, would he let you live past the fifth watch?”

These brain-taxing conspiracies and schemes were what the Wei family disdained most.

If not for bearing the heavy responsibility of guarding the Underworld, where the Wei family’s truly capable powers couldn’t leave, how could they tolerate these four major clowns deceiving the world and stealing fame?

The Wei family was unwilling to be too entangled with worldly affairs. Their ancestors had taught that besides not being allowed to leave Qilao Mountain without permission, they must not get involved in royal and imperial disputes.

Since they guarded the Underworld, they had to stay away from the mortal world. Now that they had dealt with the traitor, they did not need to get too deeply involved with the royal nobility.

The Wei family came quickly and left quickly, disappearing in the blink of an eye, carrying the head.

The remaining crowds from the four major sects looked at each other, surrounding that headless corpse, not knowing how to end this.

If it were truly just a private rebellion by guests supported by Lord Can, secretly engaging in evil deeds, then it would be understandable for a pampered prince to be completely unaware.

But what if he was the one directing Wei Di from behind?

Seeing that the four major sects were still being unreasonable, Qinhe spoke up at the right time, coughing while saying: “Fellow cultivators, please don’t forget that Great Qi’s ancestors once made an oath with the Nine Provinces’ upper gods – the upper gods would bless the Great Qi royal family to live their full hundred years and die peacefully in their beds. So for two hundred years, the Great Qi royal family has rarely had those who died young or met violent deaths – this is the upper gods’ favor to the Great Qi Xia family. Although Lord Can is confused and cannot distinguish loyalty from treachery, since he has already awakened and is making amends, it’s not too late. Otherwise, who among you is willing to lose a hundred years of cultivation and offend the upper gods’ oath to make things difficult for the Great Qi royal family?”

What Qinhe said was true – the Great Qi Xia family was a clan blessed by heavenly mandate, which was one of the reasons Great Qi had thrived for three hundred years without decline.

Now everyone fell silent.

That black-moled, white-haired steward mockingly smiled, bowed to everyone once more, then strutted away.

He didn’t even close the door; he just had guards leave the palace gates wide open, acting as if they could come and go freely as they pleased.

Qinhe’s words had already made the four major sects’ people start their calculations: Although Lord Can was an idle prince, he was still a legitimate descendant of the Great Qi royal family. Their royal family surely had divine contracts – those who dared harm royal descendants would suffer the backlash of divine contracts.

Heaven protects the sons of gods with such favor!

Now that the prince had also given face to the four major sects by handing over the Wei family traitor. If they still wouldn’t let go, when word spread, it would easily become the four major sects interfering in worldly affairs and persecuting royal descendants.

Moreover, if they accidentally killed Lord Can, bearing a life on their hands was a small matter, but if they suffered divine contract backlash and lost a hundred years of cultivation, wouldn’t their lifetime of cultivation be hopeless?

Elder Wumu Peak had always been slippery. Once he figured this out, he immediately changed his tune smoothly: “Since we’ve made Lord Can repent and purge the treacherous villains around him, our painstaking efforts haven’t been in vain.”

In short, after a round of disputes, the powerful figures gathered at the palace gates each left some harsh words, and all scattered like birds and beasts.

When the officials withdrew and the street became deserted again, that white-haired steward appeared at the door again.

He looked around and asked a servant beside him: “Among that group just now, were there the master-disciple pair Cui Xiaoxiao and Wei Jie that the prince mentioned?”

That servant was the prince’s attendant. Hearing the steward’s question, he quickly replied: “Reporting to Master, those who came were all from the four major sects and the Wei family, not that master-disciple pair…”

Hearing this, the white-haired man squinted his eyes and muttered to himself: “They didn’t appear? They’re quite patient…”

After saying this, he turned to go back, but suddenly turned his head to glance at the large tree where Cui Xiaoxiao and her disciple were located.

Xiaoxiao and Wei Jie simultaneously closed their eyes and concentrated, raising the spiritual power projected onto the talisman characters to the highest level.

Xiaoxiao’s invisibility talisman worked well, not only hiding their forms but also concealing their auras. So just now, neither the four major sects nor the Wei family had discovered them.

But that black-moled steward’s perception was more acute than those famous powers, actually detecting them?

When Xiaoxiao and the others closed their eyes, concentrating also closed their five senses, bringing the invisibility talisman’s effectiveness to its highest realm.

So after that white-haired man looked around and found nothing amiss, he finally ordered someone to close the door.

Wei Jie observed the white-haired man for a while, then pulled Xiaoxiao down from the tree. After reuniting with Tang Youshu and Yu Ling’er on the back street, he turned to ask Xiaoxiao beside him: “Everyone else has withdrawn, should we leave too?”

After asking, he noticed that the young girl beside him seemed to have been in a daze all along.

Xiaoxiao originally wasn’t entirely certain that the person she saw in the broken mirror was Qin Lingxiao’s father, especially since he should have been seriously injured at Autumn Water Pool long ago.

But just now, when everyone was attacking Lord Can’s palace, this respected Qinhe seemed to be leading the attack on the palace, but at the crucial moment, a few words subtly changed the situation.

This made Xiaoxiao suspect his position and the relationship between this paragon of human righteousness and Lord Can.

When Wei Jie asked her again, Xiaoxiao finally came to her senses.

She looked back at the towering sacred beast statue on the palace tower, knowing that the palace couldn’t be entered to investigate for now.

However, she couldn’t help but mention to Wei Jie her suspicions about Lingyun Pavilion’s pavilion lord Qinhe.

Thinking of this, Xiaoxiao told Wei Jie about her doubts.

Wei Jie listened with a stern expression and said, “In that case, why don’t we go investigate that seriously injured pavilion lord?”

With that, they proceeded in the direction Lingyun Pavilion had left, seeing if they could catch up with Lingyun Pavilion’s people.

On the road, Xiaoxiao remembered Wei Jie’s look when observing that white-haired man, so she asked if he recognized who that white-haired person was.

Unexpectedly, Wei Jie looked at her meaningfully and said lightly: “You don’t recognize him? I thought your Talismonger Sect and the Ghost Sect should share the same origin!”

Xiaoxiao felt there was meaning behind his words, so she asked again: “Ghost Sect? What kind of school is this?”

Seeing that Xiaoxiao truly didn’t know, Wei Jie slowly explained.

It turned out this Ghost Sect was a school that was even more hidden than the four major sects.

As the name suggested, the Ghost Sect was skilled in ghost-controlling arts, and like the Talismonger Sect, used talismans as carriers to project powerful spiritual force.

However, this type of cultivation had gradually entered the evil path.

Moreover, this school was obsessed with making magical instruments from various human bones and skin, making people shudder, so righteous cultivators disdained associating with them.

The current master of this generation’s Ghost Sect was the evil hand Wan Lian Shi.

It was said this person had once slaughtered an entire border tribe to make a single talisman, and had been denounced and hunted by the previous generation’s four major sect leaders.

Unfortunately, he later disappeared without a trace, and no one had heard of the Ghost Sect’s name for a long time.

That Wan Lian Shi had once suffered qi deviation in his practice, turning his hair white overnight. A hundred years ago, mentioning a white-haired person would inevitably make people think of the Ghost Sect’s evil hand, Wan Lian Shi.

Of course, there were countless white-haired people in the world. If Wei Jie hadn’t experienced the phantom city’s maze array and personally seen human-skin talismans reappear in the world, he wouldn’t have connected it to the long-vanished Wan Lian Shi.

Of course, that white-haired person’s aura when facing the four major sects just now was truly too strong, not the bearing of a palace servant should have, which couldn’t help but make Wei Jie suspicious.

Hearing this, Xiaoxiao suddenly understood. So, from the first time Wei Jie saw her use talismans and saw her talisman characters, he suspected she had countless connections with the long-disappeared Ghost Sect.

Recalling Wei Jie’s various tests when they first met, Xiaoxiao drew a sharp breath, finally understanding the deeper meaning behind Wei Jie’s becoming her disciple.

She had pitied this child for having no sect to accept him, rewarding him with a sect’s livelihood. But he was enduring humiliation and bearing heavy burdens, lurking under the Lingshan Talismonger Sect to investigate whether she had connections with the Ghost Sect!

After figuring this out, Xiaoxiao immediately stopped in her tracks, angrily pointing her finger at Wei Jie’s forehead: “So you… If you suspected from the beginning that my Lingshan Talismonger Sect wasn’t righteous, why did you still become my disciple?”

Wei Jie raised an eyebrow and slowly said, “I was only suspicious at first, but quickly dismissed that notion. I just felt you should only share the same origin as the Ghost Sect, but you weren’t on the same path. After all, if you had truly entered the evil path and still ended up with a declining sect, nearly starving yourself to death, that would be too pathetic an evil path…”

His explanation was worse than no explanation – Xiaoxiao couldn’t catch her breath again!

So she was too stupid to even qualify for the evil path?

Before she could glare and speak again, Wei Jie had already pulled her along to rush forward. If they didn’t hurry, they wouldn’t be able to catch up with Lingyun Pavilion’s people!

Xiaoxiao also knew this wasn’t the time for arguments, but she once again realized the unfathomable depth of her disciple’s schemes!

Such a cunning mind – it would be a shame if he didn’t become a demon!

Speaking of Lingyun Pavilion’s disciples, after leaving the city, they bid farewell to the other three major sects.

Qinhe, remembering the illusion he saw in the phantom realm reflecting his son’s inner thoughts – the fake body kissing that “Cui Xiaoxiao” – looked meaningfully at his son and slowly asked: “I wonder what you did after we separated, and whether you encountered any special people?”

Hearing his father’s question, Qin Lingxiao picked some things he could talk about and briefly mentioned his experiences.

However, regarding Cui Xiaoxiao’s matters, he naturally simplified as much as possible.

After all, both he and Xiaoxiao had traveled back from two hundred years in the future. Such secrets that interfered with heavenly mysteries couldn’t be told even to his father.

But his father, perhaps having questioned the attendants who had been with him, suddenly asked pointedly: “What is your relationship with that Talismonger Sect’s Cui Xiaoxiao?”

Qin Lingxiao lowered his long eyes, pursed his lips, and said: “She’s just a sect leader of a third-rate Talismonger Sect. What relationship could I have with her? She just once stole something from me, and I wanted to teach her a lesson.”

Qinhe looked meaningfully at his son and said lightly, “Xiao’er, your cultivation has progressed rapidly recently, making me quite proud. You must know that with your talent, you’re beyond the reach of many cultivators in the world! You must treasure this talent and absolutely not delay yourself with romantic entanglements, wasting your cultivation. When you achieve great success, even if you want to find a dao companion, it should be someone like your mother – a daughter of a great sect, not some girl of unknown origin!”

Hearing his father’s lecture, Qin Lingxiao felt his father was worrying unnecessarily.

Although he had once voluntarily proposed marrying Cui Xiaoxiao, it was a helpless measure to control the demonic nature within his body.

Under normal circumstances, he naturally knew it would be impossible for him to marry a woman like Cui Xiaoxiao.

So everything his father said was right. But somehow, hearing it made him inexplicably uncomfortable.

He was too lazy to think about why he felt uncomfortable, only defending that woman: “Although Cui Xiaoxiao isn’t from a great cultivation sect, she’s naturally intelligent with extremely strong comprehension. If she could find a famous teacher, in my opinion, she wouldn’t be inferior to many daughters of prominent families. I originally wanted to persuade her to join our Lingyun Pavilion, adding some spiritually gifted disciples to Lingyun Pavilion…”

At this time, Xiaoxiao and Wei Jie were using invisibility talismans, concealing their auras and hiding among Lingyun Pavilion’s group.

Hearing Qin Lingxiao’s defense of her, Xiaoxiao was somewhat surprised.

In her eyes, Qin Lingxiao, such a young talent from the world’s number one sword sect, was like an inflated leather bag – full of hot air and always tense.

Such a person, who did things rigidly and rarely spoke, was now strongly praising her intelligence to his father?

This was truly unexpected. She thought Qin Lingxiao looked down on her. She hadn’t expected that in front of his father, this Qin fellow would keep praising her.

Qinhe seemed not to have expected that his usually filial and obedient son would argue with him over Cui Xiaoxiao.

His face couldn’t help but darken: “Is my Lingyun Pavilion some wild sect or mountain temple? Taking in any birds and beasts? You’ve been wandering around recently, becoming increasingly negligent! Return to Lingyun Pavilion immediately! Copy the sect rules from the palace walls a hundred times! Without my orders, you’re not allowed to leave the pavilion casually!”

After saying this, he seemed unable to catch his breath and coughed several times.

Seeing his father angry and his injuries not yet healed, Qin Lingxiao couldn’t help but worry and want to support him: “No! If I leave, who will escort Father?”

Having been a sect leader in the future for a long time, even facing his father, he unconsciously spoke with some authority.

Seeing his usually well-behaved son still arguing with him, Qinhe became even more furious and said coldly: “Are you trying to anger me to death? Can’t Lingyun Pavilion function without you, this little brat? I still have other matters and won’t be returning for now. Hurry back to see your mother!”

Seeing his father truly angry, Qin Lingxiao didn’t want his blood circulation to be too rapid, so he finally bid farewell to his father and rushed away with several attendants.

Xiaoxiao and Wei Jie didn’t follow, but continued silently following Qinhe.

After Qin Lingxiao left, Qinhe immediately changed direction, turning back toward Luoyi City for a while, coming to a dense forest where he instructed his attendants: “Guard outside the forest. Without my orders, no one is allowed to enter.”

After saying this, he got up from his sedan chair, leaning on a cane and walking into the forest.

Initially, while still given his many disciples, Qinhe walked with faltering steps, but once out of his disciples’ sight, his steps became increasingly steady and quick, and his originally hunched back straightened.

Following behind, Xiaoxiao and Wei Jie couldn’t help but feel alarmed: It seemed this Qinhe truly had problems – his injuries were all fake!

Because they were afraid Qinhe might discover them, the two didn’t get too close, instead staying in a tall tree as before, monitoring Qinhe from above.

After Qinhe pinched his nose and made a sound like a night owl’s call, a black-clothed figure walked out from the depths of the dense forest.

Xiaoxiao and Wei Jie looked closely by moonlight – this man had a head full of strange white hair and a conspicuous mole beside his mouth. Wasn’t this exactly the steward from Lord Can’s palace?

They saw Qinhe respectfully bow to that white-haired man and say, “Senior brother, have you been well?”

That steward called senior brother was expressionless, reproaching Qinhe: “You’ve been embracing beauties in Lingyun Pavilion, having children, getting used to being a pavilion lord, and have wasted your abilities! I had already set up the mirror array – you only needed to guard the array’s core. How could you let a little girl break the array? If the mirror array had been intact, these four major sects entering in batches could have been completely absorbed by the phantom city for the master’s use. Where would there be so much trouble?”

Qinhe, as a dignified pavilion lord who had just been imposing in front of his son, was now being scolded by a steward and couldn’t raise his head.

He secretly gritted his teeth and tried to defend himself: “Even if that array core wasn’t broken, according to the master’s intentions, we still had to let that Wei Jie boy come out. Now that he’s slow to become a demon, he’s already interfered with the master’s original plan. If he dies too early, it could ruin everything!”

Hearing this, both people in the tree were simultaneously shocked!

Wei Jie hadn’t expected that damn prince was also scheming against him, but how did he deduce that he could become a demon?

But Cui Xiaoxiao’s inner shock was like raging waves!

She was from two hundred years in the future and naturally knew of Wei Jie’s eventual demonic transformation.

Why was Qinhe also so confident, even looking worried that Wei Jie couldn’t become a demon? Could he also prophesy and understand heavenly dao?

Or had Qin Lingxiao revealed his soul transmigration to his father? Had he also informed him about Wei Jie’s future demonic transformation and massacre of Lingyun Pavilion?

No, based on her understanding of Qin Lingxiao, although he might secretly scheme, he shouldn’t dare casually reveal such heavenly mysteries to others!

If he told his father, wouldn’t heavenly punishment implicate his blood relatives?

But if it wasn’t Qin Lingxiao who leaked the secret, then how did Qinhe know about Wei Jie’s future destiny?

It sounded like these sneaky senior and junior brothers were like guardians of heavenly mysteries, scheming to push Wei Jie’s derailed destiny back on track, making him become a demon sooner…

Just then, the conversation between the two below continued.

That white-haired, black-moled senior brother seemed unwilling to dwell too much on Qinhe’s mistakes, saying concisely: “Wei Di is dead, controlling the four major sects with parasites is impossible. Unfortunately, my heart-controlling talismans lack crucial talisman materials and can’t be used temporarily. Besides your Lingyun Pavilion, the other three major sects haven’t been controlled by a master and will eventually be a hidden danger… Also, that escaped female demon Siling must be recaptured. When I left the city just now, I unexpectedly encountered her and could have captured her in one move, but hatefully, someone secretly helped her, letting her escape this tribulation… However, she seems to be looking for someone and probably hasn’t gone far.”

With that, the white-haired man gave Qinhe a talisman: “This is a talisman I recently made. Female demons are skilled at bewitching men. When you encounter her, stick this talisman to your chest to avoid her song’s enchantment.”

When Qinhe received that talisman, Xiaoxiao saw clearly that the talisman in that white-haired man’s hand was the same material as the human-skin talisman stuck beside the bronze mirror in the phantom city.

She then had some realization: If she wasn’t mistaken, that phantom city was the handiwork of this person Qinhe called senior brother!

It seemed he was also an expert at making talismans… Could he be the long-vanished Ghost Sect’s evil hand, Wan Lian Shi, that Wei Jie suspected?
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Qinhe’s next words confirmed Wei Jie’s suspicions: “Senior brother, how could you rashly appear before the four major sects? What if someone among them could recognize you – wouldn’t all our efforts be wasted?”

That white-haired man laughed sinisterly twice: “The four major sects? Nothing but fame-stealing frauds. Of those who saw me back then, which one survived? Hatefully, I fell for their schemes that year, carelessly suffering qi deviation and ending up with this head of white hair. If I, Wan Lian Shi, don’t avenge this hatred in my lifetime, I swear I’m not human!”

Just then, the sky suddenly began to drizzle with fine rain.

When raindrops fell on Xiaoxiao’s head, her heart tightened as she silently cursed!

Although the invisibility talisman could hide their forms and auras, wouldn’t this sudden light rain expose their whereabouts?

She could only pray that these two wouldn’t look up while talking, then perhaps they wouldn’t be discovered.

Unfortunately, bad luck struck rather than good.

Just as the rain gradually intensified, Wan Lian Shi squinted slightly and suddenly turned his head to glare at the large tree where Cui Xiaoxiao and Wei Jie were hiding.

Xiaoxiao silently cursed, looking down to see that her invisibility talisman, drawn with cinnabar, had been soaked by rainwater and had become blurred, while she and Wei Jie had also revealed their forms when the talisman lost its effect.

This white-haired man had detected their overflowing auras and immediately looked up to search.

The moment he raised his head and saw the master-disciple pair in the tree, two talismans suddenly appeared in his hands and flew out.

Unlike the Lingshan Talismonger Sect’s yellow paper talismans, this white-haired man used talismans made entirely of human skin or exotic beast hide.

Such talismans often carried attached living souls. The moment the talismans were flung over, Xiaoxiao’s nostrils filled with a bloody, foul smell, her entire being seemingly enveloped in a sea of blood.

Those two talismans seemed to work similarly to the Talismonger Sect’s water-summoning talismans.

When the talismans rose into the air, they began absorbing surrounding raindrops, gathering them into streams that gradually turned blood-red, transforming into two fierce blood dragons that lunged at them.

When the blood dragons attacked, they even brought sharp dragon roars and hisses that made one’s heart and courage shatter.

Xiaoxiao had no time to think carefully, naturally forming water into a shield to try to block the attack of those two blood-colored water dragons.

But the Talismonger Sect’s water shield that could usually withstand swords and blades was as fragile as a water curtain this time, instantly pierced through by those two roaring blood dragons.

Fortunately, Wei Jie timely erected a qi shield, barely blocking the two blood dragons’ attack and buying Xiaoxiao a little time.

As a master, Xiaoxiao had never really known her disciple’s cultivation progress. But just seeing him use a qi shield to withstand the Ghost Sect’s Wan Lian Shi showed that his recent cultivation improvement was more than just a little.

While Wei Jie was struggling against that white-haired man, Xiaoxiao quickly pulled out two more water-control talismans from her cloth pouch, silently reciting incantations, trying to control those two blood dragons and make them scatter back into raindrops.

The so-called talisman path – talisman characters were merely carriers for maximizing spiritual power.

Just like invisibility talismans, requiring the user’s spiritual power to concentrate for the talisman to take effect. If stuck on people like Tang Youshu or Yu Ling’er, who weren’t deeply versed in this path, they would be like waste paper.

The talismans used by that white-robed man had originally taken the evil path, using beast hide or human skin with tattooed talisman characters that could maximize spiritual power enhancement.

That man was an old hand who had immersed himself in the talisman path for many years. In controlling talisman characters, he was far beyond what Cui Xiaoxiao, who had only been learning for a few short months, could match!

Just as Xiaoxiao threw out the water-control talismans, trying to seize control of the blood dragons, she could feel that when the two yellow paper talismans were respectively attached to the two blood dragons, her spiritual power felt like being fiercely gripped by something. Her vision went white for a moment, her soul seemingly yanked out of her body, instantly losing consciousness.

This was the terrifying consequence of fighting against an unfathomably deep master in the talisman path.

If you wanted to control someone else’s talisman characters but lacked sufficient spiritual power, you would suffer instant backlash.

Master Tang Youshu was modest and gentle, walking the peaceful cultivation path his entire life. Aside from occasionally subduing small demons and monsters, he had never engaged in talisman battles with similar practitioners.

His rambling secret manual lacked this one crucial warning about not casually fighting others with talismans.

Now, Xiaoxiao was using her blood and tears to fill this experiential gap in the Talismonger Sect.

In that moment when her vision went blank, she felt all her pores were like being pricked by needles. As her consciousness separated, some evil qi seemed to be seizing control of her body…

The moment Xiaoxiao lost consciousness, she only said “Oh no…” in a low voice before becoming motionless like a statue.

However, that invader hadn’t expected that Xiaoxiao’s body housed a tenant who didn’t pay rent.

The moment Xiaoxiao’s soul was stripped away, the long-sleeping Demon Pearl, freed from Xiaoxiao’s spiritual power suppression, instantly awakened…

When Wei Jie felt the qi shield was about to be broken through, he desperately turned around, wanting to tell Xiaoxiao to leave first.

But when Wei Jie turned back, he saw the girl behind him standing rigidly, those two confused big eyes… filled with blood-red!

“Xiaoxiao!” In his urgency, he didn’t even call her master, directly calling her name.

But Cui Xiaoxiao seemed to turn a deaf ear, still staring straight ahead at the white-haired Wan Lian Shi.

Wan Lian Shi easily resolved Xiaoxiao’s earlier attempt to seize his talismans, and those yellow paper talismans that had been stuck to the blood dragons were also soaked and blurred by the bloody water, falling into his hands.

When Wan Lian Shi saw the talismans Xiaoxiao had drawn, he couldn’t help but burst into laughter, his body shaking violently: “There’s still someone so reckless as to imitate my Ghost Sect’s talisman characters? Unfortunately, this crude imitation only learned some superficial skills. Little girl! You still wanted to snatch my blood dragons – seeking death! Perfect, I’m still lacking a set of talismans. Your tender skin and flesh are just right for making talismans!”

Saying this, his hands moved like controlling marionettes, waving forcefully to control the soul-lost Xiaoxiao to walk toward him.

Xiaoxiao’s legs also moved woodenly forward following the white-robed man’s gestures…

Seeing this situation, Wei Jie could only desperately call Xiaoxiao’s name again.

He wanted to pull Xiaoxiao back, but his qi shield was barely holding off those two blood dragons’ repeated attacks.

Once he went to pull Xiaoxiao, he would lose the qi shield’s protection, and those two blood dragons might pierce their bodies like sieves!

Just as Xiaoxiao was about to be pulled over, Wei Jie steeled his heart and, in an instant, attached the qi shield to his own back.

He turned and lunged toward Xiaoxiao, using his body to stop her advance while using his qi shield-protected back to withstand the fierce attacks of those two blood dragons wrapped in spiritual power.

Those two blood dragons, wrapped in yin qi and seemingly crazed, attacked like heavy punches. Through the thin qi shield, they struck Wei Jie’s back, shaking him until bloody sweetness rose in his throat and he spat out a mouthful of hot blood.

This blood happened to spray on Xiaoxiao’s face.

If it were someone else’s fresh blood, it might have been fine, but Wei Jie was the original host of the Demon Pearl in Xiaoxiao’s body!

Once Wei Jie’s blood entered her mouth, the Demon Pearl in Xiaoxiao’s body seemed to have drunk sweet dew and spiritual spring, its demonic nature instantly surging.

The clear-featured girl slowly extended her small tongue, licking the bright red blood drops. After tasting them, her eyes became even more blood-red.

In the pouring rain, Cui Xiaoxiao’s originally tightly bound hair suddenly loosened, emitting a strange light. Her originally waist-length hair instantly grew several times longer, like countless demon tails floating in the air.

Wei Jie called in a low voice again: “Cui Xiaoxiao! You must control yourself, don’t let the demon…”

Before he could finish, the demonized girl let out a sharp, long shriek, forcefully pushing away Wei Jie, who was holding her, violently bouncing him against a nearby tree.

Her entire body flew into the air, her palm-sized face wearing a cruel and bewitching smile as she stared directly at the white-haired Ghost Sect master who had tried to control her!

Both Qinhe and Wan Lian Shi were stunned by this girl’s sudden transformation.

Wan Lian Shi stared wide-eyed at the girl in mid-air, muttering in shock: “How… how can there be such a strong demonic nature?”

But in the blink of an eye, Wan Lian Shi’s eyes showed wild, fevered joy.

Ghost Sect people all had collecting habits, enjoying gathering various extraordinary people and beasts’ hides to make talismans. The more powerful the extraordinary person or beast, the stronger the talisman made.

The deeper one’s cultivation, the better the material for talisman-making. Back then, the great powers of the four major sects who had schemed against him all fell to his ambush before ascending, becoming his good talisman-making materials.

But he had never encountered a girl with such a powerful demonic nature. Thinking of this, he wished he could immediately kill her to use for talisman-making.

He continued trying to control Cui Xiaoxiao, attempting to restrict her movements.

When Wan Lian Shi slowly raised his hands, the girl floating in mid-air also slowly raised both hands, completely looking like a puppet doll.

Just as Wan Lian Shi showed a confident smile…

Cui Xiaoxiao’s slender fingers had instantly grown long black nails, her entire being radiating bewitching qi, then suddenly flew like lightning toward the white-haired Ghost Sect master.

“Not good! This woman broke free of my control!” – When the white-haired Ghost Sect master realized this, he no longer had time to control the blood dragons to attack Wei Jie.

He quickly took out three more skin talismans, silently reciting incantations before waving them toward the two blood dragons.

In that instant, the two blood dragons merged into one, becoming even more ferocious as they charged directly at Cui Xiaoxiao.

Unfortunately, this time he wasn’t facing a fledgling Talismonger Sect girl, but a demon who had fallen deeply into demonic possession.

She let out a sharp, long cry, instantly shattering that blood dragon. The originally menacing dragon turned into torrential blood rain, crashing to the ground the moment she waved her palm.

The demonized Xiaoxiao’s claws were about to reach Wan Lian Shi’s throat in the next moment!

Fortunately, Qinhe timely summoned a qi sword, thrusting fiercely at Xiaoxiao, allowing his senior brother to escape a life-and-death crisis.

Thus, the senior and junior brothers fought with Cui Xiaoxiao!

Most terrifyingly, when the brothers who had cultivated for many years joined forces, they discovered that their years of cultivation could barely withstand this demonized girl’s fierce hand-blade attacks.

Wan Lian Shi’s earlier attempt to control her had greatly enraged her, so every one of Cui Xiaoxiao’s offensive moves aimed directly at Wan Lian Shi.

Being so targeted, Wan Lian Shi was also quite angry.

He knew that if this dragged on, he probably couldn’t hold out. Although paths like the Ghost Sect and Talismonger Sect had profound techniques that could reach divine transformations, compared to quick-striking sects like sword sects, they were somewhat disadvantaged.

Without opportunities to cast spells, they could only be beaten down.

Thinking of this, Wan Lian Shi gritted his teeth and decided to sacrifice his fellow for his survival, suddenly pushing hard toward his junior brother Qinhe.

Qinhe was involuntarily blocked in front of his senior brother. Unable to withstand Xiaoxiao’s fierce attacks, his collarbone was suddenly grasped by her, the pitch-black long nails piercing his shoulder like a beast’s claws, causing Qinhe to let out sharp wails of pain.

The white-haired senior brother sacrificed his junior brother to restrain this demon woman and prepare another surprise attack!

At this time, he had already taken out a blood-red talisman, preparing to stick it to Cui Xiaoxiao’s forehead.

This small red talisman was refined from the heart blood of three great fierce beasts that Wei Di had privately released years ago. No matter if you were a god or a demon, once stuck with it, your spiritual platform’s divine power would immediately be sealed.

Although it only had a momentary effect, it was already enough!

Junior brother, I can only let you suffer some pain first to hold back this demon woman!

Unfortunately, just as he was about to stick the red talisman on, the demon woman seemed to be pulled by something, falling from mid-air and crashing back down.

It turned out that while the three were fighting, Wei Jie had stopped vomiting blood, frowning tightly as he looked at the increasingly frenzied girl.

As a descendant of the demon-hunting family, he could naturally recognize that Xiaoxiao had become demonized.

Although those colluding Ghost Sect brothers deserved to die.

But if Xiaoxiao continued fighting, opening the killing precept and tasting the flavor of slaughter, then his clear and lovely master would never return!

Thinking of this, Wei Jie made a decisive decision, immediately pulling off the silver whip wound around his waist, lashing it toward Xiaoxiao’s ankle and pulling her back.

At this time seemed that no longer recognized. Because Wei Jie had restricted her movements, she redirected her anger at him, sharp claws immediately swinging over.

Wei Jie couldn’t dodge in time, his handsome face scratched by her nails, spattering drops of fresh blood.

Even so, Wei Jie didn’t loosen the whip in his hands.

This whip was wrapped with the Wei family’s demon-subduing silver implements, having restraining and weakening effects on demons and monsters. But after the demonized Xiaoxiao was entangled, she seemed completely unaffected.

She only turned to look at Wei Jie with sinister yin qi, those sharp, thin black claws beginning to gather power, wanting to immediately tear apart the person who dared restrict her freedom.

Just then, Wan Lian Shi took advantage of Wei Jie restraining Xiaoxiao’s ankle to attack again, drawing two flood dragon bone knives from his waist and striking toward Xiaoxiao’s back.

These flood dragons were underworld decay dragons. Once broken skin was contaminated by weapons made from their bones, even great immortals would have festering wounds that could spread throughout the body.

Wei Jie was facing Xiaoxiao and naturally saw the white-haired Ghost Sect master’s movements behind her.

If he avoided Xiaoxiao’s attack, he would have to let her be stabbed by those flying knives. Thinking of this, Wei Jie made a decisive choice, again erecting a qi shield behind Xiaoxiao.

He then allowed Xiaoxiao to fiercely pounce and grasp his throat…

Speaking of that, Wan Lian Shi, seeing Wei Jie disregard his own life and death to erect a qi shield protecting Xiaoxiao, he couldn’t help but laugh coldly.

This boy had somehow learned Wumu Peak’s Qi Sect’s qi shield technique and used it quite well.

Unfortunately, even if the four major sects’ techniques were cultivated to the extreme, that was about it – difficult to develop further.

As for this boy, not dodging and about to be strangled to death by his own master…

He didn’t need to do anything, just wait for Wei Jie to be strangled by Cui Xiaoxiao, then the qi shield would break without attack.

But just then, Wei Jie suddenly leaned over, thin lips touching Xiaoxiao’s lips, allowing her to strangle his neck while fiercely kissing her…

For a moment, the rain threads in the forest beat against scattered leaves, seeming somewhat chaotic, not knowing where to fall…

Next came a series of noisy footsteps and the sound of clothes brushing closer and closer.

It turned out Qinhe’s screams earlier were too loud, immediately drawing the Lingyun Pavilion disciples outside the forest.

They stared dumbfounded at a girl with wildly dancing hair, thoroughly bewitching and slender, being embraced in mid-air by a handsome man, wrapped in his arms and kissed.

Following closely behind these disciples was the returning Qin Lingxiao, and behind Qinhe were Tang Youshu and Yu Ling’er…

First, speaking of Qin Lingxiao, after bidding farewell to his father, he had originally prepared to return to Lingyun Pavilion. But unexpectedly, he happened to meet Tang Youshu and Yu Ling’er, who had been searching all the way.

It turned out Tang Youshu was worried about his master and grandmaster, so he searched all the way. Yu Ling’er could only follow him, but unexpectedly encountered Qin Lingxiao.

Seeing Qin Lingxiao, the little fox immediately transformed into a dog, circling Young Pavilion Master Qin.

When Qin Lingxiao asked why they were here, Tang Youshu couldn’t stop Yu Ling’er’s mouth in time, and she revealed that Cui Xiaoxiao and Wei Jie were tracking his father.

Qin Lingxiao was shocked and immediately turned back to find his father.

He naturally didn’t believe Yu Ling’er’s nonsense about his father colluding with that Lord Can. However, with things changing so rapidly, Qin Lingxiao only now realized that besides guarding against Wei Jie, he had to be wary of Lord Can, this hidden figure from his previous life. Worried his father might suffer, he hurriedly rushed over.

After Yu Ling’er finished speaking, she realized she had been thoughtless and seemed to have said things she shouldn’t have.

Tang Youshu anxiously knocked her head, and she didn’t dare dodge, only able to quickly chase with Tang Youshu to avoid ruining Cui Xiaoxiao’s important matters.

Before they could reach the forest, they heard Qinhe’s painful roars from afar.

When they swarmed into the forest, they saw this incredible scene.

Seeing the man and woman embracing and kissing in mid-air, Qin Lingxiao’s first reaction was: Could he have entered another phantom city? Were these two fake bodies taking liberties with each other?

Tang Youshu and Yu Ling’er’s mouths could each fit two eggs, vaguely feeling their sect had truly changed to Hehuan Sect…

They didn’t know that Wei Jie’s behavior was also a helpless measure. He deeply knew that Xiaoxiao’s demonic nature erupting was due to the Demon Pearl in her body acting up.

This Demon Pearl’s outbreak was related to Xiaoxiao’s failed battle with Wan Lian Shi.

So in this crisis, Wei Jie made a bold decision – he sacrificed the already-formed inner core from his dantian, using mouth-to-mouth contact to push the inner core into Xiaoxiao’s body.

In this life, Wei Jie had never become demonized, relying on Fox Mountain’s spiritual spring to condense an inner core with masculine righteous qi.

With his exceptional talent, his core formation speed far exceeded Cui Xiaoxiao’s.

When Wei Jie’s inner core entered Xiaoxiao’s mouth, with abundant yang qi, it immediately replaced Xiaoxiao’s primordial spirit and began suppressing the violent demonic nature in her body.

The moment the inner core entered her stomach, Xiaoxiao felt a stream of sweet spring surge from her spiritual aperture, her entire being seemingly pulled from a pitch-black quagmire, finally recovering a trace of consciousness.

Only the scorching heat at her lips made her somewhat dazed, thinking she was dreaming.

After all, facing such an outrageously handsome face every day, sometimes dreaming of him lazily and charmingly smiling at people was quite normal.

Several times, she had even dreamed of Wei Jie’s long lashes fluttering, leaning close to her, smiling while asking: “Don’t I look good, disciple? Why won’t master look at me?”

That situation was just like that moonlit rooftop midnight snack, when the two looked into each other’s eyes and were very close… If Yu Ling’er hadn’t poked up with a pole then, who knows what absurd situation might have developed?

But if it was in a dream, acting wildly wouldn’t matter – at worst, she’d wake up and shamefully rub her face against the pillow.

Xiaoxiao was momentarily confused, truly thinking she was in a dream. She instinctively felt that what was against her lips was so soft, also carrying his usual mellow wine fragrance…

She lost herself for a moment and naturally wrapped her arms around the back of his head…

Just then, she saw the man close to her being unromantic, suddenly widening his eyes.

In the dream, it was him forcefully kissing her, yet he still made such a shocked expression? What kind of behavior was this!

But just then, a low, angry roar came from beside them: “You… what are you doing!”

Only then did Xiaoxiao wake up as if from a dream, turning to look at Qin Lingxiao on the ground with round eyes, and Tang Youshu and Yu Ling’er, whose mouths were open wide enough to hold eggs.

How had they also entered the dream? This situation had never happened before…

When raindrops from the sky fell on her face, Xiaoxiao suddenly fully awakened. Looking back at Qinhe lying on the ground covered in blood, and that white-haired Wan Lian Shi…

Xiaoxiao completely woke up, forcefully pushing away Wei Jie beside her.

Wei Jie’s inner core had already been transferred to Xiaoxiao. Suddenly losing his inner core, his spiritual platform became unstable. With her push, he heavily crashed to the ground.

His qi shield also disappeared, and Wan Lian Shi’s two decay dragon knives struck toward Xiaoxiao’s back.

When killing intent approached, Wei Jie’s inner core drove Xiaoxiao’s body to automatically react.

She swung her long hair, stretched her slender arms, again projecting a qi shield to block those two flying knives, while simultaneously summoning “Yu Tiandou” with a wave of her hand, attacking Wan Lian Shi.

If Xiaoxiao were to fight with talismans, she definitely couldn’t match Ghost Sect’s Wan Lian Shi.

This was like a wet-behind-the-ears child trying to challenge the grandmaster, somewhat not knowing the limits of heaven and earth!

But now her body contained Wei Jie’s masculine righteous qi inner core, which complemented the heavenly punishment power of this demon-subduing sword, “Yu Tiandou.”

The sword seemed to have returned to its true master’s hands, its displayed power instantly increasing several times.

Cuo Shi – Chapter 49
When the Heavenly Punishment sword struck forcefully, Wan Lian Shi felt an irresistible sharp energy attacking his face.

When masters fight, the moment true qi approaches, the outcome is roughly known.

Wan Lian Shi silently cursed!

He didn’t know what weapon Cui Xiaoxiao was wielding, carrying such mountain-splitting dominance.

As a Ghost Sect member, he wasn’t skilled in direct close combat to begin with, so he didn’t dare clash head-on with it.

So before the sword even arrived, Wan Lian Shi hastily retreated.

The most formidable aspect of the Heavenly Punishment sword was its sword qi. Even though Wan Lian Shi dodged quickly, the sword light of the Heavenly Punishment sword still slashed across one side of his cheek.

Heavenly punishment’s lightning strike – how could mortals endure it? Especially someone like Wan Lian Shi, whose hands were stained with blood and heavy with slaughter. Being touched by the sword qi immediately caused bone-deep pain, making him cry out in agony and crash heavily to the ground.

Knowing the situation was dire, he couldn’t care about his junior brother Qinhe. He immediately ignited the armor-piercing earth-escape talisman in his hand, transforming into a wisp of green smoke and disappearing before everyone’s eyes.

At this time, Qin Lingxiao also saw his father Qinhe lying on the ground with severe injuries. He quickly ran over to help his father up, checking his wounds while saying hatefully, “Father, was it that scoundrel Wei Jie who hurt you?”

Because too much time had passed, Qin Lingxiao had somewhat forgotten some events from two hundred years ago.

But now, seeing the claw wounds that had penetrated his father’s spiritual bones at the shoulder, Qin Lingxiao’s memory suddenly returned!

In the trajectory from over two hundred years ago, after Wei Jie lost his mother and escaped Luoyi City, it seemed his father had led people to pursue him and was then injured by Wei Jie.

If he remembered correctly, it was exactly at the current shoulder blade position, and even the way he was clawed was very similar. This wound prevented his father from healing for a long time, delaying his cultivation and laying hidden dangers for the future massacre.

Hearing his son’s question, Qinhe endured the pain of his shattered spiritual bones and pointed tremblingly at Cui Xiaoxiao: “The one who hurt me… was her! She has become demonized. You’re no match for her – we should retreat first!”

What Qinhe hated most now wasn’t Cui Xiaoxiao, but that senior brother Wan Lian Shi, who had used him as a human shield!

However, now wasn’t the time to settle accounts. His spiritual bones had to be reconnected immediately, or his entire cultivation would be ruined!

But hearing this, Qin Lingxiao was shocked again – this time, the one who hurt his father wasn’t Wei Jie, but Cui Xiaoxiao?

Recalling the earlier scene, with Xiaoxiao’s hair flying wildly and her entire being radiating indescribable evil demonic energy, she had become demonized!

Thinking carefully, Qin Lingxiao suddenly realized that Cui Xiaoxiao had replaced Wei Jie in completing most of the demonic transformation path.

Thinking of this, Qin Lingxiao felt both shocked and angry.

If Wei Jie had hurt his father, naturally, blood debt would be repaid with blood. He would pursue him to the Yellow Springs and Azure Falls to make Wei Jie pay the price!

But now it was Cui Xiaoxiao who had become demonized!

Although this woman had many faults and was naturally wayward, her essence wasn’t bad – very different from that of Wei Jie… but just now she had embraced and kissed Wei Jie… Thinking of the earlier scene, Qin Lingxiao felt his heart was about to explode.

It was Cui Xiaoxiao who had hurt his father, but now he wanted to tear Wei Jie apart even more…

After Qinhe finished speaking, he found his son still staring blankly at Cui Xiaoxiao, completely looking deeply infatuated. His heart was also extremely annoyed!

He could only call his son again in a low voice. Just as Qin Lingxiao was in a daze, Yu Ling’er suddenly howled skyward, letting out a fox cry.

In an instant, many foxes came running from all around the forest.

It turned out that seeing Qin Lingxiao bring many Lingyun Pavilion people, Xiaoxiao had no heart for a prolonged battle, so she had Ling’er call her clan members. She quickly helped the fallen Wei Jie up, letting him lie on that donkey-sized fox demon’s back.

Then the Talismonger Sect group rode away on foxes, disappearing without a trace in an instant, leaving only Qin Lingxiao holding his father in the rain.

Watching that man and woman ride together on one fox, embracing as they departed, Qin Lingxiao felt an indescribable surge of blood and qi in his chest, only able to let out an angry, low roar toward the direction the Talismonger Sect had departed…

Speaking of Yu Ling’er, she was completely frightened by the earlier demonized Cui Xiaoxiao.

When they reached a safe place, she transformed back into human form but didn’t dare approach Cui Xiaoxiao, only pulling at Tang Youshu’s clothes to ask: “She… what happened to her just now? Did she become demonized?”

Tang Youshu’s protective instincts had remained consistent over two hundred years. Whether it was his grandmaster or master becoming demonized, in his view, they all had deep reasons and were understandable.

So he said earnestly to Yu Ling’er: “Killing like hemp and disregarding humanity is called demonization! My grandmaster was just temporarily ill. She didn’t kill anyone, at most… at most…”

At most, she kissed his master, Wei Jie! But the refined Tang Youshu couldn’t quite say these words.

Yu Ling’er then seemed to understand, hesitating: “You mean Xiaoxiao became a lust… demon?”

Tang Youshu quickly covered Yu Ling’er’s mouth.

What kind of talk was this? How improper! Even if it were true, you couldn’t say it out loud!

Speaking of Cui Xiaoxiao, she had also mounted the fox’s back, supporting the suddenly unconscious Wei Jie as they galloped along.

During this time, Wei Jie seemed to feel the jolting and slightly awakened. When he saw Xiaoxiao behind him, he leaned heavily into his master’s soft embrace, blinking his curved, long lashes slightly. His eyes rippled with water-like purple light as he said very weakly: “Master… how are you? Do you remember what happened just now?”

Xiaoxiao looked around, confirming there were no pursuers, before helping him down from the fox’s back.

She naturally now knew Wei Jie’s true intention in “kissing” her earlier – her obedient disciple had no choice but to transfer his inner core through mouth-to-mouth contact to help suppress her demonic nature.

But when she was confused and thought it was a dream, she had somewhat taken the initiative and thoroughly took advantage of her disciple…

Thinking of that lip and tongue entanglement, it seemed the mellow wine fragrance still lingered in her mouth, making her so ashamed that even her toenails were turning red!

Just then, Yu Ling’er’s low cry of “lust demon” came over, as if she was indignantly angry on Wei Jie’s behalf, secretly cursing her shameless master…

Cui Xiaoxiao said somewhat guiltily: “That… I can’t remember anything about the demonic backlash just now. If there was anything inappropriate, please don’t blame me… As your master, I’ve always treated you like my own child, with no considerations of propriety between men and women…”

Lady Siling had also said that being a master for one day meant being like a mother for life. As a mother-like benevolent master, kissing her own eldest son could barely be justified.

Unfortunately, this stepson-like disciple didn’t seem to think the same way. Hearing Cui Xiaoxiao compare him to a child, his originally extremely weak body slowly sat up straight, methodically looking Xiaoxiao up and down before saying lightly: “Where do you think I’m small?”

Cui Xiaoxiao silently cursed: I don’t know where you’re big either! No wait, what was she chattering about with him?

There were many more urgent matters than “size” right now!

When fighting the Ghost Sect’s Wan Lian Shi earlier, her spiritual power was insufficient, and she lost consciousness from the opponent’s backlash.

That feeling of losing control of her body was truly terrible.

While speaking, she suddenly felt something strange about her arm. Looking down and rolling up her sleeve, she discovered that the snake scales that had been suppressed by drinking the spiritual spring had emerged again, and seemed more serious than last time…

Xiaoxiao bit her teeth and asked tentatively: “Did I have a demonic outbreak earlier?”

Wei Jie had no intention of hiding it, saying bluntly: “You almost killed me.”

Xiaoxiao stared at the snake scales on her arm and helplessly covered her face, letting out a sigh…

Regarding Wei Jie’s demonic transformation two hundred years ago, Master Tang Youshu had already used euphemistic language to downplay it in the secret manual, but still left the words “When the demon manifests, living people should not approach, even familiar ones won’t be recognized.”

Now, she had unfortunately walked most of Wei Jie’s demonic path, only having her first demonic outbreak, which was quite fortunate.

However, she should indeed return Wei Jie’s inner core first; otherwise, if Wei Jie were without his inner core for too long, there might be a danger of not being able to retrieve it.

The Demon Pearl in her body was greedy by nature. If it hoarded Wei Jie’s inner core and wouldn’t let go, wouldn’t the harm be even greater when her demonic nature flared up again?

It’s just this method of returning it…

When she asked Wei Jie if there were any other methods besides mouth-to-mouth, Wei Jie looked at her inscrutably for a while before saying slowly: “I don’t know… probably something like cutting open the chest and stomach, emptying the dantian…”

Xiaoxiao immediately shook her head at the first option. She still had her flowery youth ahead of her and didn’t want to die young just from returning something.

Just then, Wei Jie sat cross-legged, his long fingers tapping Xiaoxiao’s hand as he said: “Didn’t you say you see me like your own child? Since that’s the case, what’s the difficulty? Why don’t you tell me what’s troubling you?”

Xiaoxiao had just finished fooling him that a master and disciple like mother and son needn’t be constrained by propriety between men and women. If she now harshly slapped away his presumptuous large palm, it would be inconsistent.

She could only grit her teeth and look at her dear disciple with a face full of “loving” smiles: “What difficulty do I have? Come! I’ll return your inner core right now!”

With that, she brought her face closer.

Seeing his master so eager, Wei Jie, who had lost his inner core, was no longer in a hurry.

He glanced at the little fox beside them, who was watching the excitement with great interest, eyes wide as eggs, and Tang Youshu, who was embarrassed and didn’t know where to look, then said: “No rush, you can return it to me later…”

After all, the Talismonger Sect’s flag hadn’t fallen – it wouldn’t be good to raise the Hehuan Sect’s banner too early.

Such “mouth-to-mouth teaching” was private and should find a secluded place.

What Xiaoxiao found most troubling now wasn’t returning the inner core. After all, when she had her demonic outbreak today, she had already failed to recognize family, inevitably feeling depressed.

However, to prevent herself from doing something that would anger both heaven and man, it was better to prepare some thunderous methods.

She looked at Wei Jie with tears in her eyes: “You… the coffin nail your grandmother gave you, you didn’t bring it with you, did you?”

This boy was truly blessed, through various coincidences, perfectly missing all the demonic and evil processes. He was now a promising junior that the demon-hunting Wei family valued.

Now she was unfortunately becoming demonized all the way. If it became uncontrollable later, that coffin nail his grandmother gave him would need to be put to use…

Wei Jie didn’t respond to this topic, only asking again: “What feels wrong to you now?”

Xiaoxiao frowned. Besides accepting Wei Jie’s inner core and having a full dantian, the biggest problem now was…

“That… I’m so hungry!”

Yu Ling’er, who had been listening with some tension, couldn’t help but stumble at this.

However, the little fox had monopolized an entire barbecued chicken leg in the phantom city, so it had no position to criticize Cui Xiaoxiao, who hadn’t managed to grab any food.

The city was full of the palace’s ears and eyes, so they couldn’t enter the city. But because they couldn’t find Siling and couldn’t go far, this time they simply settled in a nearby village.

Wei Jie wasn’t short of silver. With gleaming silver ingots, he not only rented a spacious courtyard but also coaxed the farming family to catch chickens and chop geese, managing to prepare a full table of food and wine.

Cui Xiaoxiao ate mushroom-stewed chicken and a full large bowl of hand-pulled noodles with Chinese toon egg sauce, finally contentedly collapsing on the heated kang.

After Wei Jie finished the farmer’s home-brewed rice wine, he got up to fetch hot water from the kitchen for Xiaoxiao to soak her feet.

He was physically weak from losing his inner core, yet he fetched water to serve her.

Xiaoxiao felt both guilty and couldn’t help but be moved.

After all, even Yu Ling’er, who couldn’t hide her thoughts, now looked at her with wariness, occasionally observing her movements, afraid she might become demonized and hurt people again at the slightest disagreement.

But Wei Jie seemed no different toward her than before, even more attentive and filial than before.

This warmth in the snow melted her master’s heart.

So she didn’t rush to soak her feet, instead fetching a basin of face-washing water for Wei Jie, warming a towel and handing it to him: “You’ve lost your inner core and must feel very unwell. Sit down and wipe yourself – I’ll give you the inner core in a moment…”

Wei Jie looked at the hot towel but moved his face over, saying: “I am quite tired. How about master wipe it for me?”

Xiaoxiao looked at his handsome face, restraining herself again and again, but finally didn’t push him away, taking the towel to wipe his face.

When wiping near his lips, there were still some dried bloodstains. That was the blood Wei Jie had shed when using his body as a shield to block the blood dragon attacks for Xiaoxiao…

Wiping the blood traces at the corner of his mouth, Xiaoxiao vaguely remembered something. It seemed that when she was confused and lost consciousness, someone had held her tightly with their body, constantly calling her name…

She momentarily fell into memories, staring unblinkingly at Wei Jie’s lips with wide eyes.

She didn’t know that when a man and woman were alone together, staring at a man’s lips without restraint was very forward, nor did she notice that Wei Jie’s purple eyes were becoming increasingly burning…

When Xiaoxiao suddenly realized that the extremely handsome face was too close to hers, everything was too late.

His lips, wrapped in intoxicating wine fragrance, pressed against hers again…

Xiaoxiao couldn’t remember how the previous inner core transfer process had gone while she was demonized.

But this time, she felt it clearly and truly. The man who usually seemed casual and unrestrained now seemed possessed by a fierce beast, domineeringly and irrefusably carrying her tumbling in raging waves…

When this kiss ended, Xiaoxiao could barely breathe, feeling somewhat soft all over. But if they had just transferred the inner core, probably everyone would be this weak, right?

She leaned weakly against the man’s solid chest, not even daring to raise her head to let Wei Jie see her face that was red as March peach blossoms.

After finally evening her breathing with great difficulty, she quickly lowered her head to push the man away, then said with forced composure: “That… It’s getting late. You just got your inner core back, you should quickly go meditate and regulate your breathing!”

The man was silent for a moment, then said in a low voice: “The inner core hasn’t been transferred back…”

“Oh… wh… what?” Xiaoxiao blinked her big eyes, finally understanding his meaning. She couldn’t help but suddenly raise her head, glaring at Wei Jie: “What do you mean?”

Wei Jie innocently blinked his purple eyes, looking up thoughtfully: “I forgot about transferring the inner core back.”

This time, the egg was stuck in Xiaoxiao’s mouth. She angrily half-opened her cherry lips, pointing at Wei Jie with a trembling finger: “Forgot? Then what exactly were you doing just now?”

Dog! If it wasn’t for transferring the inner core, why did he kiss for so long?

No! It should be – if it wasn’t for transferring the inner core, why did he kiss her at all?

In her anger, she almost pulled out the coffin nail the Wei family old lady had given her to nail this scoundrel to a board first.

Wei Jie let her pummel him, his thin lips curving in a smile, then continued using Xiaoxiao’s words to anger her: “You stared at me like that just now. If I didn’t kiss you, I felt it would be impolite. Like you said, as a master, you’re like a mother – why talk about propriety between men and women…”

Xiaoxiao was so angry that steam was coming from her ears. She extended her arms and forcefully pushed this shameless rogue out, finally chasing Wei Jie out of the inner room.

When Xiaoxiao was alone, she finally collapsed on the bed in a huff, then picked up a pillow to see if she could smother herself.

Although she had chased the person out, the strange feeling of their lips entangled together just now couldn’t be chased from her mind…

Xiaoxiao was extremely agitated for a moment – she seemed to have accidentally done things with Wei Jie that she shouldn’t have done.

But they were originally people separated by two hundred years who shouldn’t have met, much less have any messy emotional entanglements.

At this moment, Xiaoxiao decided to see if her sect had any brain-washing talismans. At worst, she’d take one and forget all this mess first.

When she finally calmed down, soaked her feet, and was about to carry the water out of the room, she discovered Wei Jie was reading a piece of paper under the lamp in the outer room…

At first, Xiaoxiao didn’t want to pay attention to him, but she felt the paper in his hands looked familiar. She stretched her neck to look, and when she saw clearly that the paper seemed to be the letter she had asked Tang Youshu to deliver earlier, it was too late to rush over in her slippers to snatch it!

Oh no, after leaving the phantom city, how had she forgotten this matter? She had forgotten to take the letter back.

Wei Jie, with his tall stature, held the letter high while squinting and reading: “After this parting, I hope you take care of yourself. Although your nature isn’t bad, you’re like a stone in a cesspit – when anyone treats you poorly, you throw a tantrum and splash dirty water all over them. Acting this way, though it satisfies your feelings, will needlessly offend countless people. You must know that when walls fall, everyone pushes. You absolutely cannot offend everyone along the way, ending up isolated and betrayed when you’re at your wits’ end. And you absolutely mustn’t think that because you’re handsome, you can go around stirring girls’ hearts everywhere. How do you know you won’t become old and ugly as a snake someday? In short, our master-disciple relationship is finished. I hope you take care of yourself and don’t use my Talismonger Sect’s name to practice evil ways…”

Wei Jie started out smiling, but the more he read, the fainter his smile became. Finally, he expressionlessly put down the letter, looked down at Xiaoxiao’s forced composure, and raised an eyebrow, asking: “Are you cursing me?”

Xiaoxiao thought: Every sentence was sincere advice, okay? How many bad disciples could understand a master’s painstaking efforts?

However, at this moment, having just had a demonic outbreak, looking back at the letter’s admonishment for Wei Jie not to walk “evil ways” seemed like a thief calling out “catch the thief”…

Disciple, you’re not making progress! Your master became demonized before you did.

When she saw Wei Jie silently turn and walk outside, Xiaoxiao suddenly felt a tiny bit guilty.

In this lifetime up to now, his words and actions hadn’t been excessive, and his character was quite gentle. When she was in danger, he had done his utmost, even giving her his inner core.

Yet despite all this, he was inexplicably scolded by his master. How could his heart not be hurt?

Xiaoxiao couldn’t maintain a cold face with him and could only grab his sleeve: “Hey, what did I say wrong? Why are you throwing a tantrum and leaving again? What a bad temper – shouldn’t it… be corrected?”

But this rebellious disciple was getting more worked up, persistently trying to shake off her hand. Xiaoxiao simply hugged his waist, then said: “Alright, I was wrong to write this letter. Is that okay? It’s so dark now, and we don’t know if there are people from Lord Can’s palace or the Ghost Sect around this village. You’ve lost your inner core and are weak – where would you go?”

Wei Jie let Xiaoxiao hold his waist tightly, not speaking for a long time. Only after enjoying enough of the fragrant softness in his arms did he look at his unreasonable master and say slowly: “Where could I go? Naturally, to fetch you another basin of water! Look, you washed your feet for nothing.”

Xiaoxiao looked down: Indeed! In her earlier panic, she had kicked off her shoes and stepped directly on the ground with her bare feet.

Just then, Wei Jie scooped up Xiaoxiao, carried her back to the bed in the inner room, then flicked her nose: “Wait!”

Xiaoxiao was stunned by his doting gesture, only able to watch the tall man with a slight smile carry the basin and stride out with big steps.

The scoundrel – she was his master, yet he was so disrespectful with her!

Just then, Yu Ling’er, who had been avoiding her, slipped in. As usual, she first confirmed Xiaoxiao was conscious, then quickly approached and whispered: “Hey, what do you plan to do next?”

Xiaoxiao thought about it and told the truth: “I don’t know either… and I might become demonized again. If you’re afraid, take your clan members and leave first.”

But Yu Ling’er shook her head: “Mother said you’re the fox clan’s benefactor – how could the fox clan leave you in times of trouble? Besides, mother said Wei Jie is ultimately from the demon-hunting Wei family. She’s afraid the Wei family will pressure him to subdue you. With us here, at least we can preserve your life.”

The fox clan truly valued loyalty! The old Fox King’s considerations were also comprehensive.

So she brought over a basin of washed red dates from the table to share with Yu Ling’er.

Life two hundred years ago was getting increasingly bitter – she needed to eat some sweet things to cope.
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Yu Ling’er had her mouth stuffed with red dates, her cheeks bulging round, and she continued indistinctly: “Otherwise, like before, just don’t want Wei Jie anymore and secretly run away again. Didn’t you say you wanted to go somewhere like Lingshan Mountain to live in seclusion? With our fox clan protecting you, hiding in the mountains, even if you become demonized, no one will come to harm you.”

Xiaoxiao turned to look at Ling’er: “I’ve already become demonized, and you’re helping me escape – aren’t you afraid of aiding tyranny and releasing a tiger back to the mountain?”

Yu Ling’er answered without thinking: “Our old ancestor really did aid tyranny – that was Daji, and her ending wasn’t too good… but she was also following Goddess Nuwa’s orders…”

Perhaps feeling she had spoken inappropriately about the fox clan’s blessed deity, Yu Ling’er quickly stopped, then grabbed her fox-ear-shaped hair buns: “Ah, forget it, I can’t just watch you die!”

Xiaoxiao knew this little fox hadn’t learned human hypocrisy yet. When Yu Ling’er said she would help her regardless of the consequences, she was sincere.

She was moved and pinched Ling’er’s tender face: “Don’t worry, with you all treating me so genuinely well, I can’t bear to become demonized! I need to find a way to expel the Demon Pearl from my body!”

In the original trajectory, it was Wei Jie who became demonized and had the Demon Pearl.

Since he could eventually separate the demonic nature from his body in the form of a Demon Pearl, she should also be able to find a way to expel the Demon Pearl.

Today, she lost control and temporarily let the Demon Pearl occupy her body entirely because her consciousness was stripped away by backlash when fighting that Ghost Sect member.

When she regained her sanity, with Wei Jie’s inner core helping, she again suppressed the Demon Pearl.

However, she had completely underestimated how vast the power gap was between herself and the Ghost Sect’s Wan Lian Shi, nearly having her soul seized without any ability to fight back.

Speaking of which, she should thank the Demon Pearl. If not for the Demon Pearl’s demonic outbreak, then she might have been completely controlled by that Wan Lian Shi.

For some reason, Xiaoxiao had a premonition she would encounter this Wan Lian Shi again. She didn’t want today’s complete helplessness to repeat.

Today’s disaster also made her re-examine the reality that the Lingshan Talismonger Sect’s foundation had always been weak and unstable since its establishment.

Master had originally evolved his talisman characters from Wan Lian Shi’s Ghost Sect talismans. So, how exactly should she use these half-understood modified talisman characters to defeat that Ghost Sect master?

Thinking of this, Xiaoxiao fell into deep thought…

Speaking of Wan Lian Shi, who fled back to Lord Can’s palace, he couldn’t care about treating his facial wounds and immediately rushed to see Lord Can.

Lord Can sat in his study chair, admiring a painting. In the painting was a golden phoenix with a long tail soaring through nine heavens and clouds.

When he looked down at Wan Lian Shi’s face, his brow couldn’t help but furrow: “Who wounded you? Why is the wound so festered?”

Wan Lian Shi had been feeling burning pain on his face. Hearing Lord Can say this, he looked into the bronze mirror beside the study.

The wound that had originally just been slashed by sword qi had, in just the journey back, already festered so deep that bone was visible!

Wan Lian Shi’s teeth itched with hatred. If he had fallen to some great power or high master, so be it.

But what was that, Cui Xiaoxiao? A poor imitation of the Ghost Sect! If she hadn’t suddenly been possessed by demons, he would have skinned her and made her into talismans by now!

But when Lord Can heard that Cui Xiaoxiao had become demonized and wounded Wan Lian Shi with a demon-subduing sword, he excitedly stood up abruptly!

The Life and Death Record’s remnant pages only showed people and events related to Lord Can himself. Those unrelated would be hidden and not displayed.

So Lord Can didn’t know that someone had replaced Wei Jie in becoming demonized.

Now, those remnant pages, because of the disruptor who was “born in the wrong era,” no longer displayed anything.

This made Lord Can, who had relied on the remnant pages for so long, very uncomfortable.

For this scheme, he had planned for so long – how could he be willing to fail at the last moment? Must he always be one move behind heavenly fate?

But now there was an opportunity!

With the appearance of a demon woman who had such similar experiences to Wei Jie, whose arms also showed snake scales and who wielded the Heavenly Punishment sword, Lord Can felt like a lost treasure had been recovered!

Someone with experiences like Wei Jie’s endured seven life-and-death trials.

This “seven” was quite mysterious in yin-yang studies. After death, people needed to experience sacrifices every seven days. So seven was a boundary between yin and yang.

In the original destiny, Wei Jie experienced “seven trials,” each more cruel than the last, like a phoenix rebirth from fire. Almost no one in the world could pass them, but if one endured, like the phoenix on his hand reborn from fire, one could ascend directly to the nine heavens!

But now it seemed Wei Jie had none of the experiences described on the remnant pages – how could there be phoenix rebirth?

This greatly disappointed Lord Can, who coveted his special destiny and planned to eventually usurp Wei Jie’s place.

But now it was different! Wei Jie had become unimportant too! No wonder the remnant pages showed confused destinies – Wei Jie’s destiny had been replaced early!

If this were true, Lord Can wouldn’t need to change anything, only patiently “help” that demonized Cui Xiaoxiao complete the remaining seven trials.

After she passed the seven trials, Lord Can could still take advantage when she was about to achieve enlightenment, substituting peach for plum, and replacing her to ascend to immortality!

Thinking of this, Lord Can quickly sat back at his desk, taking up his brush to write down those “seven trials” he knew by heart.

In the original destiny, Wei Jie experienced the cliff-falling snake disaster that led to his demonization, obtaining the Heavenly Punishment through severed arms, and had to endure slander and false accusations in Luoyi City.

Now it seemed that the girl had already experienced the first two, but in Luoyi City, she had accidentally exposed the ghost doctor’s true face instead of ending up bearing blood cases and a ruined reputation like Wei Jie.

Thinking of this, Lord Can smiled lightly – since Cui Xiaoxiao had already become demonized, making her reputation notorious wouldn’t be difficult!

The trial of maternal grief that Wei Jie would experience later seemed to require his efforts, but he didn’t know where Cui Xiaoxiao’s parents and relatives were…

But no rush. Lord Can had always been an extremely patient angler. Now that he was certain the fat fish was in the pond, he wasn’t afraid it wouldn’t bite the bait!

Thinking of this, he waved to summon Wan Lian Shi and gave him detailed instructions. Wan Lian Shi understood completely and nodded in agreement.

Looking at Wan Lian Shi’s festered wound, Lord Can casually picked up the paper knife on his desk and cut his palm.

When gushing fresh blood appeared, he dripped it on Wan Lian Shi’s cheek.

Soon, Wan Lian Shi’s facial wound quickly healed, and she no longer felt burning pain.

The Ghost Sect had a habit of collecting rare materials. While thanking the prince for his treatment, Wan Lian Shi couldn’t help but succumb to his addiction, greedily staring at Lord Can’s slowly self-healing wound.

Lord Can naturally understood what kind of look his domesticated jackal-dog was giving him. He smiled: “What? Want this king’s blood?”

Wan Lian Shi realized his impropriety and immediately lowered his head, saying he dared not.

Lord Can smiled as he wiped his hands with a wet cloth: “This king knows your preferences. Originally, I wanted to get you some female demon blood for talismans before you returned to the residence. Her blood can extend life, actually stronger than this king’s. Unfortunately, she escaped. But this king’s blood isn’t something ordinary people can withstand. If you’re too greedy, you’ll suffer instead… Do you understand what I’m saying?”

Wan Lian Shi naturally knew the secret history of the royal Xia family’s protection by the Heavenly Emperor. Although the blood of direct Xia family descendants could extend life, whoever caused Xia family descendants to bleed to death would suffer backlash and heavenly punishment!

So he immediately bowed obsequiously, expressing that the prince treated him with mountain-deep kindness, and how could he dare have improper thoughts?

Lord Can’s smile didn’t diminish, only saying to Wan Lian Shi: “Many of you came to my palace gates when you had nowhere else to go. You’re all capable of great things, and this king will not disappoint worthy scholars. What I’ve promised you, I can achieve! You know such days are not far off!”

Wan Lian Shi naturally agreed repeatedly and expressed that he would immediately do what the prince ordered.

When Wan Lian Shi withdrew from Lord Can’s study, the dark clouds in the sky hadn’t dispersed but had added another layer of ink color. It seemed a violent storm was about to descend…

Speaking of the Talismonger Sect group, they were also isolated in that farming courtyard by the continuous heavy rain.

The rain was so heavy that country roads were flooded, so despite so many outsiders suddenly arriving in the village, other villagers hadn’t noticed, and the village chief couldn’t possibly report in the rain.

For the moment, hiding in the farming family was quite concealed.

But like this endless rain, Xiaoxiao’s return of lost property was also quite unsuccessful.

When she and her rebellious disciple were alone together, Xiaoxiao tried to “return” the inner core two more times.

But these two times, like the first return attempt, although they ended up kissing messily and reluctantly parting, becoming somewhat skillful through practice… Wei Jie always “forgot” to absorb back the inner core.

This was bullying his master for being too young and inexperienced in romance!

After being fooled twice, Xiaoxiao saw through Wei Jie’s dishonesty. So for the fourth lost property return, she first drew “Yu Tiandou” and placed it against her obedient disciple’s long, solid neck.

Then Xiaoxiao smiled without warmth: “The Talismonger Sect doesn’t want waste! If you still can’t do it this time, don’t blame the master for swift blade work – you won’t need to return it ever again!”

Wei Jie raised an eyebrow at his master’s merciless sword. Any man hearing the words “can’t do it” would feel awkward, but seeing his master’s posture of expelling a waste disciple didn’t seem like joking; this time, he honestly transferred qi and absorbed the core, drawing the inner core back.

The moment the inner core left Xiaoxiao’s dantian, she instantly sensed that the Demon Pearl seemed to awaken due to a lack of suppression.

At this time, blood throughout her body was boiling. Even without looking in a mirror, she could guess her eyes had probably turned red again…

Wei Jie, having just retrieved his inner core without time to regulate breathing, immediately turned Xiaoxiao around so her back faced him, then transferred qi to her spiritual palace, helping her suppress her demonic nature together.

After finally suppressing the demonic nature with great difficulty, Xiaoxiao slowly let out a long breath. But looking down at her arm, she felt the snake scales seemed to have increased again.

Wei Jie also saw this. He comfortingly squeezed Xiaoxiao’s shoulder: “It’s okay, we’ll think of a solution…”

Xiaoxiao steadied her mind and couldn’t help looking up at Wei Jie. If not for him sacrificing his inner core to suppress the Demon Pearl’s demonic nature, she wouldn’t have known Wei Jie had long ago condensed qi into a core.

That inner core’s aura was thick and profound, already showing signs of a great master heavenly teacher.

Xiaoxiao knew that if Wei Jie had studied under a famous teacher, his achievements and cultivation would probably be much higher than now.

Unfortunately, he had carelessly and improperly become a disciple of her, a third-rate sect master.

For the first time, Xiaoxiao felt Wei Jie was being wasted and guilty for not having much to teach him, delaying someone’s promising disciple.

So this time she sincerely said, “Wei Jie, there are many capable masters in the world. With your talent, if you studied under a famous teacher, your cultivation would be better. Our Talismonger Sect has no rule about lifelong loyalty. If you meet other capable masters, you can actually take them as teachers too. I won’t blame you. After all… I haven’t taught you any skills either.”

Wei Jie looked at Xiaoxiao’s face, blinking his purple eyes slightly, a nonchalant smile hanging at his lips: “Who says you haven’t taught me anything?”

Xiaoxiao thought hard – besides some crude talisman control techniques, she hadn’t taught him anything!

Wei Jie leaned close to her: “You’re upright and punish evil while promoting good. Learning to be human from you, even this stone from a cesspit, has gained some sweetness. Study under those so-called righteous great powers? Wouldn’t master be throwing me, this stone who can’t be human, back into the cesspit?”

This hit master’s preferences perfectly! Xiaoxiao had taken some wrong turns in life, once cheating on the streets. After Tang Youshu’s moral guidance, she was deeply ashamed.

Praising Xiaoxiao for being upright and incorruptible was like praising a young woman for overwhelming beauty – the sweet words went straight to the master’s heart!

Thus, Xiaoxiao felt happy even about becoming demonized in his place.

However, after mutual flattery between master and disciple, there were more urgent matters – Siling still hadn’t been found.

Based on what they’d overheard between Wan Lian Shi and Qinhe in the forest, Siling had entered the city and almost been caught by Wan Lian Shi, but someone had helped her escape.

Xiaoxiao was very curious about who had helped Siling and where she was now.

But this answer was soon revealed.

Just as the heavy rain stopped, someone came looking for them.

The visitor was a Wei family guard, conveying an invitation from the Wei family’s old grandmother for Wei Jie to bring his masters to eat a meal at the Front River banks, not far from here.

Xiaoxiao had a deep impression of the Wei family’s last dinner invitation, so she wasn’t very interested in attending this banquet.

However, the Wei family grandmother’s invitation obviously couldn’t be refused. Looking at those silver-helmeted, silver-armored guards outside the farming courtyard, it seemed she couldn’t decline.

Had the Wei family’s information network become so well-informed that they already knew she had been demonized once and were summoning her to another Hongmen Banquet?

Tang Youshu and Yu Ling’er also wanted to go, but the Wei family messenger said the Wei family grandmother only invited two people – others absolutely couldn’t accompany them.

Hearing the guard speak so solemnly, Xiaoxiao was even more certain this was no good banquet.

The Front River’s terrain was quite interesting. On a large mountain by the river was a round, hat-like cliff that perfectly covered a section of the river like an umbrella, never seeing sunlight year-round.

Moreover, the Front River’s water seemed louder than other river flows, really not a good place for drinking and chatting. She didn’t know why the Wei family grandmother chose this place for a banquet.

When they reached the riverside pavilion, they discovered an extraordinarily beautiful woman sitting beside the Wei family matriarch.

This woman was the long-missing Siling.

It turned out that when Siling returned to Luoyi City that day, she also encountered that phantom city. Coming from the underworld and not being human, when she saw that city, what she saw was completely different from human eyes – she only felt it was filled with a rich, putrid smell everywhere.

So she avoided it and entered the real Luoyi first. But when she entered the city, she discovered Wei Jie seemed not to have entered yet.

Worried her son might enter the phantom city, she left the city again. Unfortunately, by then, the phantom city had disappeared. When she returned, she encountered Ghost Sect’s Wan Lian Shi preparing to return to the palace.

Wan Lian Shi’s external identity had always been Lord Can’s palace steward, but he spent most of his time away from the residence.

He seemed to know all the movements in the palace. Even though Siling had covered her face with a bamboo hat, he still recognized her.

This Ghost Sect was truly the nemesis of female demons! Siling was completely no match for this Wan Lian Shi, and her bewitching song was useless against him.

Just at the critical moment when she was about to be captured, a fishing net suddenly descended from the sky to trap Wan Lian Shi, allowing Siling to barely escape disaster.

After that, she dared not enter the city and wandered around its outskirts. When leaving the city, she discovered Wei family members had been waiting for her outside long ago.

It turned out that the fishing net had been personally cast by the Wei family matriarch, saving Siling’s life at the crucial moment.

When Siling originally pledged herself privately to Wei Jingling, she had completely bypassed the Wei family elders’ consent. Later, she secretly gave birth to Wei Jie in a cave behind Qilao Mountain.

So this improperly named Wei family daughter-in-law felt somewhat awkward seeing the Wei family matriarch. When these two women looked at each other, they could only think they had both lost someone they loved.

This wasn’t a pleasant memory.

Compared to her initial extreme anger upon hearing this female demon had seduced Wei Jingling, the Wei family grandmother’s attitude toward Siling now, though not warm, was still reasonably courteous – at least she hadn’t captured this demon and tied her up on the ground.

Siling understood clearly that the Wei family’s politeness wasn’t forgiveness but consideration for her son Wei Jie.

So the two women sat in silence before Wei Jie arrived, listening quietly to the rushing river beside the pavilion…

Only when Wei Jie and Cui Xiaoxiao, and other Talismonger Sect members arrived did the gathering become somewhat lively.

The Wei family grandmother’s eyes couldn’t tolerate sand. When her grandson approached, she sniffed slightly and smelled something wrong: “A’Jie, have you recently encountered the demon clan? And been quite close to them?”

This rich, undissolvable scent shouldn’t be from occasional encounters but from staying together constantly.

Wei Jie raised an eyebrow and said calmly, “My master saved the fox clan of Qilao Mountain. Because they temporarily lost their habitat, they’re traveling with a master for now.”

Grandmother’s eyes, hidden in wrinkles, flashed shrewdly, then she smiled at Cui Xiaoxiao: “Sect Leader Cui, absorbing the fox clan has greatly strengthened your Talismonger Sect. Congratulations!”

Xiaoxiao didn’t dare eat food served by Wei family members again and was sitting idly, bored. Hearing grandmother say this, she quickly smiled back: “What’s there to congratulate? It just added many more mouths to feed. Fortunately, they’re not all delicate and needing to be fed – when hungry, they hunt for themselves. Otherwise, even if I performed chest-breaking stone acts on the street daily, I couldn’t afford to feed them. When we find a suitable place, I’ll let them stay. My Talismonger Sect’s temple is small and can’t support too many people!”

What a joke! Just that Yu Ling’er was already a spendthrift. Sometimes when Xiaoxiao wasn’t careful, Master Tang Youshu would buy Yu Ling’er many unnecessary fancy trinkets.

Xiaoxiao felt bad about her master’s money and didn’t want her young master to have to support a money-spending little fox!

The Wei family grandmother seemed not to expect Cui Xiaoxiao’s answer to be so down-to-earth, sounding more like insincere false courtesy. So she wasn’t polite either: “This Tuyun Mountain fox clan formed good relationships with Goddess Nuwa back then, naturally inheriting many benefits from that ancient great goddess. Many people exhaust themselves trying to control the fox clan. Now that the Fox clan is willing to serve you, yet you decline like this… Sect Leader Cui, you are quite different!”

Hearing this, Xiaoxiao smiled graciously: “Old grandmother, you manage the demon-hunting Wei family inside and out, so naturally you feel the more help the better, emphasizing making full use of everything. But for a free spirit like me, as long as my disciples are well-fed and healthy with favorable seasons, anywhere is fine for idly wasting time. So with people, we only seek ‘fate’ – as for other considerations, I’m too lazy to think about them.”

This was also truthful, but hearing it in the shrewd Wei family matriarch’s ears, she heard another meaning.

This little girl was reproaching her, this old lady, for having ulterior motives in inviting them!

So hearing this, grandmother’s gaze immediately became sharp as she smiled at Cui Xiaoxiao: “Unfortunately, there aren’t many in the world like Sect Leader Cui who can come and go freely without desires. For example, my Wei family children – from the moment they’re born, they must shoulder Wei family responsibilities, unavoidably…”

Siling, who had been silent beside them, immediately stood up and said coldly to the Wei family grandmother: “Madam Wei, I wronged Jingling back then and shouldn’t have formed private bonds with him. But A’Jie left the Wei family young and knows nothing. He’s just learning some skills from his master. I fear his shoulders are too tender to bear too much responsibility!”

It seemed Siling, like Xiaoxiao, knew the Wei family grandmother wanted to assign Wei Jie tasks, and these tasks were extremely dangerous, so she didn’t want him to undertake them.

The Wei family matriarch raised an eyebrow at Siling: “What do you think I would have A’Jie undertake?”

Siling smiled bitterly: “Naturally, because your Wei family can’t conflict with the Xia royal family, you’d have A’Jie charge ahead to do things your Wei family can’t do! But that Lord Can isn’t an ordinary person – his subordinates are all extremely vicious like Ghost Sect’s Wan Lian Shi! He’s still young – how can he contend with such villains?”

Just then, the Wei family head Wei Jingfeng beside them darkened his face: “In front of my mother, where do you get to speak? Though you bore Wei Jie, don’t forget he’s surnamed Wei, not from your demon realm. Now that he’s grown, how can he continue being so carefree and wandering outside?”
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If Wei Jingfeng hadn’t spoken, Wei Jie would have remained silent as well.

But seeing his uncle speak harshly to his mother, his handsome face immediately turned cold and stern, speaking word by word: “Has Family Head Wei forgotten? I’ve already changed my surname to Wei, the ‘Wei’ that follows the ghosts! My mother Wei Jie doesn’t need to watch anyone’s face when she speaks!”

Seeing this thorny child Wei Jie being disrespectful again, Wei Jingfeng couldn’t help but glare with widened eyes.

The Wei family’s old ancestor also knew that this uncle and nephew had never gotten along for a long time, so she glanced at her son: “You step back!”

Being glared at by the old lady, Wei Jingfeng immediately retreated respectfully.

The old ancestor didn’t refute Siling’s accusations against her, but instead, leaning on her golden walking stick that was taller than herself, slowly moved her short legs to the banks of the Front River, opening her mouth to ask: “It’s truly rare that today’s family banquet could gather everyone together. However, A Jie, do you know why I set this family banquet by the Front River?”

Wei Jie still held respect for the grandmother who had raised him, so he answered honestly: “Grandmother, you’ve told the children in the family since childhood about the Wei family’s stories of subduing demons and eliminating evil. This Front River is the key location where the Wei family ancestors followed the imperial Xia family in their southern conquests and northern campaigns, turning defeat into victory.”

The old grandmother nodded, indicating he spoke correctly.

Just three hundred years ago, the Xia family competed with various heroes for supremacy, and the Wei family was the Xia family’s retainers.

However, at that time, the Xia family was merely a small marquis, inferior to other contenders in both military strength and financial resources.

But in the end, it was at the Battle of Front River, when the Xia family seemed about to suffer a crushing defeat, that they made a pact with a certain heavenly sovereign.

From then on, as if aided by heaven, they conquered south and north in successive campaigns, with their retainer families all achieving distinguished military merits, being enfeoffed as kings and appointed as ministers.

Finally, the Xia family’s Marquis of Linwei, Xia Jiuliang, ascended to the imperial throne, beginning the Xia family’s three hundred years of prosperity.

These stories were already familiar to everyone in the Wei family, but Wei Jie knew his grandmother hadn’t come to this place to reminisce about past hardships and think of present sweetness.

The old ancestor said, “Back then, that heavenly sovereign asked the Xia Marquis whether he would be willing to exchange the Xia family’s two hundred years of prosperous fortune for three hundred years of imperial dreams and prosperity. The reason for this question was that the Heavenly Emperor had accidentally lost his divine essence in the mortal world and needed to use the wealth of a prosperous family to repair his divine essence for himself, so he could avoid the suffering of falling to the mortal world for re-cultivation.”

Wei Jie suddenly narrowed his eyes, as if remembering something, and said: “Grandmother told me that the Front River is said to be where Goddess Nüwa bathed and changed clothes after creating humans. Her brother Fuxi, unwilling for the heavenly deities passing by to glimpse his sister bathing, took a pair of blessing ritual implements, hanging one diagonally on the mountaintop to perfectly block this section of the Front River, while the other sank to the river bottom. Whenever water flowed past, it would strike that ritual implement, producing thunderous roars. This way, even if passing deities were present, they couldn’t see Goddess Nüwa’s fragrant body and jade flesh, much less hear her sounds of playing in the water… I wonder what intention that heavenly sovereign had in specifically choosing this place?”

After hearing this mythological story told by the grandparent and grandchild, and hearing Wei Jie’s question, Xiaoxiao finally heard the underlying meaning: if this story was true, then this section of the Front River was an excellent place for conducting discussions that could conceal from heaven above and prevent ghosts and spirits from knowing.

That mysterious heavenly sovereign had deliberately chosen this riverside location to make a pact with the Xia family!

She couldn’t help but ask: “Being able to rescue a celestial god and repair divine essence is a tremendous blessed fortune and merit. As long as both parties are willing, it creates an unbreakable bond with the deity, bringing blessings for hundreds of generations afterward. Why the need for such concealment and secrecy, specifically choosing this place that shields from heavenly sight and hearing?”

The Wei family grandmother smiled and looked approvingly at Wei Jie and Xiaoxiao: “You’ve both heard the key to the problem.”

She stood by the river leaning on her walking stick, gazing intently at the river surface mostly covered by the round mountaintop across the way, saying in a heavy voice: “Because that heavenly sovereign had the same thoughts as I do now—he didn’t want the various immortals, ghosts, and spirits to know what I’m about to say next!”

Thanks to this natural barrier, this story passed down through generations could be transmitted from one Wei family head to the next.

Only in this place, unmonitored by ghosts and spirits, accompanied by the concealment of the rushing river water, could the Wei family grandmother dare to speak this shocking secret.

“At that time, the Xia family had been losing battles continuously, fighting until they were utterly routed. Xia Marquis Xia Jiuliang’s two young sons, along with his wife and beloved concubines, had all been captured by enemies. The Xia Marquis’s heart was extremely dejected. It was at this moment that the heavenly sovereign suddenly appeared in the river, transformed into a golden-light water buffalo, directly stating that the Xia family had five hundred years of peace and stability, but they were living mediocrely, spending their lives in ordinariness. He had a method to correct the Xia family’s destiny, transforming them from a mediocre common family to an imperial fate… but it required folding away two hundred years from the Xia family’s five hundred years of destiny to supplement the celestial god. Trading two hundred years of mediocrity for three hundred years of supreme imperial status—how could the Xia Marquis of that time not be moved? So he made this decision that would cause both himself and his descendants to deeply regret.”

Siling asked in confusion: “Why would they regret it? The celestial god truly did accomplish it! Back then, the Xia family rose like a dark horse and became the final victor in the competition among heroes!”

Xiaoxiao, nearby, was also drawn in by the Wei family grandmother’s story, listening intently for a moment. Just then, she suddenly interjected in a low voice: “But… what if the Xia family originally had a heaven-ordained imperial destiny lasting five hundred years?”

Upon hearing this, Siling couldn’t help but gasp!

She felt that this girl Xiaoxiao was too daring in her thoughts!

If what Xiaoxiao said was true, wouldn’t that exalted celestial sovereign have evil intentions, deceiving the mortal emperor’s destiny to fill his damaged divine essence? Such absurd actions, if known by the heavenly deities, would result in divine punishment and destruction of divine essence, even for one as noble as the Heavenly Emperor who ruled the celestial court!

The Wei family grandmother, hearing Xiaoxiao’s bold words, didn’t refute them, but only sighed deeply toward the river water: “Miss Cui, you truly are a perceptive and enlightened person. If the Xia Marquis back then could have been like you, not easily blinded in his reasoning by the tremendous wealth and status someone promised, perhaps many things in this world would have gone much more smoothly…”

Back then, that celestial god specifically chose this place to discuss with the Xia Marquis, unknown to ghosts and spirits.

Even if afterward the heavenly officials in charge of celestial destiny discovered this unauthorized alteration of a mortal emperor’s destiny, they would only consider the Xia Marquis a devout believer honoring the deity, willing to trade his family’s destiny for the Heavenly Emperor’s well-being.

This was just like devout men and women in the mortal world who worship deities to the point of losing their souls, willing to scatter all their family wealth to support temples, all matters of mutual consent.

Such voluntary “good deeds,” even the clear-seeing Heavenly Dao, wouldn’t interfere with.

And the Xia family, because of such “voluntary good deeds,” obtained countless divine artifacts and the great blessed fortune of longevity and safety for generations of descendants.

No one would have imagined that originally, someone had deceived the imperial Xia family, fraudulently obtaining nearly two hundred years of dragon-vein destiny.

Now, everyone present fell silent from shock, and Wei Jie’s brows gradually furrowed.

Grandmother continued slowly: “Such secrets, apart from the original celestial god and Xia Marquis, only had our Wei family’s old ancestor present. He was the Xia Marquis’s bodyguard—the Xia Marquis hid nothing from him. It was thus that he learned secrets he shouldn’t have known. Unfortunately, though the Heavenly Emperor acted cleverly, in the Xia Marquis’s later years, through a chance encounter, he learned the secret that the Xia family originally had five hundred years of imperial destiny. Only then did he realize that he had been deceived by the celestial god, making a tremendously losing deal. Unfortunately, what was done was done. When he made his alliance with the heavenly sovereign years before, he had promised not to tell this matter to outsiders, or else the Xia family’s remaining three hundred years of imperial destiny would also be withdrawn due to oath-breaking.”

Xiaoxiao nodded admiringly. So that heavenly sovereign was actually in the same line of work as her—they had both engaged in swindling and deception.

Only when celestial gods acted, they truly could swindle people until they couldn’t even keep their pants!

The Wei family grandmother continued: “But this secret also became our Wei family’s original sin. After the Xia Marquis pacified the realm, our Wei family’s old ancestor also accepted the position of guarding the Qilao Mountain underworld under the ‘persuasion’ of the celestial god. Receiving imperial sacred commands and divine appointments from the celestial god, the Wei family seemed to have boundless glory. Only the Wei family’s old ancestor knew—where was our Wei family any kind of guardian? That Qilao Mountain was the prison confining generations of Wei family descendants!”

Speaking to the end, the Wei family’s old grandmother’s voice carried desolate grief and indignation, her sharp voice seeming to overpower even the rushing river water.

How excellent were the Wei family’s descendants through the generations, yet just because their ancestor learned of the heavenly sovereign’s secret, and the heavenly sovereign had “benevolent virtue” and couldn’t bear to kill indiscriminately, he had the Wei family “imprisoned” beneath the perpetually dark Qilao Mountain, consorting with those underworld demons and monsters, to preserve the Heavenly Emperor’s unspeakable secret.

Other Wei family disciples might not understand the reasons within, but as the Wei family’s inheritor, from the moment the grandmother learned this secret passed down through single inheritance, looking back at every plant and tree on Qilao Mountain, all became sources of frustrated resentment and hatred!

The Wei family’s forbidden curse made it so that all disciples could not leave within a hundred li of Qilao Mountain, and even if they occasionally left, they had to quickly return to Qilao Mountain within a month or so.

The Wei family grandmother, in her youth, had a rebellious nature and had once left Qilao Mountain and wandered for a long time. Though she later discovered the blood curse and returned in time, she was left with the aftereffects of a shrunken stature, appearing like a dwarf.

The reason the traitor Wei Di and his daughter were able to escape Qilao Mountain and survive seemed to be because Lord Can constantly provided them with Xia family imperial blood to sustain their lives.

This was also one of the reasons the father and daughter remained utterly devoted to Lord Can.

However, in the Wei family’s current generation, a special case appeared who could come and go freely—that was Wei Jie, who possessed half-demon blood.

The female demon’s naturally longevity-extending bloodline seemed to neutralize and counteract the blood curse the Heavenly Emperor had placed on the Wei family.

When Wei Jie left home for many years yet returned safely to Qilao Mountain, it couldn’t help but secretly delight the Wei family grandmother, who saw in this young man a glimmer of hope for the Wei family to escape their fate.

Xiaoxiao quietly listened to this point, but the doubts in her heart grew larger and larger.

She couldn’t help but ask: “Since this is the Wei family’s greatest secret, Old Ancestor, why are you telling me and Madam Siling about it?”

The old grandmother slowly raised her head to look at her, took a deep breath, then said word by word: “Because the Wei family is about to face a great disaster, and everyone present cannot escape!”

Ever since her son brought back the traitor Wei Di’s head from Luoyi City, the old ancestor had guessed that those torn pages had probably fallen into Lord Can’s hands.

If they had fallen into someone else’s hands, it would be somewhat better, but if they truly reached the hands of Xia family descendants, this matter would become utterly uncontrollable!

Those pages from the Book of Life and Death could reveal a person’s fortune over five hundred years, past and future.

If Xia family descendants learned they had been cheated out of two hundred years of imperial fortune by a celestial god, what kind of unbearable scene would ensue?

When that time came and the celestial gods were furious, punishing layer by layer, the Wei family, who had failed in their duty to guard the underworld and lost the torn pages, could not escape responsibility. Once punishment was decreed, none of the Wei family’s old and young could escape.

As for Siling, she was originally an accomplice who had assisted Wei Di and caused the loss of the torn pages, so naturally, she too could not escape responsibility!

When Xiaoxiao finished hearing about the theft Wei Di had committed years ago, many things suddenly became clear.

So two hundred years ago, there had been such heaven-defying things as torn pages from the Book of Life and Death!

If this were the case, then Qinhe and Wan Lian Shi’s prediction about Wei Jie’s descent into demonic cultivation in the dense forest made perfect sense.

That Lord Can held the torn pages in his hands, understanding the future direction of people and events related to him.

However… Xiaoxiao couldn’t help but ask again: “Old Ancestor, these matters you speak of actually have nothing to do with me. How about I take my leave first, and you family members sit down and discuss slowly?”

The old grandmother looked at her with a slight smile: “These matters indeed have nothing to do with Sect Leader Cui… However, I see that you seem to have fallen deeper into demonic cultivation than the last time. I wonder if you’ve had any demonic outbreaks recently?”

Well, this… Xiaoxiao knew that with her level of cultivation, she couldn’t hide anything from this crafty old lady, so she frankly said: “When facing off against the Ghost Sect’s Wan Lian Shi, I carelessly fell into a disadvantageous position and did have a slight outbreak.”

The Wei family’s old ancestor nodded: “The Wei family shoulders the heavy responsibility of subduing demons. By rights, we don’t tolerate any grain of sand in our eyes. But if Sect Leader Cui possesses righteous qi, where evil cannot overcome righteousness, and can assist our Wei family in recovering the torn pages, our Wei family will naturally treat Sect Leader Cui like a benefactor.”

This old lady didn’t speak empty words. Since this young girl had initially hinted that she was making use of people, she might as well speak openly.

Today, she had brought Siling, Wei Jie, and Xiaoxiao all together because she hoped they would all help the Wei family seize the torn pages back from Lord Can’s hands.

Xiaoxiao much admired the old lady’s calculations: “So what exactly is this Lord Can all about? Could it be that your Wei family can’t handle a single idle prince of the mundane world, and must use us?”

The old lady shook her head, gazing at the river water in contemplation, slowly saying: “He… is very strange! Even the Ghost Sect’s Wan Lian Shi can be commanded by him at will. Due to the deep connections between the Wei and Xia families, the Wei family cannot directly break relations with Xia-surnamed imperial family members. Moreover, Wei family disciples cannot linger outside Qilao Mountain too long. To search for Wei Di, Jingfeng, and the others have already been away for a long time, and must immediately return to Qilao Mountain. For the remaining matters, this old woman can only shamelessly request Sect Leader Cui’s assistance in helping A Jie.”

If it weren’t necessary, the old ancestor wouldn’t want to shamelessly beg outsiders. From the lips of the guards who returned with Wei Jie, she had heard about Cui Xiaoxiao leading Wei Jie and the others in breaking through the illusory city.

This girl was no simple matter—brave and resourceful. And this child, Wei Jie, was also a variable in the Wei family, not controlled by the celestial god. Letting the two of them enter the game might break the current deadlock.

Unfortunately, both people were somewhat uncontrollable. So the Wei family old lady used both carrot and stick—first acting to save Siling, making Wei Jie owe a debt of gratitude on his mother’s behalf. Then, hosting a banquet to explain the serious stakes involved, putting several high hats on the Talismonger Sect’s demon-cultivating sect leader, without mentioning anything about nailing people with coffin nails.

After Xiaoxiao sorted through all this, she admiringly cupped her hands: “Old Ancestor, you truly have calculated a fine abacus!”

The old lady smiled bitterly: “In asking Sect Leader Cui for assistance, our Wei family cannot use people for nothing. Perhaps those torn pages can also help the sect leader learn how to escape the demon pearl’s methods. Even if not, after the matter is accomplished, this old body is willing to use these remnant bones to help the sect leader overcome the demon pearl, repaying with life, becoming a demon in your place! This old body means what she says!”

Xiaoxiao wouldn’t count on the old lady suffering for her, but if the torn pages truly contained methods for removing the demon pearl, it would be worth the risk. So hearing this, she seriously considered whether this deal was worthwhile.

Just then, Wei Jie, who had been silent all along, said: “This matter has nothing to do with Cui Xiaoxiao, and today I want to take my mother away. She cannot return to Qilao Mountain.”

The Wei family grandmother said, “Though you worry about your mother, you should also know that it’s still more secure for her to temporarily reside at Qilao Mountain first.”

Xiaoxiao inwardly rolled her eyes. It was over—a stone thrown into a cesspit was about to start splashing people!

Sure enough, the next moment Wei Jie said coldly: “Grandmother, are you using my mother to force me?”

The Wei family’s old grandmother looked up at her tall grandson, tears in her eyes as she said: “You rascal, is this how you see me? You should know that though I have so many grandchildren, only you have a temperament most like mine! Though many in the Wei family refuse to acknowledge you, in my heart, you have always been the Wei family’s eldest grandson! I know the Wei family has actually owed you much, and really shouldn’t ask you to do such dangerous things. If you’re unwilling, today you can take your mother and leave. But if you’re willing to help the Wei family get through this crisis, I must thank you, two masters and disciple, on behalf of all the Wei family’s old and young.”

Speaking to this point, the Wei family’s old lady suddenly threw away the walking stick in her hands, falling to her knees with a thud, bowing formally toward Cui Xiaoxiao and Wei Jie: “Here, this old body first gives thanks!”

A grandmother bowing to grandchildren—how much longevity could one have to bear this?

Even though Wei Jie was angry with his grandmother in his heart, he still had to help her up first.

But the old lady not only refused to rise, she even turned back to call for the Wei family head, Wei Jingfeng, to kneel together. Wei Jingfeng glared at his nephew but knelt without a sound.

These torn pages had been lost for too many years, and by this seventh month, they had reached the limit. If the torn pages didn’t return to their place, the truth would likely be exposed, and Qilao Mountain’s catastrophic disaster would arrive.

The old lady today had recklessly told the whole cause and effect, also with some intention of putting things to death before rebirth.

In the end, Wei Jie didn’t say whether he agreed or not, but after considering his grandmother’s words, he finally persuaded his mother, Siling, to temporarily return to Qilao Mountain and the Wei family to wait for him.

That Wan Lian Shi was simply his mother’s nemesis. With him around, his mother’s safety couldn’t be guaranteed.

After thinking it over, Wei Jie felt that Qilao Mountain was indeed currently the safest hiding place for his mother.

After leaving the Front River, Xiaoxiao remained silent throughout, quietly thinking about the series of events that had occurred since she traveled through time from two hundred years in the future.

As a latecomer, she naturally knew clearly that the Wei family’s final fate was death for the entire clan, with no women or children surviving.

It was just that predecessors all believed it was because Wei Jie’s demonic nature erupted greatly, recklessly opening the underworld, and being obstructed by the Wei family, thus causing the tragedy.

But hearing the Wei family matriarch’s words today gave her even bolder speculations about the Wei family’s destruction.

And all of this, tracing to its source, was actually because some celestial god lacked private virtue, engaging in great deception, cheating away nearly half of the dignified imperial Xia family’s fortune.

Xiaoxiao hadn’t expected that this colleague from the immortal realm had methods of deception countless times more brilliant and vicious than hers, and couldn’t help but sigh deeply.

Wei Jie misunderstood that she was unwilling to be coerced by the Wei family’s carrot-and-stick approach, and said to her while walking: “These matters have nothing to do with you. You don’t need to get involved. Didn’t you tell Yu Ling’er you were going to some Lingshan? Tomorrow, let the fox clan people and Tang Youshu escort you there.”

Xiaoxiao smiled bitterly. According to her original intentions, hadn’t she wanted to stay out of it, hiding in the deep mountains waiting for an opportunity to return?

But now, people and events that had never existed in the trajectory of two hundred years ago kept emerging one after another, and the subsequent direction of events was unknowable.

Yet these changes were closely related to her, this time-traveling troublemaker. Now, with the Wei family in mortal danger and Wei Jie deeply involved, asking her to ignore Wei Jie and just leave like this, Xiaoxiao felt that morally it was unjustifiable.

Since she fell into demonic cultivation, Wei Jie had willingly sacrificed his inner core to save her; how could she abandon him in a crisis?

Most crucially, there was the Ghost Sect’s Wan Lian Shi!

Xiaoxiao had previously fallen for his tricks and nearly been controlled by him in their magical duel, losing face for the Talismonger Sect completely!

She didn’t believe that the Talismonger Sect, her master Tang Youshu had spent his life’s effort establishing, was merely an inferior imitation of the Ghost Sect!

This banner of the Talismonger Sect, whether in the past or future hundreds of years, she had to uphold.

So she smiled and said, “You brat, when do you need to arrange my itinerary? Even if your grandmother hadn’t asked me, I was planning to meet that steward from Lord Can’s manor again! The Talismonger Sect’s doctrine is to uphold justice and subdue demons—how could we possibly avoid demons when we encounter them?”

These words were what her eldest senior brother Ji Wuqi often said to her, and today she had the opportunity to say them once.

Her spirited manner infected Wei Jie. He looked at her bright, sparkling eyes and asked with a smile: “What? You’ve found a way to defeat Wan Lian Shi? If you rely on demonic cultivation to win again, it would be too harmful to your body! But I could transfer my inner core to you again, Master…”

Before he finished speaking, Xiaoxiao had already sent sharp glances his way!

Transfer what transfer! Next time she faced that Wan Lian Shi in combat, she would defeat that scoundrel fair and square!

This matter involved too much. After returning from the Front River, both people kept silent about the shocking secrets they had heard from the Wei family, but they began acting with great understanding of each other.

Wei Jie knew that to investigate the whereabouts of the torn pages, he had to enter the prince’s manor.

But the prince’s manor was protected by sacred objects, and idle people couldn’t approach, so he needed to think of some roundabout methods.

So he asked Xiaoxiao whether invisibility talismans could conceal qi and escape the detection of sacred objects, allowing him to infiltrate the prince’s manor.

Xiaoxiao thought about it and said that although the original invisibility talismans were also effective, their duration was too short, and they required the user to constantly concentrate, or else the talisman’s power would be greatly weakened.

This would be fine normally, but if the invisibility talisman failed while entering the prince’s manor, then the user would be turned into two plates of fragrant roasted meat by the sacred objects.

But the Ghost Sect’s Wan Lian Shi had given her much inspiration. She wanted to try improving the Talismonger Sect’s spirit talismans to make their effectiveness stronger.
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The reason the Ghost Sect’s talismans were so domineering was because they used extremely special materials—all human skin or exotic beast hide, and all peeled from living beings, condensing tremendous resentment.

Using such evil objects as carriers, they could naturally unleash evil techniques to their utmost limit.

Though Xiaoxiao wouldn’t create such bloody and sinful talismans like the Ghost Sect, the yellow paper talismans that easily got wet and failed also couldn’t be used anymore…

The Wei family grandmother was quite right—evil cannot overcome righteousness. Since the Ghost Sect used materials of yin nature for their talismans, if she could use materials that suppressed yin nature to make talismans, that would be ideal.

But what material should she use? Xiaoxiao had Tang Youshu help her find various papers available on the market, even parchment scrolls with good toughness, but compared to the Ghost Sect’s evil-qi-filled human skin talismans, these were still no match.

Oil paper with better water resistance couldn’t retain cinnabar and couldn’t even draw talismans.

For a moment, Xiaoxiao couldn’t think of a way to enhance talisman effectiveness, and even important matters like eating became difficult to swallow.

Though Wei Jie served her food and piled her rice bowl into a small mountain, Xiaoxiao ate a few bites listlessly before returning to her room early to meditate.

Compared to improving talismans, quickly condensing an inner core was also very important.

Xiaoxiao already knew the taste of having an inner core in her dantian—it was like an infant who had tasted worldly delicacies, that extreme craving was more unbearable than hunger pangs.

She also didn’t want to have to borrow an inner core from her disciple to save face next time her demonic nature erupted.

As qi circulated to her dantian and gradually condensed, her limbs and body became smooth and unobstructed, and her spiritual platform gradually became clear and bright.

Xiaoxiao’s thoughts gradually drifted, and suddenly, inspiration struck. She bounced up from the bed and excitedly ran to Wei Jie’s room, jumping onto Wei Jie’s bed and asking: “Do you still have the silver your external grandmother gave you?”

It was currently deep night. Wei Jie wasn’t sleeping but was sitting cross-legged on his bed in loose inner robes, breathing exercises by moonlight.

Before he could finish his breathing practice, he felt a sudden gust—a woman in thin undergarments, her curves fully revealed by candlelight, rushed straight in and pounced onto his bed.

Wei Jie was thankful he had stopped in time and didn’t slap this warm, fragrant softness away. He just lowered his eyes to look at his anxious-faced master, thinking not very sincerely: should he remind his little master that if she night-raided his bed a few more times like this, her chief eldest disciple could easily have his vital qi flow backwards to his dantian and go into demonic deviation!

But Xiaoxiao didn’t notice any of this. Her mind was completely immersed in her flash of inspiration, only excitedly shaking Wei Jie’s shoulders: “Hey, I’m talking to you! Besides giving you silver rings, did the Wei family give you any other silver items?”

Wei Jie lowered his eyes to look at her, suppressing the urge to transfer some inner core, and said in a low, hoarse voice: “Yes…”

Hearing this, Xiaoxiao let out a long sigh of relief.

Because she had suddenly thought of an idea—since the Lingshan Talismonger Sect’s talisman materials were a grade lower than the Ghost Sect’s, if she used the Wei family’s demon-subduing silver as a carrier, wouldn’t the condensed spiritual power be much stronger?

So when Wei Jie took out a piece of Wei family silver, they went to the town’s gold and silver jewelry shop and had craftsmen help extend that silver into over a dozen silver foils.

Xiaoxiao specifically instructed the craftsmen not to extend them too thin, lest they break when drawing talismans, so what was finally crafted looked more like silver sheets.

When drawing talismans, Xiaoxiao also abandoned her usual brush and cinnabar, instead using Yu Tiandou’s sword tip to carve.

Initially, she couldn’t control the force properly and ruined several sheets, but after mastering the strength, the talismans she carved became presentable.

Next was testing the effectiveness of these new talismans.

This time, Xiaoxiao drew fire talismans. Fire talismans were somewhat more difficult than water talismans and something Xiaoxiao had never attempted before.

It wasn’t that Xiaoxiao was unwilling, but she naturally had an extremely yin constitution, so she controlled water-type yin attributes better.

This time, no miracle occurred either. Xiaoxiao tried fire talismans several times but couldn’t succeed.

Her current cultivation was much higher than her eldest senior brother Ji Wuqi’s, yet her control of these Five Elements yang fire talismans wasn’t even a fraction of her senior brother’s skill.

Xiaoxiao felt somewhat discouraged and decided not to waste more silver foil, so she drew water talismans again.

When she again sent out true qi with her finger, remotely activating the silver talisman placed on the table, she had originally intended to draw water from the courtyard well into a nearby vat.

This was already a familiar skill for Xiaoxiao.

But this time, when her finger moved slightly, the well suddenly shot out countless water arrows without warning. With a loud crash, the distant water vat had already shattered, clearly pierced through by the water flow!

Yu Ling’er had originally prepared to take some sweet melons from the water vat and have Xiaoxiao draw water to chill them, so she was standing beside the vat.

Caught completely off guard, she was drenched from the explosion. Realizing belatedly that she had nearly been pierced through like a fox-hide sieve by those water arrows, she wailed loudly and called for Tang Youshu nearby to check if her body had any holes pierced through it.

Tang Youshu hurried over, but with this young lady’s dress soaked through, revealing her curves completely, it wasn’t appropriate to examine her!

Tang Youshu was so embarrassed he didn’t know where to look, so he quickly removed his outer robe, then turned away to avoid impropriety before draping the clothes over Yu Ling’er.

Xiaoxiao was also frightened by the destructive power she had displayed.

She could feel that when her spiritual power was attached to the silver talisman, the power was instantly magnified several times. In that moment, she had been pulled by the talisman, experiencing a sense of being out of control, like when Wan Lian Shi had nearly possessed her.

It seemed her idea was truly correct!

As long as she found materials matching the Five Elements, Lingshan’s talismans could unleash power several times stronger than before!

Now she finally had some confidence in her heart. At the very least, next time she faced Wan Lian Shi in battle, she absolutely couldn’t be like a puppet, controlled by backlash!

In her excitement, she reached out to take the silver talisman floating in mid-air, but the moment the silver talisman touched her finger, it turned to ash.

Damn! How could she forget she was under the gold-dissolving curse? Just like the silver ring Wei Jie had given her before, it was fine when worn on her wrist without touching, but would turn to ash the moment she touched it.

When handling it, she had to be extremely careful, separated by a thick cloth. The previous one had been accidentally touched into ash by her later…

Now the problem arose again. If she used silver as talismans and faced enemies in battle, what if she forgot to wear gloves?

In such critical moments, the slightest carelessness could cost lives!

However, an unintentional comment from Ling’er reminded her.

At that time, Ling’er was eating sweet melon while saying, “I wonder which wicked bastard cursed you. Why don’t you try asking him? As long as the curse-caster agrees to lift it, maybe your curse will be broken!”

Xiaoxiao had listlessly said: “He’s no longer here…”

Wait! Xiaoxiao blinked and suddenly realized that although the master who cursed her two hundred years in the future was gone, the master from two hundred years ago was alive and well!

Xiaoxiao excitedly looked at Tang Youshu, who was helping Yu Ling’er peel sweet melon skin nearby, thinking she could try it.

So early the next morning, using the excuse of gathering herbs on the mountain, Xiaoxiao took Tang Youshu to the back mountain.

Once they reached the back mountain, Xiaoxiao looked around to ensure no one was present, then coaxed: “Young Master Tang, you know I’m under a gold-dissolving curse. But an expert said if I gathered enough blessings, I might be able to break it. I’m still short a few. Would you like to contribute? Sincerely pray for me, hoping my curse can be lifted?”

Upon hearing this, Tang Youshu immediately nodded and, following Cui Xiaoxiao’s instructions, sincerely prayed: “Gold-dissolving curse, break!”

As soon as he finished speaking, Xiaoxiao felt something tightly binding her fingers suddenly dissipate.

She looked at Tang Youshu in disbelief, then, with trembling hands, took out a silver foil talisman paper from her bosom.

This time, the silver foil stayed perfectly in her hand without turning to ash…

It… it was broken so easily?

Xiaoxiao had only been trying it out without much hope, never expecting it would be broken just like that!

She was stunned for a moment, then, thinking of all the suffering caused by the gold-dissolving curse, suddenly felt the impermanence of life and the waste of precious youth!

For a moment, Xiaoxiao was overwhelmed with mixed emotions. She gripped Master Tang Youshu’s hand tightly, speechless, her eyes moistening as she unconsciously murmured: “So simple?… Master… Young Master Tang, you’ve made me suffer so!”

Tang Youshu didn’t understand, staring blankly at his master ancestor weeping sadly, somewhat dazedly saying: “Ah?”

Xiaoxiao sniffled, trying hard to control her emotions: “Young Master Tang, I’m a bit excited. I’ll be fine in a moment…”

Tang Youshu didn’t dare pull his hand away, so he let his master ancestor hold it while watching her weep silently.

Only in this wilderness among the trees, a beautiful young woman holding a young man’s hand with tears in her eyes, about to speak but tears flowing first—however you looked at it, this was like the “guan guan osprey” and “gentleman’s good mate” from the Book of Songs!

If no one had seen them, it would have been fine. But Yu Ling’er happened to be carrying a basket with her mouth stuffed with freshly picked mountain apricots, excitedly coming to find them both.

Originally, Yu Ling’er was bored being alone, and seeing Xiaoxiao take Tang Youshu up the mountain, she wanted to join the fun.

But she never expected that after following their voices and pushing through the bushes, she heard Xiaoxiao’s line “you’ve made me suffer so,” and saw the ambiguous scene of the two with hands clasped and teary eyes facing each other.

Now the mountain apricot in the little fox’s mouth seemed to taste different.

She really couldn’t stand it, spat out the apricot from her mouth, threw down her bamboo basket, went up to pull apart the confused Tang Youshu, and shouted at Cui Xiaoxiao with a cracking voice: “Cui Xiaoxiao! You’re going too far! Even if you want to switch to the Hehuan Sect, there’s no need for this! You won’t even spare any of the Talismonger Sect’s disciples! If you were harvesting that, Wei Jie, it would be fine! At least he’s tall and strong enough to withstand your abuse! Tang Youshu is already so thin, and you still want to use him to harvest yang and supplement yin? You… how can you bear it!”

Cui Xiaoxiao wiped away her life-lamenting tears with her sleeve, then came to her senses: “What nonsense! I, a dignified orthodox Talismonger Sect member, have I ever used people for harvesting?”

Hearing this, Yu Ling’er became even more furious: “Oh, so you’re not trying to suppress your demonic nature by harvesting his yang qi… then… then wouldn’t that mean you’re just toying with Tang Youshu’s feelings! Standing on two boats… no, three boats! Even more detestable!”

Only then did Xiaoxiao understand that Yu Ling’er had misunderstood her relationship with her master. What was all this about?

She was too lazy to explain that Young Master Tang was like a loving father in her heart, just puzzled as she looked at the jumping Yu Ling’er, sizing her up: “You’re not even a Talismonger Sect disciple, why do you care how we Talismonger Sect people get along… Wait, when did you become so concerned about Young Master Tang?”

When Yu Ling’er previously misunderstood her relationship with Wei Jie, she would just roll her eyes, snort disdainfully, mock a few words, and walk away.

How come when it came to Tang Youshu, the little fox was jumping around like her tail was on fire?

Tang Youshu wasn’t her Young Master Qin, so why was she being so sour?

Yu Ling’er didn’t think her concern for Tang Youshu was inappropriate.

Along this journey, Tang Youshu was the person in the Talismonger Sect who treated her best! Besides responding to her every request, Young Master Tang also spoke gently and would tell her strange stories from books and teach her to read.

Every time she talked with him, her heart felt like it had been washed by a spiritual spring, feeling exceptionally comfortable and clear.

This feeling was something even her clanspeople, and even her benefactor Qin Lingxiao, had never given her.

Such a kind and learned young master should be treated sincerely, not someone that this fickle female demon Cui Xiaoxiao could defile!

Hearing Yu Ling’er’s righteous rebuke, Cui Xiaoxiao agreed with Yu Ling’er’s words!

Her revered master’s virtues were far more than these! Young Master Tang was a treasure from head to toe!

In Xiaoxiao’s view, among all the women she had met, not one could match her master!

As Yu Ling’er scolded, seeing that Xiaoxiao was nodding approvingly and even joining in praising Tang Youshu.

This shameless woman looked exactly like a rolling blade of meat that couldn’t be cut through, which angered Yu Ling’er so much that she wiped her tears, pulled Tang Youshu along, and went down the mountain to find Wei Jie to complain!

Having broken the gold-dissolving curse, Xiaoxiao was full of joy and too lazy to deal with Yu Ling’er’s inexplicable lawsuit!

Without the shackles of the gold-dissolving curse, she could freely use silver from the underworld to make silver talismans and could unleash the yin-attribute “water” techniques to their fullest.

Thinking of this, she took out a silver talisman from her bosom, wanting to test the talisman’s power again. But the moment she gripped the silver talisman, Xiaoxiao’s fingertip against the silver foil seemed to sense slight vibrations on the surface.

This feeling was very mysterious, as if she had suddenly opened a sixth sense of heart-awareness. She instinctively felt there was someone nearby with strong yang qi, which was causing this yin-attribute silver foil to react.

Though she couldn’t be certain why there was such a reaction, she still tentatively called out: “Who’s there?”

It was just a probe, but unexpectedly, the nearby bushes rustled slightly, and a man in white robes truly emerged.

This person was none other than Qin Lingxiao, who should have been accompanying his injured father back to Lingyun Pavilion.

Seeing it was him, Xiaoxiao unconsciously stepped back several paces.

Before this number one swordsman could get angry, Xiaoxiao quickly spoke first to express her apology: “So it’s you… Listen! I previously injured your father because the demon pearl erupted, and I temporarily lost my rationality… though he isn’t a good person…”

Unfortunately, Qin Lingxiao had come here carrying thunderous rage and didn’t wait for Xiaoxiao to finish expressing her apology before coldly interrupting: “No need for so many explanations! I saw with my own eyes you and Wei Jie… entangling together. You’re just willingly fallen, shameless, preparing to go on a killing spree, lost in these two hundred years! What a waste of my constant good intentions toward you, giving you a chance to start anew! “

Xiaoxiao knew he was talking about her kissing Wei Jie in full view of everyone.

Every time she thought of this, Xiaoxiao felt deeply ashamed.

But if Qin Lingxiao was going to say she and Wei Jie were “entangling” based on this, that wouldn’t do!

Xiaoxiao said coldly, “My demonic nature had erupted greatly then. If Wei Jie hadn’t been willing to transfer his inner core to me, I would have let the demon pearl run rampant! The innocent are naturally innocent. My relationship with him is open and honest, and we don’t need your slander! Rather, you should ask your father when he became sworn brothers with the Ghost Sect’s Wan Lian Shi? I think you’re the one with a crooked beam, making the pillars askew!”

Unexpectedly, after hearing her explanation that the kiss was only for transferring inner core, Qin Lingxiao’s frost-covered handsome face thawed slightly, and he even seemed to sigh in relief, as if a great burden had been lifted from his heart.

However, hearing Xiaoxiao’s accusation about his father, his brows furrowed again as he huffed angrily: “Don’t slander my father! He’s the dignified Lingyun Pavilion Sect Leader—why would he need to become sworn brothers with evil demons? Besides, that Wan Lian Shi you mentioned was killed long ago in the four great sects’ encirclement! How could my father have any connection with him? That person you mentioned is just a steward of Lord Can’s manor. Even if this steward is inappropriate, it’s Lord Can’s business—what does it have to do with my father?”

Xiaoxiao understood the world’s number one swordsman’s character. Though he was proud and stubborn, somewhat strict with others and lenient with himself, he wasn’t a greatly evil person.

Seeing his righteous indignation, he probably truly didn’t understand his father’s dealings.

Xiaoxiao was too lazy to sow discord between father and son, just saying indifferently: “That white-haired man is just a manor steward, yet he can fight one against two, withstanding both demonized me and Wei Jie. Lord Can’s manor is truly a place of hidden dragons and crouching tigers! Forget it, I’m too lazy to explain to you. Young Master Qin, what exactly are you here for today? Are you planning to capture me and present me to your father or Lord Can?”

Qin Lingxiao was choked speechless by Xiaoxiao’s counterquestion.

His father had been quite vague about his private meeting with the manor steward that day, only saying the steward wanted to convey some words from the prince for him to pass to the four great sects.

Who knew they would encounter Wei Jie and Cui Xiaoxiao, and that Cui Xiaoxiao would erupt in demonic rage and attack without saying a word.

When Qin Lingxiao wanted to ask for more details, Qin He flew into a great rage, questioning Qin Lingxiao whether interrogating him like a criminal was trying to exonerate Cui Xiaoxiao.

As the Young Pavilion Master of Lingyun Pavilion, supposedly the promising sword cultivator in the eyes of all female cultivators worldwide, yet acting like an inexperienced youth, bewitched by some wild sect leader of unknown background—was he preparing to make Lingyun Pavilion lose face everywhere?

Qin Lingxiao was rendered speechless by his furious father’s rebuke and could only be punished to face the wall and copy pavilion rules.

But the more he thought, the more confused his mind became, feeling that since returning two hundred years ago, he hadn’t had a single peaceful day. Everything about him seemed to have gone off track, heading in unpredictable directions.

This burden of thoughts couldn’t even be shared with his father and mother, and combined with recent news he’d heard, Qin Lingxiao decided he still needed to find Xiaoxiao for a face-to-face conversation.

He had traveled all this way wanting to see Xiaoxiao’s demonic condition.

Lingyun Pavilion’s disciples were spread throughout the world. When Cui Xiaoxiao and Wei Jie previously went to the Front River for the banquet, someone had reported their whereabouts.

So Qin Lingxiao had rushed all the way here, just in time to take advantage of Yu Ling’er and Tang Youshu leaving to have a few words with Cui Xiaoxiao.

When he saw that Cui Xiaoxiao’s autumn-water eyes had become clear and bright again, Qin Lingxiao knew she should have temporarily suppressed the demon pearl’s demonic nature.

Now Qin Lingxiao was even more eager than Cui Xiaoxiao to return two hundred years later. At least he could return to his own body instead of being trapped in this young, inexperienced, and useless physique.

He now had many things to do, and regarding the escaped demon pearl “Wrath,” he also had some clues. After saying a few words to Xiaoxiao, he had to hurry to other places.

He decided to temporarily ignore his father’s affairs with Lord Can and said urgently to Xiaoxiao, “I know the reason for your demonization. Your demon pearl possession also involves me. How could I ignore you? It’s just that now in the righteous cultivation world, news about your demonization seems to be spreading wider and wider. Even some strange incidents in remote villages have been connected to you. Some people are even proposing to crusade against the demonic Talismonger Sect. But I know you’ve been hiding here and haven’t gone out to do bad things, though others probably won’t understand. You should still listen to me—quickly separate from Wei Jie and the fox clan people, find a place to hide by yourself, and wait for the rumors to die down. I can also find the demon pearl Wrath, and then there should be a way to restrain the demon pearl in your body.”

Hearing his words, Xiaoxiao couldn’t help but be startled and asked: “You say some villages had incidents? What strange incidents?”

Qin Lingxiao thought for a moment and said: “It seems several nearby villages had young men whose blood was drained overnight, and yellow grass paper malicious talismans from your Talismonger Sect appeared in their homes. Now, nearby towns all have wanted posters with yours and Wei Jie’s portraits. I originally wanted to enter Luoyi City to clear your name. Unfortunately, Luoyi City has been heavily defended recently, as if some imperial relatives are touring, and to prevent evil assassins, Luoyi City forbids any cultivation practitioners from entering… I can’t stay here long. Please remember my words…”

Saying this, Qin Lingxiao took out a very exquisite box from his bosom and handed it to Xiaoxiao.

Xiaoxiao looked at it warily, somewhat unwilling to accept it.

Qin Lingxiao thrust the box into Xiaoxiao’s arms with a sour face: “These are pastries from a pastry shop I passed by in a city. They looked quite delicate, so I bought them casually. But after looking at them, I didn’t want to eat them, so I’m giving them to you… Also, don’t think that Wei Jie is so pure. Any disciple with basic cultivation knowledge knows there are many ways to transfer inner core—why did he specifically choose mouth-to-mouth? I lurked under his command for many years and have seen his methods of bewitching women until they’re completely infatuated. I hope you won’t be like those foolish women, foolishly misplacing your affections!”

After saying this, Qin Lingxiao took another deep look at Cui Xiaoxiao, suppressed the urge to caress her cheek, took a deep breath, and turned to speed away.

Leaving Cui Xiaoxiao holding the brocade box, eyes wide as she thought about what Qin Lingxiao had said.

What did he say? There are many ways to transfer the inner core, no need for mouth-to-mouth?

Then why did Wei Jie tell her that, besides this, the only other way was to cut open the abdomen?
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Thinking carefully about it, the first time was somewhat unavoidable. She had been choking Wei Jie’s neck then, the situation was urgent, and they were close together, so mouth-to-mouth was the only option.

When returning it, the situation wasn’t so urgent, and there should indeed have been other methods.

At the very least, they didn’t need lips touching lips so closely!

Moreover, that rebellious disciple had “failed” in transferring several times, taking advantage of her for nothing.

Qin Lingxiao was indeed Wei Jie’s disciple for many years—he saw through this particular flaw of his demon master very accurately!

Having figured this out, Xiaoxiao’s steps carried lotus fire as she descended the mountain.

These past few days, Wei Jie went out during the day to gather information, and calculating the time, he should be returning.

Sure enough, upon entering the courtyard, she saw Wei Jie sitting leisurely in the yard, listening to Yu Ling’er pulling Tang Youshu along to complain!

When Cui Xiaoxiao entered the courtyard wrapped in lotus fire and murderous intent, Yu Ling’er was startled and unconsciously lowered her voice by three degrees.

Wei Jie stretched his long legs and got up, about to speak to Xiaoxiao. But Xiaoxiao didn’t even glance at him, just knocked him aside with her shoulder and entered the house carrying that box of pastries.

Wei Jie had already heard Yu Ling’er’s confused complaints and learned about his master’s misdeeds of molesting his disciple-grandson in the small grove.

He didn’t think Xiaoxiao was going to practice the Hehuan Sect extensively, probably seeing that Tang Youshu reminded her of her deceased father.

Because Xiaoxiao had said Tang Youshu resembled her late father. Though Wei Jie later learned through indirect questioning that Xiaoxiao was a posthumous child whose father had died before she was born, so she had never known what her father looked like.

But perhaps her imagined father overlapped with Tang Youshu’s image?

Just then, Xiaoxiao returned. Wei Jie had originally thought that after Yu Ling’er’s commotion, Cui Xiaoxiao would feel somewhat uncomfortable when she returned to see everyone, and he would need to comfort her gently.

He never expected that Cui Xiaoxiao would stride in with a gait that recognized no relatives, knocking him aside, making it seem as if he had been the one holding his disciple-grandson’s hand in the woods.

Wei Jie rubbed his shoulder and followed closely behind Xiaoxiao, very familiarly pouring her a cup of water and handing it over. Looking at her puffed-up, angry face, he teased: “What’s wrong? Didn’t get enough advantage from your discipline, so angry, your face is all puffed up? How about I lend you my hand to touch?”

Xiaoxiao didn’t take the water cup, just sat at the table edge and looked sideways at Wei Jie: “I’m asking you, is mouth-to-mouth the only way to transfer inner core?”

Ever since returning the inner core, Xiaoxiao had grabbed Wei Jie by his collar and instructed him to forget about that incident—neither master nor disciple would mention it again.

Unexpectedly, in just a few days, Xiaoxiao herself had broken the rule.

Wei Jie slowly revealed his white teeth, showing a smile on his handsome face. He simply sat beside her, elbow propped on the table, palm supporting his chin, looking somewhat innocent: “Didn’t you say to forget about this? Why bring it up again?”

Wei Jie’s appearance leaned toward the demonic, but when he showed genuine joy, he would reveal a pair of clean, adorable canine teeth, adding an indescribable childishness that neutralized his natural dark charm and unrestrained wildness.

Looking at such a handsome and brilliant smile, Xiaoxiao silently drank all the water in the cup, maintaining her composure to avoid being bewitched by male beauty.

“Qin Lingxiao told me there are many ways to transfer the inner core. Why didn’t you tell me?”

Wei Jie’s canine teeth slowly disappeared behind his thin lips, his eyes flashing: “When did you see him? What did he tell you?”

Xiaoxiao roughly described Qin Lingxiao’s visit and what he had said, then asked: “You deceived me—what do you have to say?”

Wei Jie sneered: “You injured his father, yet he eagerly came to sow discord between us and even brought you pastries? If I were his father, I’d use this rebellious son for sword practice as a sacrifice to heaven—keeping such a bastard is just a waste of rice!”

Xiaoxiao was amused by his anger: “So you can’t stand that he didn’t turn me into a sieve despite not holding grudges?”

Wei Jie looked Xiaoxiao up and down with an investigative expression: “Can’t you see what Qin Lingxiao’s feelings toward you are?”

Xiaoxiao wasn’t stupid—she naturally knew Qin Lingxiao seemed to have some feelings for her. After all, she still clearly remembered what Qin Lingxiao’s false body had done in the illusory city.

Of course, this didn’t rule out that the boy Qin Lingxiao was holding a grudge and wanted to imitate his experience of lying low beside Wei Jie, also trying to deceive her into good feelings before seeking an opportunity to avenge his father.

However, now she wanted to awaken the person before her, stopping any inappropriate romantic thoughts before the demon head Wei developed more elaborate schemes.

After all, she and he were not the same kind of people! As they say, righteousness and evil cannot coexist; master and disciple cannot share a bed!

Moreover, they were master-ancestor and disciple-granddaughter separated by two hundred years in a pure relationship!

He should save those tricks for charming girls to use on someone else!

However, this disciple of hers was best at using four ounces to deflect a thousand pounds.

With Xiaoxiao pressing him directly, he leisurely opened Qin Lingxiao’s pastry box, saying coolly: “If even Master doesn’t know there are other methods, how would this disciple know? He says a few words, and you come to question me? What kind of onion is he? Is he my master’s wife?”

Xiaoxiao was rendered speechless by his anger and could only sneer: “I can’t control this rebellious disciple—looks like I need to find you a formidable master’s wife!”

Wei Jie stopped smiling, looking at Xiaoxiao with unfathomable depth, then fixed his gaze on the box. This box contained custom-made pastries that at first glance might be mistaken for a fruit box. The pastries were made to look like honey peaches, apples, and round, adorable jade rabbits, each lifelike, and when pinched open, they all contained fragrant fillings.

That bastard surnamed Qin spared no expense!

He picked up a delicate pastry, bit into it without ceremony, then frowned: “What a strange taste—truly awful!”

Before Xiaoxiao could speak, he swept his long arm and threw these custom-made pastries worth ten taels of silver per box through the window into the pigpen on one side of the courtyard!

Look at that style! If you didn’t know better, you’d think he was the dignified Spirit Sect Leader!

Xiaoxiao angrily slapped his head: “That was something someone gave me—who asked you to make decisions!”

But Wei Jie smoothly grasped her slender wrist and pulled her into his embrace, lowering his head to press his forehead against hers, saying softly: “Alright, alright, I was wrong. How about… I’ll take you into the city to buy good ones to compensate you?”

Xiaoxiao was caught off guard, her face so close to his, looking at his sword-like brows and straight nose, and the mischievous smile at the corner of his mouth, immediately losing some control over the burning in her cheeks.

Without needing to look in a mirror, she could guess she was already blushing like flying clouds.

Wei Jie stared intently at the adorable master in his arms, those pink cheeks looking sweeter than honey peach pastries…

But Xiaoxiao suddenly took a deep breath and forcefully pushed him away.

Qin Lingxiao had said one thing correctly—this demon head was naturally gifted at charming young girls!

One moment of inattention and she’d lose her soul to his enchantment.

She had already unluckily become demonic in his place—if she were also bewitched by him until dizzy and confused, wouldn’t she have to stake her very life for him!

Wei Jie knew what Xiaoxiao looked like when truly angry. Before the fierce kitten could scratch, he stopped teasing her and said: “But one thing that Qin fellow said was true—someone is committing evil deeds under our Lingshan Talismonger Sect’s name!”

These past two days, he had taken several fox clan members out to gather information, only to see nearby county towns covered with wanted posters bearing his and Cui Xiaoxiao’s portraits.

Nearby villages had consecutive incidents of villagers being dragged into forests while working in fields, drained of blood, and hanged from tree branches.

Some people swore they had seen the two people in the portraits commit these murders, and that the woman had floor-length hair and black armor for harming people, clearly demonic.

So the authorities offered high rewards, sincerely recruiting capable individuals from all quarters to capture these two Talismonger Sect demons and eliminate harm for the people!

This experience had never been described in his master’s secret records.

This meant that so many villagers dying unjustly was indeed a change that occurred because she arrived in this life.

Xiaoxiao spun in place several times, asking Wei Jie, “Should we go explore those villages to see if we can find clues?”

Wei Jie said, “I’ve already been. Those people’s shoulders were all crushed, dying from excessive blood loss…”

Hearing this, Xiaoxiao immediately remembered crushing Lingyun Pavilion Master Qin He’s shoulder. It seemed someone was using this as a pretext to frame the villagers’ deaths on her, too.

Who could do such deeds? With Qin He’s spiritual bones damaged and unable to take care of himself, the mastermind behind this naturally couldn’t be separated from that Ghost Sect’s Wan Lian Shi!

And that Wan Lian Shi was under Lord Can’s orders—poisonous insects on the same rope that needed to be uprooted entirely!

So if they wanted to expose the mastermind and clear themselves and the Lingshan Talismonger Sect, they had to meet that Lord Can!

However, Lord Can had always kept his doors closed. How to meet him was quite a question. Moreover, that prince’s manor was guarded by the sacred Xiezhi, so direct assault definitely wouldn’t work.

Now Xiaoxiao had used silver talismans to improve invisibility talismans, with effects greatly enhanced compared to before, but she didn’t know if they could slip past the Xiezhi’s ears and eyes.

Moreover, silver talismans had a limited duration, only maintaining effectiveness for less than an hour, but an hour would be sufficient.

The two decided to break into Lord Can’s manor at night to see what demons and monsters were hidden inside that manor!

So the Talismonger Sect group packed up and prepared to break into Luoyi City once more.

However, when they again neared Luoyi City, Xiaoxiao’s extraordinary eyesight immediately noticed some changes in the city’s defenses.

Looking far into the distance, she could see that all four corners of the city walls were covered with human skin talismans soaked in fresh blood. These blood-dripping talismans connected into sheets, weaving a bloody net that seemed to shroud the entire city in blood qi.

Wei Jie had scouted many times and understood the function of those blood talismans, so he explained: “These are all blood talismans marking unwelcome guests. Anyone who enters without passing through the city gates will automatically have blood talismans attached to their bodies when crossing the city walls—they can’t be washed off even with water. From then on, wherever they go, they’ll be discovered by the talisman controller, with nowhere to hide.”

It seemed that after offending the four great sects, Lord Can was also wary, fearing that uncontrolled individuals might enter the city to harm him, so he had set up these blood talismans to prevent supernatural individuals from flying or tunneling over walls to enter privately.

But this created a problem—with those blood talismans forming blood lines, even if they used invisibility, their bodies would probably still be contaminated and detected by Lord Can’s minions.

To avoid contaminating themselves with blood talismans, they could only use the city’s sole main gate.

Xiaoxiao saw that besides the guarding soldiers at the city gate, there was also a person with heterochromatic eyes, one of which looked like a snake’s, capable of becoming a long pupil.

Whenever someone entered the city, he would stare intently at their face like a searchlight, missing no one.

Wei Jie said such heterochromatic-eyed people had replaced one of their human eyes with a snake eye from the Great Marsh of Beize.

With such a snake eye, even with invisibility talismans, they would immediately be discovered. Because snake eyes observe people differently from others, not by seeing shadows and outlines, but by sensing the heat people emit.

Even the most sophisticated invisibility talismans would fail under such Great Marsh snake eyes. It seemed Wan Lian Shi knew they had previously used invisibility talismans and, though disdainful of the Talismonger Sect’s crudeness, had made complete defensive preparations.

This being the case, it seemed impossible for them, with their wanted portraits, to sneak in through the city gates!

Regarding this point, Wei Jie had planned. He had specifically chosen dusk when the city gates hadn’t yet closed and arranged for music house personnel to help them slip in through the gates.

When Xiaoxiao stared wide-eyed at the clothes Wei Jie handed her, she couldn’t help but whisper: “You… want me to wear this?”

Wei Jie nodded: “Not just you—I have to wear them too… Hurry, or we’ll miss the music house’s flower cart procession!”

The clothes Wei Jie gave Xiaoxiao were belly dancing costumes from the city’s music houses.

Because they were about to mix in with the music house’s flower cart procession to enter the city.

Luoyi City had been holding a courtesan contest, with dancing girls and singing courtesans from surrounding cities coming and going continuously.

And Lord Can recently seemed to be entertaining important people, also needing some courtesans from elsewhere to add prestige to the occasion.

After all, with Siling gone, there were no suitable beauties to be found in Luoyi City’s music houses.

Siling had several loyal servants in the music houses, so Wei Jie easily obtained two name tags through his mother’s influence, just right for bringing Xiaoxiao along to sneak in.

After Xiaoxiao changed into the fire-red dancing dress in the forest, she awkwardly tugged at the thin shirt, covering her partially exposed slender waist, then looked up to ask Wei Jie: “Dressed like this, will I not be recognized?”

But after asking Wei Jie, she got no response for a long time. When she looked up, she found Wei Jie staring at her with burning eyes.

Just looking at her face, one would think Xiaoxiao was a slender girl.

Her usual robes weren’t form-fitting; loose and large, giving an impression of thinness.

Who would have expected that when Xiaoxiao wore the thin shirt and long skirt of a Western Region dancing girl, they’d discover that the slender bamboo pole was a honey peach secretly hanging on the branch…

Where she shouldn’t be small, Xiaoxiao wasn’t small at all…

Especially with her porcelain-white skin paired with the fire-red dress, it made her eyes appear even more pitiful and her figure graceful and charming.

That slender waist, wrapped with a golden bell chain, jingled as she walked, involuntarily drawing one’s gaze to the beautiful curves outlined by her tight fire-red hip skirt…

The pure and beautiful woman had only changed her outfit, yet she had the feeling of a reincarnated enchantress, as if transformed into a different person!

Wei Jie’s gaze wandered between her slender neck and full chest, his expression becoming increasingly subtle and tense…

He regretted not having carefully examined this dancing dress earlier! He especially hadn’t expected Xiaoxiao to look so seductive and alluring when wearing it!

Wei Jie had originally hoped she would blend unremarkably among those voluptuous and charming dancing girls, slipping past the city gate guards without notice.

But she had such a pure yet seductive enchantress appearance—how could she possibly blend in?

This was Xiaoxiao’s first time wearing such a seductive thin shirt and dancing dress, and she felt very uncomfortable, but when she had looked at herself by the stream earlier, she thought she looked very beautiful.

Though somewhat improper, this was also the first time in her life that she had worn a pretty dress.

A girl’s vanity was at work, and she wanted to hear some praise.

She had originally thought Wei Jie would at least compliment her after seeing her, but unexpectedly, he frowned tightly with a face full of dissatisfaction, taking a long time before saying, “You should change back. I’ll think of another way…”

Xiaoxiao’s face fell slightly. Was she so bad that people couldn’t bear to look at her?

Thinking this, she simply stopped covering herself and raised the gauze draped over her shoulders: “But I think it’s quite good! No different from the usual dancing girls…”

As she spoke, she even imitated Yu Ling’er’s manner, slightly twisting in a segment of fox dance.

Don’t say—Xiaoxiao was very talented at dancing. When she twisted her waist and swayed lightly, then gracefully leaped and spun in a circle, the loose braid tie was also flung off, and her full head of black hair flew with the red dress. When she stopped, her dark tresses casually slid down at her collarbone… In a trance, she seemed like a fairy emerging from flowers, or like a celestial maiden banished to the mortal world.

Wei Jie had never been a proper gentleman—he acted according to his whims.

When Xiaoxiao’s flying dark hair brushed across his face, he could no longer endure constraining himself!

The golden bells at her slender waist hadn’t yet stopped ringing when Xiaoxiao was suddenly lifted by him.

The handsome, tall man grasped Xiaoxiao’s slender waist and pressed her firmly against a thick tree. Though Xiaoxiao was much shorter than he, she was now lifted to eye level.

With her back against the tree trunk and nowhere to escape, she nervously watched the man’s handsome face slowly approach.

Finally, she could only extend her hand to stop him, tremblingly saying: “Hey, what are you doing?”

Wei Jie focused on her red lips, his eyes burning, his high nose touching hers as he said softly: “Dancing girls accompany people for drinking and conversation. Do you know how to respond?”

Xiaoxiao knew she had the bad habit of staring blankly at his handsome face.

Now with his face so close to hers, she was reminded of their inner core transfer and felt a tingling sensation creeping up her spine, making her unable to raise her head and look directly into Wei Jie’s purple eyes.

However, this kid’s words were truly hateful—they were just disguising themselves as dancing girls to enter the city, so why would they need to accompany anyone for drinks?

Besides, if she didn’t know how, did he?

Hearing his master’s unconvinced question, Wei Jie laughed softly: “At the very least, you can’t puff up your cheeks in anger and secretly glare at people!”

As he spoke, he straightened Xiaoxiao’s chin to make her look directly at him, saying softly: “Look at me…”

Xiaoxiao seemed bewitched by his words and unconsciously half-raised her eyes to look at him.

She was about to ask what she should look at when he had already lowered his head, and his cool lips once again settled on hers…

Though they had made lip contact several times before, those previous times all had proper excuses to support them, always allowing one to deceive oneself and accept it calmly, just closing one’s eyes and bearing it!

But this time, with the two alone and kissing without warning, what excuse could she use to deceive herself?

Thinking this, momentarily somewhat lost in it and nearly dancing along with him, Xiaoxiao quickly withdrew the arm that had hooked around his neck and forcefully pushed him away.

After he was pushed away, Xiaoxiao also landed on the ground, breathing slightly hard and glaring at him angrily: “You’re quite skilled! Have you accompanied women for drinks before?”

Wei Jie’s thin lips curved into a mischievous smile as he honestly replied: “I’ve only accompanied you drinking on the rooftop…”

Xiaoxiao remembered that time when Yu Ling’er had knocked them down with a pole and couldn’t help but giggle. But after laughing, she quickly resumed her serious expression, secretly reminding herself not to fool around with him like this!

“I’m making it clear to you today. There are plenty of good girls in the world—you can entangle with whichever you like, just don’t entangle with me…”

Wei Jie looked at her intently, his smile gradually fading: “Why? Because you’re my master? If that’s the case, I can immediately sever our master-disciple relationship…”

Xiaoxiao irritably ran her hands through her black hair: “…You wouldn’t understand even if I told you. In any case, you and I are not suitable!”

How could she explain? Say that she had traveled from two hundred years in the future? That he was supposed to die in a few years? That, apart from their nominal master-ancestor and grandson relationship, they had no other connection whatsoever?

However, her flustered appearance, in Wei Jie’s eyes, looked like someone who didn’t know how to refuse an annoying person’s advances.

The heat in Wei Jie’s eyes gradually turned cold. For a moment, not knowing what he was thinking, he just stared with a pair of purple eyes that seemed to glisten with moisture, tightly pressing his lips together.

Looking at Xiaoxiao this way, he was exactly like a dog that had just been wagging its tail to please, only to be kicked out the door, evoking sudden pity…

Just then, the sound of horse hooves came from outside the forest, and a man’s voice called softly: “Hey, is A Jie there?”

Wei Jie knew it was the music house carriage he had arranged to meet.

Xiaoxiao also let out a long sigh of relief.

Just now, being looked at by Wei Jie like that, she had almost felt guilty, thinking she had hurt him.

This showed the demon head’s natural skill at charming women! Truly worthy of having female demon blood—deadly at bewitching people!

It was too late for her to change clothes now. Wei Jie could only turn to the carriage and ask the man for a thick cloak, then hand it to Xiaoxiao, saying indifferently: “It’s cold—put this on.”

Xiaoxiao was too lazy to correct that it was now late July, and after nightfall, it was swelteringly hot!

She didn’t take the cloak and just got on the carriage.

After boarding the carriage, she discovered it was full of women of various figures, dressed even more elaborately than her, all sizing up Xiaoxiao.

“Oh my, where did Mama find this girl? She’s so striking!” Many of them were newly brought from other places and didn’t recognize the wanted female demon at all.

Some women even unceremoniously pinched Xiaoxiao’s arms and slender waist: “Really, the makings of a dancer! You must put in real effort when parading through the streets later!”

Xiaoxiao just smiled apologetically, learning from their conversation that tonight, many courtesan carriages would enter the city for a parade, for the city’s nobles to select courtesans.

With the enchanting songstress Siling suddenly disappearing, this year’s courtesan title had become suspenseful.

All the women were putting forth their best efforts, dressing elaborately, hoping to win first place.
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Two dancing girls saw that Xiaoxiao hadn’t done her hair or makeup and very enthusiastically brought rouge and powder to help apply it for her.

However, whether it was because they feared Xiaoxiao’s bright beauty would steal their spotlight, when Xiaoxiao looked in the mirror, her eyes jumped in shock.

This makeup was… truly eyebrows were eyebrows, eyes were eyes, and nothing went together! It looked exactly like a little girl had secretly used her mother’s rouge and powder.

Those two thick black eyebrows and the unblended blush were quite eye-catching!

However, painted like this, Xiaoxiao was quite satisfied!

She wasn’t going to compete for the courtesan title anyway—she just didn’t know if this crude disguise could escape those supernatural heterochromatic eyes.

But now that she was disguised, how would Wei Jie deceive people’s eyes?

When the carriage reached the city gate and lined up to enter, she found out.

She heard several singing girls who had gotten off the carriage first suddenly exclaim in amazement. Xiaoxiao stuck her head out the carriage window and also silently gasped.

It turned out that somehow, Wei Jie had also disguised himself as a dancer.

After all, music houses didn’t only have singing girls and dancing girls—they also needed male dancers for variety and flavor.

However, such male performers couldn’t outshine the dancing girls—they were merely supporting acts.

But Wei Jie’s androgynous handsomeness—how could it be easily concealed?

He wore Western Region-style loose pants and tight clothing, but his solid, well-built arms and chest were exposed. To match the upcoming flower cart night parade, the exposed skin was painted with tiger stripes in colorful pigments, and even his face was outlined with matching patterns.

Those intense colors, paired with his lean and solid muscles, truly gave one the feeling of a fierce tiger emerging into the world.

He had somehow hidden his purple eyes, and combined with the full face of stripes, one couldn’t make out his original appearance for a moment…

The dancing girls were quite discerning, quietly saying this new dancer looked rather handsome, but unfortunately, the paint and grease were applied so thickly that they couldn’t see his actual features.

Wei Jie also saw Xiaoxiao after her careful “makeover” and was momentarily stunned.

Xiaoxiao knew she looked ugly now and was too lazy to listen to Wei Jie’s mockery, so she made a face at him.

Normally, Wei Jie would have been amused by his playful master, but now, seeing Xiaoxiao frowning at him, his expression remained cold as he turned his head away, no longer looking at her.

It seemed Xiaoxiao’s blunt rejection earlier had hurt his male pride—from the looks of it, he was unwilling to say another word to her.

Xiaoxiao felt angry and was about to go over to explain things properly when five or six soldiers, attracted by these chattering women, walked over with leering smiles.

The lead soldier indicated with raised eyebrows that recently the city gates had been checked strictly, and if the ladies wanted to enter the city, they needed to be “thoroughly” searched by them individually.

Those women were also sensible, happily hanging on these soldiers’ arms, coquettishly asking how thoroughly it needed to be.

During this flirtation and pulling, they let the soldiers have their way, taking some liberties.

Seeing the soldiers working their way over, with one about to hook Xiaoxiao’s slender waist, Xiaoxiao cleverly turned to avoid him, smiling as she suggested: “Officers have worked hard—we’re about to enter the city. How about we get on the cart and dance for you?”

As she spoke, she lightly turned and mounted the flower cart hanging behind the carriage, and the other girls gigglingly followed her up.

Wei Jie then jumped onto the flower cart after her, taking up drumsticks to begin beating the drums.

This type of street parade drumming wasn’t just about keeping rhythm—it required the drummer to constantly flip, jump, and spin the drumsticks in time with the movements.

In the sound of drumbeats, the leaping, hammer-wielding drummer became part of the performance. Even people leaving the city began gathering to watch and appreciate it, with several women quietly praising the male drummer’s waist and back like rolling distant mountains.

Such vigorous beauty required accumulated virtue and diligent incense burning to witness!

Accompanied by Wei Jie’s drumbeats and the musicians’ playing, the dancing girls began to dance gracefully.

Though Xiaoxiao had an outstanding figure, compared to those dancing girls with seductive movements, her slightly immature fox dance repeated over and over wasn’t particularly attention-grabbing.

She was buried among a cart full of hip-swaying, waist-twisting girls, not as eye-catching as that tiger-striped youth beating the drums.

That heterochromatic-eyed supernatural being was also attracted by this flower cart performance, but he had no leisure to look at the drumming male performers. Instead, he squinted his eyes, savoring as he carefully examined each dancing girl’s graceful figure and the snow-white calves occasionally revealed beneath their skirts…

After all, who would think that the wanted female demon would so brazenly stand on a flower cart, dancing gracefully with a group of lowly dancing girls?

Wei Jie had learned drumming from somewhere and played quite convincingly, also being the most eye-catching part of the flower cart.

His performance was too spectacular, and with the exaggerated grease paint, people would only appreciate his exaggerated yet vigorous and graceful dance moves, not carefully examine his facial features.

This was truly the most brilliant “darkness under the lamp” deception technique!

Never mind one drumming man—even what all the women on this cart looked like wasn’t as important to these superficial men as those snow-white thighs and voluptuous figures.

That supernatural being, confirming there were no stowaways on the cart, lustfully hummed along with the tune, watching as he let the flower cart enter the city.

As Xiaoxiao breathed a sigh of relief, she felt Wei Jie was too good at understanding men’s psychology.

This “using beauty to blind eyes” technique wasn’t something any innocent youth could devise!

After the flower cart entered the city and paraded through the main streets, it stopped beside the Listening Moon Bridge by the inner city river.

Soon, the leading courtesans from inside and outside the city would gather on the bridge, waiting for the city’s famous nobles to evaluate and select a champion.

It was said that the city had been under curfew for a while recently, but had only resumed its former lively atmosphere because of distinguished guests entering the city. Some people swore that this distinguished guest was the Crown Prince on a private inspection tour.

It was said this Crown Prince loved folk entertainment but unfortunately couldn’t enjoy it freely in the capital, so local officials competed to transfer the most beautiful courtesans from their cities to Luoyi City for the Crown Prince’s pleasure—that’s why there had been frequent flower carts in the city these past few days.

Wei Jie and Xiaoxiao had already slipped off the flower cart when no one was paying attention.

By the time they had changed into night clothes in an alley, night had fallen, and all the city’s people had flocked to the Listening Moon Bridge.

Xiaoxiao saw that Wei Jie’s collar wasn’t straight and reached out to adjust it for him, but unexpectedly, he stepped back, showing he didn’t need her help.

Fine if he didn’t need it, but he also glanced at Xiaoxiao sideways with that look-down-on-everyone expression—that dead look was as irritating as it could be!

Xiaoxiao was also angered by him, tying her belt while muttering: “Are all you men so petty? Getting rejected once and you have to put on a sour face…”

She was complaining quietly, but Wei Jie caught the key point. He turned his head slightly, looking at Xiaoxiao sideways with his handsome eyes: “Are you comparing me to Qin Lingxiao?”

Xiaoxiao thought about it and said loudly: “Not really—Young Master Qin is slightly more generous than you. Didn’t you see he even bought me pastries?”

Wei Jie sneered coldly: “True enough—being rejected yet still able to pester shamelessly with such thick skin is indeed admirable.”

But seeing him like this, he was determined to be completely different from Young Master Qin and would never do anything like persistent pestering.

That made sense, too. According to Master Tang Youshu’s description, the demonized Wei Jie had always been cold and emotionless, not arrogantly looking down on people, but fundamentally lacking human warmth.

Though there were reasons for falling into demonic cultivation, it was also related to Wei Jie’s originally cynical personality and unwillingness to get close to people.

Unfortunately, the current Wei Jie—whether due to her appearance disrupting world events—had none of the aura of a world-weary demon lord, just a bad-boy handsome rogue!

However, with him giving her the cold shoulder, probably this ambiguous relationship wouldn’t continue its absurdity.

Xiaoxiao was too lazy to argue with him, handing Wei Jie the invisibility talisman she had drawn with silver foil. After both applied the invisibility talismans and concealed their auras, they headed to Lord Can’s manor.

Standing atop a large tree and looking down, just like last time, Lord Can’s manor had feng shui that gathered and concentrated energy.

However, this time recalling Master Tang Youshu’s assessment that this place had signs of gathering and stealing others’ feng shui, Xiaoxiao could only nod secretly in admiration.

Master was indeed master—truly a deeply hidden feng shui master!

The Xia family could be called century-long victims, having a perfectly good five hundred years of imperial destiny cheated away by two hundred years.

Calculating now, the Xia family, having been swindled out of their underwear by the celestial god, probably didn’t have much continuing fortune left.

As a descendant of the imperial Xia family, if Lord Can learned this background from the Book of Life and Death, he was probably psychologically unbalanced, thinking to follow the same pattern and steal some feng shui fortune from others to make up for his family’s losses!

However, right now, she couldn’t think too much about Lord Can’s despicable aspects, because high in Lord Can’s manor, there was still a Xiezhi sacred statue that could detect people’s thoughts at any time, blocking all who harbored ill intentions toward the mansion’s master from entering the garden.

Xiaoxiao didn’t know whether her newly made invisibility talisman with silver foil would work against the Xiezhi.

The moment the invisibility talisman was applied, she immediately felt her aura seemed completely suppressed—the invisibility talisman’s effectiveness was indeed greatly enhanced.

However, this invisibility talisman also had a time limit—they had to exit the prince’s manor within an hour, or both would immediately become visible.

So, taking advantage of the manor’s wide-open gates and the coming and going of guests, the two of them brazenly entered Lord Can’s manor following several carriages of distinguished guests.

The high and mighty Xiezhi embedded in the highest tower seemed to detect nothing, remaining motionless like an ordinary statue.

It was said that the distinguished guest entering the manor this time was Lord Can’s nephew—the current Crown Prince.

He had brought several close ministers and his own Crown Princess, along with several side consorts, who happened to be on official business near Luoyi and decided to visit by boat, resting at his imperial uncle’s manor.

Though Lord Can was an elder, as a subject, he had to come out to welcome them respectfully.

It was said this Crown Prince was similar in age to Lord Can, often playing together in the palace as children. Though called uncle and nephew, they were as close as brothers.

It was just that after the new emperor ascended the throne, following the deceased previous emperor’s decree, this young imperial brother was enfeoffed to Luoyi.

From then on, the Crown Prince had never been able to see this little imperial uncle again.

Now that over ten years had passed, the uncle and nephew meeting again was naturally a joyful reunion with much to discuss.

But when the Crown Prince got off his carriage and saw Lord Can, he first froze, then laughed loudly: “Imperial Uncle, you look quite different from when you were little!”

Lord Can smiled and hadn’t finished his greeting when the Crown Prince grabbed him, putting an arm around his shoulders as they walked forward together.

Xiaoxiao and Wei Jie hid in the corridor of the reception hall, only steps away from this chatting uncle and nephew.

Xiaoxiao noticed that the steward Wan Lian Shi was still dressed as a steward following Lord Can’s side. The scar on his face from Yu Tiandou’s slash had healed more than half, leaving only a red mark. This greatly surprised Xiaoxiao.

She knew that sword contained the power of heavenly punishment—once cut by it, it couldn’t possibly heal as easily as an ordinary sword wound! It seemed Wan Lian Shi had some ghostly methods.

Just then, the Crown Prince asked Lord Can enthusiastically, “Imperial Uncle, do you still remember the black-haired general you raised as a child? This time I’ve gotten one even better than yours—I wonder if your manor has any good specimens?”

Lord Can listened with a smile, squinting thoughtfully before tentatively asking: “Is the Crown Prince referring to the black-backed hunting dog Father Emperor gave me? I do have a few for guarding the home, but they probably can’t compare with the Crown Prince’s beloved dog…”

The Crown Prince laughed and waved helplessly: “Imperial Uncle, you even forgot this? Back then, Imperial Grandfather didn’t know you were afraid of dogs and insisted on rewarding you with hunting dogs—you wouldn’t even look at them normally! You even cried, wanting to trade with me for a poetry-reciting parrot! The black-haired general I mentioned was the black-shelled, long-whiskered cricket you raised! The one that bit five of mine to death!”

Only then did Lord Can seem to just remember, smiling as he nodded in sudden understanding, then said: “Those were all childhood pastimes—I don’t play with such things anymore…”

The Crown Prince thought about it and agreed—after all, over twenty years had passed, and yesterday’s bean sprouts had grown into vigorous middle-aged men.

Like this imperial uncle—if his features didn’t resemble the late emperor’s, standing before him now, he wouldn’t dare recognize him!

However, this imperial uncle’s memory was really poor. He had enthusiastically talked about their childhood adventures all along, but Lord Can responded half-heartedly, mostly not remembering.

Having walked halfway with the atmosphere growing cold, the Crown Prince was also losing interest and didn’t want to mention childhood stories anymore.

When their group entered the great hall, Xiaoxiao, who had been listening to their conversation, somehow felt that something indescribable was wrong.

Just then, Wei Jie, who had been holding her hand, suddenly tugged at her.

It turned out Wei Jie saw Wan Lian Shi suddenly leave the prince and head toward the kitchen courtyard in the back residence.

The two followed all the way, watching Wan Lian Shi go straight into the kitchen, dismiss the cooking maids, then take out a pill from his bosom and throw it into a golden soup tureen.

After the medicine dissolved in this bowl of golden Buddha Jumps Over the Wall soup, Wan Lian Shi turned to a servant behind him: “Arrange for someone to make sure this soup reaches the Crown Prince’s table.”

That servant looked like Wan Lian Shi’s disciple and whispered, “Master, if the Crown Prince has an accident at Lord Can’s manor, you and I can’t escape responsibility!”

Wan Lian Shi sneered: “Only you think you’re smart? I just added a Seven-Day Drunk pill—the Crown Prince will only become dead drunk as if from drinking! He talks too much, and the prince is tired of entertaining him. With this one pill, he won’t even be able to get out of bed for the next few days. Go!”

That disciple, hearing this, dared not delay and quickly carried the drugged soup away.

After Wan Lian Shi finished his instructions, he turned toward the west garden.

After he left, Xiaoxiao and Wei Jie came to a secluded back garden. Seeing no one around, Xiaoxiao whispered to Wei Jie: “Though the Crown Prince talks densely, that he could provoke the deep-scheming Lord Can to drug him into silence surely isn’t simply about being annoyed, right? What do you think the reason is?”

Wei Jie was also pondering this problem. After all, the other party was the dignified Crown Prince—no matter how tiresome a local prince found entertaining him, he shouldn’t so simply and crudely silence the Crown Prince… unless he feared the Crown Prince would continue asking questions he couldn’t answer.

So Wei Jie thought and said, “Did the Crown Prince say anything important just now?”

Xiaoxiao thought: “That Crown Prince didn’t have many serious words—all about his childhood games with Lord Can. Could Lord Can be impatient precisely with the Crown Prince chatting about those childhood memories?”

Such entertainment shouldn’t normally be difficult, but thinking back carefully, Lord Can seemed to have trouble keeping up, repeatedly answering wrongly, even obviously trying to change the subject several times…

Could it be because of this that Lord Can wanted to give the Crown Prince Seven-Day Drunk, completely knocking him out?

Wei Jie had noticed this too, so finally he said thoughtfully: “Unless this Lord Can… isn’t the same Lord Can who played cricket fighting with the Crown Prince as a child!”

Xiaoxiao gasped. Actually, on this point, her thoughts coincided with Wei Jie’s!

It was said that after this, Lord Can came to Luoyi, and he had lived in seclusion for a full ten years, never seeing anyone, supposedly because of a serious illness. But looking at Lord Can now, his complexion was as rosy as a man in his twenties—he didn’t look like someone who needed ten years of recuperation!

It seemed this Lord Can had yet another strange aspect.

After saying a few words, they saw Wan Lian Shi walking away, so they followed to see what the Ghost Sect was up to now.

In the west garden’s side room, Wan Lian Shi was having a private meeting with an old acquaintance.

Qin He, who should have returned to Lingyun Pavilion, was currently arguing with Wan Lian Shi.

Qin He’s wound from Xiaoxiao’s earlier attack had been bleeding continuously. Having no choice, he had come to Lord Can’s manor.

At this moment, he glared at his senior brother Wan Lian Shi, grabbing his collar: “In that forest, you kept using me as a shield—what were your intentions?”

Wan Lian Shi looked helpless. He pulled away the collar Qin He was gripping and snorted coldly: “If I hadn’t done that, then both you and I would have died in the forest. It’s a small matter if I die, but if you died with me, your posthumous reputation wouldn’t sound very good!”

Qin He remained furious, glaring hatefully at his senior brother without speaking—it seemed this had hit his weak spot.

Unlike Wan Lian Shi, his current reputation was spotlessly white, with a complete family. If not for being controlled by the prince, how enviable would such a great cultivation master be? He really couldn’t die together with Wan Lian Shi.

Wan Lian Shi rolled his eyes and comforted softly: “Actually, both you and I suffered—my injuries were worse than yours, yet aren’t they healed now? When the master returns from the banquet, he’ll surely treat you. And haven’t you noticed? The demonized person the master has been seeking has appeared! You and I have achieved merit this time!”

Qin He also forgot about the pain, whispering: “But… how did it become that girl Cui Xiaoxiao? Could there be a mistake?”

He had previously heard the master mention that Wei Jie would become demonic in the future. Regarding predicting the future, Prince Lord Can had never been wrong—why did it change to a female demon this time?

Wan Lian Shi didn’t want to get entangled in these details and said quietly, “This Cui Xiaoxiao is extremely important. But to make her fall deeper into demonic cultivation, we need to ruin her reputation. Now in nearby towns, rumors about the Talismonger Sect harming people are spreading like wildfire, plus the high rewards—she’ll probably become a target for famous righteous practitioners.”

Qin He, still recalling his encounter with Cui Xiaoxiao in the forest, still felt lingering fear.

Hearing this, he unconsciously looked around, as if suspecting that the demon woman was hiding invisibly nearby.

Seeing his paranoid appearance, Wan Lian Shi couldn’t help but sneer: “Rest assured, she can’t sneak into the prince’s manor! Even if she could get in, with her crude invisibility talismans, she would leak aura and couldn’t last long! This Lingshan Talismonger Sect copies cats and tigers, plagiarizing my talismans but learning neither fish nor fowl—they deserve to fall completely! When she becomes demonic, you have disciples as witnesses—don’t forget to spread word about this Cui Xiaoxiao’s demonization among the four great sects. The more she’s reviled and rejected, the deeper her demonic nature will become!”

Regarding ruining Cui Xiaoxiao’s reputation, even without Wan Lian Shi’s instructions, Qin He would go all out.

Cui Xiaoxiao had shattered his spiritual bones in one grab—even if the flesh wounds healed, he would lose most of his cultivation!

If this revenge went unavenged, he swore he wouldn’t be human!

Most hateful was that his son Qin Lingxiao had been bewitched by that wild girl, secretly running off again behind his back, probably to find Cui Xiaoxiao, and still hadn’t returned.

Qin He knew his son’s reserved, face-conscious nature well—as long as Cui Xiaoxiao’s reputation was ruined, no matter how much his son liked her, he’d have to give up this relationship!

Thinking thus, Qin He’s heart relaxed slightly, just waiting for Lord Can to come and graciously heal his injuries.

Like Wan Lian Shi, he was someone who had luckily extended his lifespan and escaped life-and-death calamity with Lord Can’s help.

Lord Can said that since they were people who should have died, they needed to change their names. So, Wan Lian Shi now called himself Master Cui, while he became Qin He.

From then on, Wan Lian Shi became the manor’s steward, while he transformed into a Lingyun Pavilion disciple, eventually marrying the previous sect leader’s daughter and rising smoothly from there.

As people who should have died early but luckily survived, besides hiding their identities to deceive heaven’s eyes, another requirement was that they couldn’t leave Lord Can’s blood to sustain their lives!

Unlike Wan Lian Shi, Qin He was somewhat tired of this controlled existence.

He was now Lingyun Pavilion’s master with a complete family and external reputation, greatly respected. Even if he couldn’t achieve great cultivation in the end, he lived freely and comfortably enough.

Unfortunately, he had no choice but to obey Lord Can’s commands. Thinking of his double-agent situation, Qin He sighed gloomily.

Now he could only take things one step at a time. He hoped that after Lord Can successfully controlled that demon woman, he would soon return his freedom…
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Thinking of this, Qin He forcibly suppressed the anger on his face and said to Wan Lian Shi in a gentle tone: “Senior Brother, I lost my composure just now. Please don’t take it to heart.”

Wan Lian Shi understood this junior brother of his all too well.

Compared to himself, cowering in the prince’s manor like a dog, his junior brother had lived like an immortal these years. He had truly eaten meat for a few days and forgotten he was also a dog—he had even dared to glare at him just now!

So when Wan Lian Shi heard Qin He’s apology, he only sneered coldly: “Junior Brother, I know what you’re thinking. After all, being a sect master without having to obey others must be quite pleasant. But don’t forget—your life was ‘borrowed’ for you by the master. Without him, you couldn’t survive even a single day! Since there’s nothing else, go back quickly. Remember! You must ruin Cui Xiaoxiao’s reputation. She must experience every tribulation she’s supposed to face!”

These words fell into Xiaoxiao’s ears verbatim, making her head buzz.

That Lord Can… knew about her taking Wei Jie’s demonic fate as well!

And he even wanted to fan the flames and make her demonization solid?

Xiaoxiao could curse out a thick volume of Talismonger Sect secrets without repeating herself!

She was even more certain that the page from the Book of Life and Death mentioned by the Wei family grandmother had fallen into Lord Can’s hands.

This page from the Book of Life and Death, like herself, was something that shouldn’t exist in these two hundred years past.

With Lord Can’s unfathomable mind holding such a thing, it would truly cause chaos throughout the world!

She just didn’t know where he would store the torn page.

As for Wei Jie, upon hearing these people conspiring to ruin Xiaoxiao’s reputation and force her into demonization, he silently clenched his fists.

He was thinking that if one day she truly became demonic and turned against the whole world, if he also let go and ignored her, who would be there to protect her?

Imagining her alone and isolated, sitting solitary on a cliff, actually overlapped with his countless lonely nights accompanied only by night winds.

That kind of cold loneliness he knew too well, yet he couldn’t bear for this frail woman to endure it alone…

Thinking of such desolation, he unconsciously gripped Xiaoxiao’s hand tightly.

In this moment, he completely forgot that he and Cui Xiaoxiao were having a quarrel and should treat her coldly, absolutely not being clingy like dog-skin plaster.

He unconsciously gripped too tightly, making Xiaoxiao feel some pain, but fearing discovery, she could only let him pull her.

They were both invisible and couldn’t see each other, so they held hands to avoid getting separated. But his excessive force was unnecessary—could he be doing it on purpose?

After Wan Lian Shi’s secret meeting with his junior brother, he stepped toward the front hall again.

The hand-holding Xiaoxiao and Wei Jie didn’t dare follow too closely, so they returned to the front hall after a while.

At this time, the great hall was in the midst of festivities, with cups and plates scattered on the tables, and a group of dancing girls in thin garments dancing gracefully.

Probably the pill Wan Lian Shi had administered was taking effect—the Crown Prince was drunk and swaying, with a side consort beside him unable to support him, yet he was still mumbling about wanting to drink.

Lord Can smiled and had Wan Lian Shi arrange for servants to guide the Crown Prince and his consorts to rest.

After the guests dispersed, leaving only lingering wine vapors and lone lamp shadows, the smile on Lord Can’s face also faded.

He recalled the Crown Prince’s unrestrained behavior before him, dark currents rippling in his eyes.

Wan Lian Shi had settled the Crown Prince and his party and returned to report.

Hearing that the Crown Prince’s side had settled down, Lord Can snorted coldly: “His father sent him here to inspect the military supplies and provisions of three regions, yet he’s been playing all the way, completely forgetting his duties! That courtesan parade in the city was also arranged by local officials at his command?”

Wan Lian Shi bowed his head: “I don’t know who smooth-talked the Crown Prince about the songstress Siling’s beauty, so the Crown Prince clamored for local officials to summon Siling. But Siling has long since disappeared, so to please the Crown Prince, those people arranged tonight’s courtesan competition. But with the Crown Prince in this state, he probably won’t be able to get up for several days. I’ll have people drive those flower carts out of the city.”

Lord Can said coldly: “The curfew in Luoyi City these past days was to prevent people from sneaking in during the chaos, and it was nearly ruined by this wine sack and rice bag… Have there been any reports of suspicious people infiltrating the city these past two days?”

Wan Lian Shi quickly reassured him: “Please rest assured, Master. My blood talisman net has covered the entire city. If anyone climbs over walls to enter, no matter how high their cultivation, they will be marked by blood talismans that can’t be washed off! The city gates are guarded by snake-eyed people, making gods and demons invisible. Others are hard to say, but Cui Xiaoxiao and Wei Jie absolutely can’t sneak in! I’ve already identified the village where they’re staying. After tonight, I’ll send people to massacre the village. Then all the famous righteous sects will arrive on schedule, just in time to catch the demon woman red-handed…”

Lord Can nodded and closed his eyes in thought, but unfortunately, noisy sounds came from outside again.

He stood up and walked out of the front hall, looking up at the vast stars in the sky, but hearing the sounds of silk and bamboo coming from the Crown Prince’s courtyard.

Soon, someone came to report that although the Crown Prince was heavily drunk, his habit of needing silk and bamboo music to lull him to sleep hadn’t changed, so that courtyard still needed soft music and clear songs, playing tunes for half the night.

Xiaoxiao, hidden in the darkness, clearly saw Lord Can’s still smooth and lustrous face suddenly show a weary, aged feeling inconsistent with his years.

His features showed an indescribable, powerless melancholy. Looking up at the brilliant starry sky, he only spoke after a long while: “I originally refused to accept fate, but looking at this Great Qi’s heir… how long can the realm last when handed to such a wastrel?”

When he said this, Xiaoxiao was invisible not far from Lord Can, able to see this prince’s eyes full of disappointment in the Great Qi’s Xia family imperial house—that tone of desolation was truly moving.

Such frustrated loss and concern for the world would never come from someone unrelated to the Xia clan.

She had originally guessed this Lord Can was an impostor, but seeing this prince’s barely concealed grief and indignation, he didn’t seem like a fake.

So Xiaoxiao couldn’t help but fall into contemplation: Was this prince Lord Can or not? Had her earlier judgment been wrong?

She also thought of the original timeline where this prince presented the Enlightened Beast, causing great drought throughout the land, with rumors flying everywhere, making the current emperor’s throne unstable.

Previously, she had only thought Lord Can coveted imperial power, but he later chose a supposedly adopted young child from the clan to ascend the throne while not becoming emperor himself, which didn’t seem like someone obsessed with imperial power.

However, Xiaoxiao recalled the background of this imperial power change two hundred years ago—this Crown Prince had indeed aroused Lord Can’s displeasure like this, then through the prince’s machinations, both father and son lost the imperial throne.

If this was truly the case, this Lord Can’s methods were extraordinarily brilliant—a prince far away in his fief could manipulate the entire imperial family in his palm…

Calculating the time, two hundred years later, would be when Great Xia’s fortune was about to end. But when Xiaoxiao traveled back through time, it was still a scene of peace throughout the land…

Just then, Wei Jie suddenly pulled her toward the eastern courtyard.

Reaching a secluded spot, Xiaoxiao asked: “Why did you pull me here?”

Wei Jie said tensely: “This courtyard has a particularly heavy smell of blood…”

Having grown up in Qilao Mountain, following his clan in frequently hunting escaped underworld beasts, he was especially sensitive to the blood scent of underworld fierce beasts.

When entering the prince’s manor earlier, he had sensed something wrong with the smell, but the manor was filled with heavy incense everywhere, masking some of the bloody scent and making it impossible for him to identify the location.

Now, after the banquet, with maids removing incense burners everywhere, he could again capture the unmistakable scent of the underworld fierce beasts.

When the two reached what looked like a study, Wei Jie sniffed and confirmed the smell was coming from underground beneath this study.

If it were a private garden beast park, that would be understandable. After all, Lord Can seemed to have a hobby of collecting rare, fierce beasts.

But having the bloody smell of underworld beasts beneath a study for reading and writing was incomprehensible.

Of course, this smell was masked by earth layers—without Wei Jie’s dog-like nose, ordinary people wouldn’t detect it. It was just unclear what Lord Can was up to.

Wei Jie whispered, “That Book of Life and Death is an underworld object that can’t be contaminated by mortal yang qi. Lord Can doesn’t seem to love keeping pets, yet he spends vast sums purchasing various strange beasts. Perhaps what he needs is these exotic beasts’ blood to nourish the torn page with their blood.”

His reasoning was extremely sound! This meant the torn page was underground beneath the study! But how could they enter the underground secret chamber?

Wei Jie looked at Lord Can approaching from a distance and said, “Following him will naturally lead us there!”

The nonsensical words Wan Lian Shi had spoken earlier made Wei Jie frown deeply.

He didn’t understand why they targeted Cui Xiaoxiao so specifically, expending effort to frame a small sect master who had no major conflicts of interest with them.

After all, this so-called Lingshan Talismonger Sect only had Cui Xiaoxiao making convincing claims—apart from her, no one else had heard of this title.

This wild chicken sect that spent all day eating and drinking while occasionally cultivating a little—who could it possibly obstruct?

Yet Lord Can took her so seriously, rather like using a dragon-slaying blade to kill a chicken. That treacherous prince’s mind was quite deep—there must be a reason for doing this!

Wei Jie knew his master seemed to have many secrets, but her mouth was like a clamshell—when she didn’t want to talk, nothing could pry it open.

Wei Jie felt that the torn page might solve Lord Can’s mysteries while also solving his master’s. He wanted to obtain that torn page as quickly as possible.

Lord Can walked unhurriedly. When no one was around, his gait suddenly became much slower and more aged. Xiaoxiao watched him walking with his hands behind his back—if you didn’t look at his face, you’d think this was a decrepit old man.

Walking like this for a while, Lord Can suddenly stopped before a high-hanging lamp in the study.

This lamp differed from the manor’s other new palace lamps, showing the dim yellow color of great age. Looking carefully, one would find the lamp densely covered with red silk patterns.

Lord Can reached out to adjust the lamp’s height, then casually glanced behind him. After confirming no one was there, he entered the study alone, opened a secret passage, and walked in.

As Xiaoxiao passed that lamp, she couldn’t help but look up, discovering with amazement that the lamp’s patterns were dense blood vessels, with blood seemingly flowing rapidly inside…

This lamp was alive?

She had no time for a closer look as Wei Jie pulled her to follow, but found it pitch black inside. Even with Xiaoxiao’s extraordinary eyesight, she needed to adapt before gradually seeing her surroundings.

However, Lord Can had disappeared. The two held hands, groping in the darkness for a while before hearing Lord Can’s footsteps again.

Fortunately, after walking a few steps, night-luminous pearls were embedded in the secret passage walls, casting soft light under torch reflection.

Lord Can walked alone in the secret passage, not very quickly. The passage was also intricate and complex. Without following Lord Can, they would get lost in this maze-like passage.

The two feared discovery by Lord Can, so they kept a distance from him.

Xiaoxiao looked up at the figure ahead, though still the same build and clothing, there seemed to be subtle differences…

When reaching a narrow corridor section, Lord Can suddenly quickened his pace, almost breaking into a run.

Wei Jie’s eyes narrowed, knowing the treacherous prince must have detected something. He moved swiftly and decisively, rushing ahead to grip the man’s neck from behind: “Be honest and don’t move!”

Wei Jie’s movements were quick and clean. With Lord Can’s throat gripped, even if he wanted to cry out in terror, he couldn’t.

But the moment Wei Jie’s hand touched this person’s neck, his heart sank.

Because this neck’s texture… was wrong! That rough feeling was the disguise material commonly used in the martial world to conceal true appearance!

He immediately spun Lord Can around and pulled with his hand, indeed tearing off a layer of false face skin!

By the secret passage’s night-luminous pearl light, Xiaoxiao saw that the terrified person wasn’t Lord Can at all—just someone with a similar build! No wonder she had felt this person’s gait seemed to change earlier…

Terrible—they’d been tricked.

Xiaoxiao immediately called out: “Retreat quickly!”

But it was too late. Just as Xiaoxiao moved, meteoric iron grates suddenly dropped before and behind them, trapping all three together.

These meteoric iron grates had been forged with iron dragon bone powder, making them indestructible. Even with the Heavenly Punishment Sword, without deep true qi, they couldn’t be split.

Just then, the fake prince suddenly showed an agonized expression, desperately clutching his stomach and crying out in despair: “No!”

Xiaoxiao cried out in alarm and immediately formed a talisman to create a water shield, covering herself and Wei Jie.

The next moment, that person’s stomach suddenly swelled, then exploded with a thunderous sound! The splattered poisonous blood sizzled and burned even the stone walls.

If they had been splashed by this exploding person just now, the consequences would have been unthinkable!

But with Xiaoxiao creating this water shield, her spiritual power was no longer concentrated, naturally revealing her form.

Just then, clear laughter echoed through the secret passage: “This prince was wondering who was so bold as to break into this prince’s private residence. Miss Cui, you truly are skilled and daring!”

With the laughter, Lord Can appeared in the secret passage, his bright eyes staring at the pair of Talismonger Sect master and disciple.

Though Wei Jie was trapped, he wasn’t panicked, just smiled at the prince: “Lord Can’s hospitality is still so thorough! I just wonder when Lord Can discovered us two?”

Lord Can smiled slightly, pointing to a dim lamp carried by a servant beside him: “Beize snake eyes come in pairs! One is at the city gate, while the other is on this lamp. Though your two’s invisibility technique is excellent and ordinary lamplight can’t reveal shadows, when you two passed the study doorway earlier, you were detected by this snake-eye lamp…”

Xiaoxiao understood—no wonder Lord Can had paused by the lamp earlier. He had used this lamp with blood vessel eyeballs to discover them!

It seemed Lord Can had just discovered suspicious people wanting to infiltrate the study, so he went with the flow, arranging people in the secret passage and using a body double with poison insects in his belly to lure them here.

Thinking of this, Xiaoxiao simply asked: “Having caught us, how does Lord Can intend to deal with us?”

Lord Can looked at this handsome man and beautiful woman before him, saying with some regret, “If it were another time, this prince would spare no expense to recruit such talents. Unfortunately, we are fated to be enemies… Cui Xiaoxiao, you’ve already become demonic and are notorious. Now, all the sects want to capture you. This prince doesn’t wish to interfere in righteous cultivation matters and can only hand you over to those righteous practitioners…”

Only by having Xiaoxiao suffer slander and humiliation from everyone could her greatest demonic nature be triggered. Since she had taken Wei Jie’s fate, she naturally had to endure his tribulations.

Xiaoxiao smiled: “What those dirty accusations are about, Your Lordship should know best—why this pretense? And if the righteous practitioners of the world knew you held an incredible torn page and the deeds you’ve committed, do you think they would tolerate you?”

Lord Can seemed to have developed an interest in chatting with these two tonight. He sat in a chair brought by servants, saying comfortably, “You know about this, too? It seems the Wei family, having no other options, revealed everything to you! But if you don’t care about the Wei family members’ lives, feel free to speak out.”

Lord Can had truly grasped the crucial point, confidently manipulating people. He was certain Wei Jie and Cui Xiaoxiao wouldn’t tell the righteous sects about the Book of Life and Death.

As for Xiaoxiao’s demonization, this was already a foregone conclusion—what harm was there in adding a few more false charges?

Wei Jie walked to the barrier edge, asking in confusion: “You’ve schemed so elaborately to frame Xiaoxiao—what exactly are your intentions? What benefit is there to you if she becomes demonic?”

Lord Can glanced carelessly at Wei Jie. Now this boy’s demonic fortune had transferred to Xiaoxiao.

So to Lord Can, he was already a useless discarded piece. However, seeing that he hadn’t let go of Cui Xiaoxiao’s small hand since earlier, and remembering Wan Lian Shi’s mention of their public embrace and kiss in the forest, they were lovers caught in passion’s net!

These young men and women, being master and disciple, were indeed unreliable! Spending so much time together, how could they not develop feelings over time?

Thinking of this, Lord Can’s eyes suddenly brightened—according to reason, while Xiaoxiao experienced slander and hardship, she should also experience the pain of losing her mother, becoming cold-hearted through losing beloved relatives.

Unfortunately, he had Qin He ask Qin Lingxiao indirectly, and Cui Xiaoxiao seemed to have no relatives, being just an orphan.

How to make a woman of unknown origins experience the grief of losing relatives had become a major problem.

But now, if this Cui Xiaoxiao had secretly developed feelings for Wei Jie, inseparable from him, wouldn’t that be equivalent to a relative?

As long as Cui Xiaoxiao and Wei Jie deeply loved each other, then killing Wei Jie before her eyes would complete the fourth tribulation perfectly!

Thinking this, he smiled meaningfully and probed: “Seeing you two have a close relationship, have you already become a pair of immortal cultivation dao companions? How wonderful and congratulatory!”

Xiaoxiao looked down at her hand, tightly gripping Wei Jie’s, and quickly let go, laughing: “How is that possible? We’re just master and disciple—don’t talk nonsense!”

Wei Jie also remained coolly aloof, letting Xiaoxiao release his hand without denial, looking truly like an ordinary master and disciple.

Lord Can realized: “So you two still have a layer of window paper between you that hasn’t been broken! What to do about this?”

Just then, Wan Lian Shi, standing beside Lord Can, suddenly whispered something in his ear.

Lord Can’s eyes moved slightly, seeming somewhat disdainful, then stood up and said gently to Wan Lian Shi: “These two immortal masters have graced the prince’s manor—we must make them feel at home. The rest… proceed as you suggested…”

After saying this, Lord Can strode away and disappeared at one end of the secret passage.

Wan Lian Shi smiled evilly at this pair behind the meteoric iron bars, grinning without warmth: “The prince worries that Master Cui is lonely and desolate without relatives to depend on. Rather than choose another day, why not today? Though this prince’s manor is crude, we can still prepare a bridal chamber for you two. Under my witness, you two should marry as soon as possible!”

Finishing this, he laughed and waved his hand. Suddenly, countless bamboo tubes emerged from the secret passage walls, then streams of light pink dense smoke poured from those tubes into the entire passage, while Wan Lian Shi left the passage laughing loudly with his servants.

Among the unusual practitioners Lord Can recruited were many who raised poisonous insects and evil parasites. Wan Lian Shi had seen much and knew the best poison parasites required more effort to nurture, patiently waiting for them to grow bit by bit.

Now the master wanted to raise a demon—one who experienced all manner of human suffering, with a heart soaked in resentment and fury, a generation of demon lords!

Cui Xiaoxiao’s human trials had only just begun. He would make this little girl experience every one of these myriad sufferings!

Thinking this, Wan Lian Shi laughed even louder, quickly leaving the smoke-filled secret chamber.

As for the two people still trapped in the cage within the secret chamber, Wei Jie was experienced and immediately detected that something was wrong when the pink smoke dispersed!

This smoke… was made from ground powder of Southern Marsh lustrous insects, then ignited with musk as a catalyst.

These lust insects, as the name suggests, were insects that could go into heat daily. Using such insects to prepare medicine and powder naturally followed the lowest path. Whether male or female, old or young, as long as they weren’t completely dead, they would be aroused by this smoke beyond self-control. Even without inhaling it, contact with the insect powder would be effective.

Though Wei Jie held his breath in time, his skin was contaminated with considerable insect powder.

Though Xiaoxiao alertly raised her water shield again, she still inhaled some.

Though only a little, this bit of insect powder quickly made her feel weak in her limbs and restless in heart. The just-formed water shield immediately dissolved in the pink smoke, completely defeated.
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Xiaoxiao reluctantly fumbled in her pocket for azure grass that could block poisonous gases, rolling it into pills and stuffing them into her nostrils.

But this bewitching smoke’s effect was even more domineering than their Talismonger Sect’s enchantment talismans!

Soon, Xiaoxiao felt unbearably hot and restless, her hands trembling as she wanted to loosen her clothes to cool down.

Compared to ordinary people, her willpower should be somewhat stronger, after all, she was someone with a Demon Pearl inside her body, needing to constantly struggle against demonic nature.

So she closed her eyes and regulated her breathing for a while, feeling like she might be able to handle it, then slowly opened her eyes and looked in Wei Jie’s direction.

Watching Wei Jie grip the railings tightly with both hands, eyes closed with furrowed brows, he seemed to be in the same state as her – the drug had taken effect and he was struggling to restrain himself…

In this cage of mere square feet, she was very close to him, close enough that she could smell the unique scent mixed with wine fragrance emanating from his body.

In this cramped space, this familiar scent seemed to transform into something even more deadly than insect powder and musk.

But this scent wasn’t detected through her nose – just one look at his broad back and strong arms gripping the prison bars tightly brought back all the intimate memories related to him…

Even with grass balls stuffed in her nostrils, it was useless. In just an instant, it was like pouring oil on a thousand-year-old thatched hut, igniting a raging fire across the sky.

Xiaoxiao’s body trembled violently, and she had the impulse to pounce on this man and knock him to the ground.

As for what to do after knocking him down, Xiaoxiao wasn’t entirely clear, but this man with his furrowed brows and slightly closed long lashes was simply too tempting…

At this moment, her heart was restless, and she couldn’t help feeling anxious – she was unwilling to be locked in this cage with Wei Jie like livestock waiting to be bred, at the mercy of others!

Thinking of this, she covered her mouth and nose, reaching out to pat Wei Jie’s back, wanting to ask if he had any way to resist the bewitching insect powder mist.

But the moment her hand touched him, she realized how scorching hot Wei Jie’s body was. The tiger stripe body paint on him hadn’t been washed off yet, and his tensed muscles bulged hard as iron. Combined with his tight grip on the bars, his entire body was taut and straining, looking like a caged beast.

When Xiaoxiao’s hand lightly patted his back, it was as if she had suddenly awakened an ancient, fierce beast that had been feigning sleep with closed eyes!

Wei Jie slowly turned his head, his purple eyes hidden beneath flowing hair flashing with intense, unresolvable desire as he looked at the girl behind him, whose eyes shimmered like water and whose cheeks were flushed red…

Xiaoxiao was suddenly pounced upon and knocked to the ground by the man, who let out a fierce roar. The next moment, her tightly closed lips were once again sealed harshly by the man, and both her hands were pressed above her head.

Even when Xiaoxiao fought against the possessing Demon Pearl, it had never been as difficult to endure as this moment.

The burning heat on her lips quickly spread, and the fierce fire in her heart also scorched what little rationality remained. Entangled by the pink demonic mist, Xiaoxiao could hardly resist the fierce assault of the man above her.

Her arms also tightly embraced the man’s neck, but the trace of clarity remaining in her heart was loudly crying out, “No!”

But when this thunderous cry struggled to reach her lips, it transformed into a cat-like trembling wail – “Don’t…”

Xiaoxiao was also infuriated by her powerlessness, and tears couldn’t help but flow from her tightly closed eyes.

That trace of tear moisture also touched Wei Jie’s face, which helped him barely regain a trace of reason and hazily remember that she didn’t like him…

The tears with their slight coolness finally made Wei Jie, who had almost lost all reason, pause.

He struggled to think: if he indulged his desires now, afterward Xiaoxiao would probably hate him to the bone…

Besides, even if he wanted to sleep with her, why would he need this wretched, evil drug’s assistance?

He secretly bit his tongue hard, using the pain to struggle against the surging desire, then suddenly roared furiously again while grabbing the Heaven’s Punishment Sword that was pressed beneath Xiaoxiao, slashing the blade hard across his hand.

Wherever the Heaven’s Punishment Sword passed, it burned like fire. This unbearable stabbing pain helped Wei Jie regain most of his rationality.

And at this moment, he gripped the Heaven’s Punishment Sword with his bleeding palm, channeling the power of his Inner Core and pouring all his true qi into the rust-covered blade.

Wei Jie was a natural cultivation prodigy; such an exceptional bone structure was rare in a thousand years. Combined with the enhancement of Foxhill’s spiritual spring, he had formed his Inner Core early. Even without following his previous trajectory of becoming demonic, his life’s opportunities were enough to make countless cultivators green with envy!

It’s just that he was naturally carefree by nature, usually only using thirty percent of his effort to improve his cultivation, spending the rest of his time teasing his master.

So even though he had formed his core early, he hadn’t worked day and night to reach higher levels like other cultivators.

But at this moment, he and Xiaoxiao were trapped in this bewitching smoke tunnel, driven somewhat mad by the enchanting mist.

At such a passionate age, with the beautiful woman who already made his heart flutter right beside him, how could he endure?

If he couldn’t break out, he would do something to harm Xiaoxiao.

This moment was truly more torturous to one’s character than even becoming demonic! However, such a desperate situation where one was caught between advance and retreat spurred one to progress.

All of Wei Jie’s potential was activated at this moment, mixed with uncontrollable desire and the burning pain from his palm wound.

Combined with the Heaven’s Punishment Sword that was destined to belong to him, the Inner Core’s power concentrated at the sword tip, making the entire iron blade seem plated with gold!

He swung the sword forcefully in a slash. Where the sword light reached, cracking sounds rang out, and the bars forged from meteoric iron immediately shattered!

When fresh air surged in from the split tunnel opening, the pink thick smoke was immediately diluted considerably.

Xiaoxiao felt the limp weakness throughout her body recede significantly, finally having the strength to climb up on her own.

But just now, when Wei Jie swung his sword, his posture was like an ancient deity. With his long hair flying, sword-like brows, and purple eyes paired with his cold expression, it truly made one’s heart flutter again.

Xiaoxiao had started cultivating too late. Although she had repeatedly encountered fortuitous opportunities, she ultimately couldn’t compare to those who had cultivated from a young age.

At this moment, she displayed the weakness of her shallow foundation, completely lacking any determination under the stimulation of this insect powder!

She had just stood up when, seeing Wei Jie’s alluring movements and broad back, she couldn’t help but press herself against her handsome disciple’s body again, rubbing her face against his back.

Such a cat-like obedient master – if it were any other time, no man could resist, but now with crisis upon crisis, it naturally wasn’t suitable for petting the master!

Wei Jie took a deep breath toward the sky amidst the chaos, lowered his head to quickly plant a kiss on Xiaoxiao’s cherry lips, then said in a low voice: “Don’t worry, I’ll give it to you when we get out…” Then he pulled her and rushed out.

Xiaoxiao, blown by the oncoming cool breeze, became much more clear-headed, though still somewhat dazed – Wei Jie said he’d give me something when we get out… what was he going to give me?

When the two of them rushed out of the secret passage, Wan Lian Shi had already brought his disciples to surround the study.

Seeing the two supporting each other as they walked out of the study, Wan Lian Shi looked at Cui Xiaoxiao’s somewhat disheveled appearance and said with ill intent: “What? You’ve already done it? So fast? Could it be this boy is a virgin and somewhat inadequate?”

Wei Jie, having his masculine prowess questioned, merely smiled coldly, then placed his sword across his arm, his fingertips caressing the demon-subduing precious blade, silently gathering power…

Xiaoxiao, who had already sobered up, remembered how she had actively thrown herself into Wei Jie’s arms earlier and felt extremely embarrassed and angry.

Now, hearing the crude words from the instigator, she suddenly curved her lips, reached out to draw a silver talisman, transforming it into water arrows that shot toward Wan Lian Shi.

Wan Lian Shi had fought with Xiaoxiao before and knew her capabilities.

As long as this girl didn’t go red-eyed and become demonic, based on her original cultivation level and those few talismans, she wasn’t even worthy of carrying his shoes!

Too many people in the world wanted to follow the Ghost Sect’s talisman path! But hardly any could succeed.

The fundamental reason was that those who wanted to follow the talisman path weren’t vicious and cruel enough in their hearts. Without being able to refine the most evil talisman materials in the mortal world, how could they condense powerful spiritual force?

Those naturally untalented fools often mistakenly thought the talisman path was a shortcut to compensate for their deficiencies – how ridiculous!

Before becoming immortal, one must first become a ghost. Every step of the Ghost Sect must be soaked in blood – how many mortals could persist to the end?

Seeing Xiaoxiao once again using her old tricks, playing with her amateur talisman arts, Wan Lian Shi sneered and didn’t even bother to dodge, just pinched a human skin talisman and also transformed it into a water shield to block.

When talismans clash, they compete in the strength of spiritual power.

As long as Xiaoxiao’s controlled water arrows collided with his water shield, just like last time, the Ghost Sect’s power would completely suppress this girl who didn’t know her place.

Even if she lost her primordial spirit again and was possessed by demons, he wasn’t afraid.

The master had given instructions earlier – if these two showed any abnormalities, find a way to lure them toward the prince’s courtyard. That prince talked too much, and the master always worried he could see through their disguise.

But if they could kill two birds with one stone and use these two to eliminate the prince, that would be perfect!

If the heir to the throne were injured, it wouldn’t be as simple as killing a few villagers! People throughout the realm would curse her as a demoness! There would be no place in the world for her!

If she didn’t become demonic, who would?

Thinking of this, Wan Lian Shi’s smile deepened… But when Xiaoxiao’s water arrows came howling like a dragon’s roar and touched his water shield, the smile on his face became hard to maintain.

When masters fight, victory or defeat can be decided in an instant.

This time, Cui Xiaoxiao still used talisman water power, and it had only been a few days since the last time, but Wan Lian Shi felt an overwhelming, continuous spiritual force pressing down on him like a mountain.

In just a few short days, how had this girl’s power suddenly improved so much?

Moreover, those water arrows seemed to carry some kind of cold, sharp aura that made Wan Lian Shi very uncomfortable.

At this moment, he looked closely at the talisman Xiaoxiao had thrown out… This talisman was made of silver! But what kind of silver was this that could condense greater spiritual power than his human skin talisman?

He had no time to think further as the spiritual forces attached to both talismans collided again.

Wan Lian Shi could feel that the spiritual power woven into a net by those water arrows had suppressed his spiritual power, pressing down like a giant palm crushing everything…

This time, it was Cui Xiaoxiao who was superior.

When Wan Lian Shi felt his vision go white, it was when his spiritual power was crushed by Cui Xiaoxiao.

Taking advantage of Wan Lian Shi’s failing spiritual power, several water arrows broke through the water shield and pierced his shoulder blade, causing him to cry out in pain and fall backward.

But before he could catch his breath, Wei Jie came with the Heaven’s Punishment Sword, slashing down with another sword strike.

He was naturally prone to becoming demonic, preferring extreme actions. Just now in the tunnel, he had to struggle to control his surging desires.

Such restraint and suppression – how similar it was to becoming demonic!

When he held the Heaven’s Punishment Sword that should have been his originally, man and sword became one. The demon-subduing sword, glowing with golden light, after gathering power, slashed horizontally with such force that it cut off half of Wan Lian Shi’s arm in one strike!

This made the Ghost King Sect master scream in agony.

But most terrifying was that he hadn’t withdrawn his technique yet. The controlled human skin talisman seemed like a little ghost that had broken free from its puppeteer’s control, actually floating up on its own and drifting toward Wan Lian Shi.

Though Ghost Sect talismans were domineering, their backlash was equally terrifying!

The human skin talisman that had been crushed lifeless by Cui Xiaoxiao’s spiritual power attached itself to Wan Lian Shi’s severed arm, wound like a blood-sucking bat, beginning to greedily drink its master’s blood and qi!

This backlash made Wan Lian Shi’s face visibly age, appearing decades older in just an instant.

Watching him roll on the ground in pain, frantically trying to tear off the blood-sucking human skin talisman, Xiaoxiao sneered: “Our Talismonger Sect was never on the same path as your Ghost Sect! Compete with the Talismonger Sect? You’re not worthy!”

Master Tang Youshu had never relied on talismans’ resentful energy to condense spiritual power since founding the sect.

You must know that Master was originally inspired by the Ghost Sect to found his sect – how could he not know about this shortcut?

But he would rather abandon shortcuts, using only the most common yellow grass paper, having his disciples cultivate the purest spiritual power.

No matter how weak the power, the Master never wavered. By Master’s later years, using only these simplest talismans, he could skillfully manipulate the five elements. The hardships involved could hardly be imagined by anyone who wasn’t a Talismonger Sect disciple!

The secret manuals Master left behind looked like foot-binding cloth, smelly and long. But actually, the greatest wealth he gave his disciples was the strong determination to face temptation.

Xiaoxiao had also gradually comprehended the techniques Master left for Talismonger Sect disciples through exploration and practice in the sect!

Compared to those evil talisman materials, the righteous qi that firmly believed evil could never triumph over good was the key to maximizing talismans’ potential.

Unfortunately, before Xiaoxiao and Wei Jie could enjoy the pleasure of defeating a Ghost Sect grandmaster, a crisis followed immediately!

At this moment, Wei Jie and Cui Xiaoxiao, revealed in their true forms, were exposed under the moonlight.

On a high pavilion in the royal manor, a statue was coldly “watching” them!

The recent battle had filled both of them with uncontrollable killing intent, naturally activating the Xiezhi divine statue on the royal manor’s high pavilion.

The statue’s eyes, refracted by moonlight, suddenly shot out brilliant light, fiercely targeting the royal manor’s unwelcome guests.

Wherever the statue’s gaze reached, the stone roads were immediately blasted to pieces.

This Xiezhi was bestowed by the supreme god to the descendants of the Xia clan, possessing divine power that mortal bodies could not withstand.

Wei Jie protected Xiaoxiao while dodging, but was still grazed by its divine light. His arm was branded as if by red-hot iron, even giving off a burnt smell!

If they were directly hit, medicine would be useless. They could only quickly dodge and seek opportunities to rush out of Lord Can’s manor.

The manor’s guards seemed to intentionally or unintentionally herd them toward the courtyard where the prince was staying.

Finally, the cornered master and disciple pair jumped into the prince’s courtyard and disappeared without a trace.

Amidst all the fighting and killing sounds, the prince’s eunuch angrily came out, glaring: “His Imperial Highness is resting, why are you all making such a racket?”

Wan Lian Shi, supported by his disciples, heard several guards who had run inside say those two people had vanished without a trace, and gnashed his teeth: “Assassins and evil beings have entered Lord Can’s manor. Please, eunuch, go inform the prince and let us search inside!”

The eunuch, seeing him missing an arm, covered in blood, and having suddenly aged considerably, was startled and hurried back inside.

When he came out again, the eunuch still didn’t dare approach Wan Lian Shi, saying urgently: “The prince has a precious body, how can he be involved in danger here? The prince said Lord Can’s manor is both noisy and boring, and he wants to return to the capital immediately!”

Wan Lian Shi had also lost too much blood and couldn’t hold on anymore. Unable to stop the prince, he rolled his eyes and fainted.

In the chaos, the prince gave an order indicating he wanted to leave the manor quickly.

His subordinates acted with lightning efficiency, preparing to leave immediately.

The prince was too drunk to walk on his own. Soon, a soft sedan carried the prince, plus a crowd of attendants carrying boxes, forming a noisy procession heading toward the manor gates.

Just then, Qinhe, who had just been treated for his wounds by Lord Can, brought people again. He had the snake-eyed man guard the entrance and block the sedan.

The snake-eyed man looked with his embedded snake eyes and immediately detected clusters of human heat signatures in the prince’s sedan, quietly reporting to Lord Can: “There’s more than one person in the sedan!”

Qinhe sneered, thinking: These two are truly bold – could they be holding the prince hostage to get out of the manor?

Thinking this, he raised his sword and lifted the curtain…

But the next moment, the sedan erupted in trembling, flower-like screams.

It turned out this prince knew how to enjoy himself – even in a soft sedan, he wanted warm fragrance and soft jade. A woman’s disheveled head emerged from his raised bedding – it was one of the prince’s beloved concubines.

From the looks of it, there were several beauties under the bedding, with a pair of smooth little feet half-exposed, nervously fluttering about.

The prince, disheveled and tousled, spoke incoherently in anger: “I’m in the middle of… of selecting courtesans! Who dares to disturb? You old fool, do you also want to crawl into my bed? Don’t you have a mirror to look at yourself? Get lost quickly – do you want me to perform for you?”

At this time, the prince’s attendants also stepped forward, plus with the manor’s chaos, many soldiers who had accompanied the prince had gathered at the entrance.

Even if the prince wanted to take advantage of the chaos to kill this useless prince, it wasn’t the right time.

Looking at the heads bobbing around in the prince’s bedding and the prince’s rolling white eyes showing his infatuated, intoxicated expression, one knew what sort of indecent activities were happening under those covers!

Qinhe, accustomed to being an upright gentleman, felt somewhat uncomfortable with such filthy behavior. He appropriately lowered his head and could only disdainfully drop the curtain, ordering people to carefully search under the soft sedan and verify whether any of the entourage had been infiltrated by the master-disciple pair.

After finding no oversights, Qinhe went to ask Lord Can for instructions.

Now the manor was in complete chaos, with many soldiers gathering at the entrance after hearing the news. Lord Can thought it over – it wasn’t appropriate to offend this useless prince now, so he finally allowed passage, letting the prince and his entourage leave.

The prince seemed to be having a great time and didn’t get out of the sedan, dismissing the other soldiers and only bringing his attendants as he was carried out of the city.

Once they reached the countryside, the soft sedan stopped in a forest.

The prince, who had been wearing a face of infatuated intoxication, suddenly gradually became clear-headed, patting the face of the woman he was holding and saying: “You may get out first.”

After the woman left the sedan, the prince suddenly lifted the bedding, revealing two people inside – none other than Wei Jie and Cui Xiaoxiao, whom the people in the manor had been hunting!

It turned out that just earlier, when they had mistakenly entered the prince’s inner chamber, they had come face to face with this prince. Xiaoxiao had apologetically clasped her hands toward the drunkard amid chaos, saying softly: “Um… Your Highness, we’ve disturbed you. Please continue sleeping, we’ll leave immediately.”

She had originally just said this casually, not expecting this drugged, drunkard to respond at all.

But unexpectedly, the prince who should have been dead drunk smiled and, after simply asking them a few questions, immediately began covering for them, helping the two escape Lord Can’s manor safely!

During the earlier dodging, Wei Jie had been injured by Xiezhi’s divine light while protecting Xiaoxiao. The skin injured by the Xiezhi still burned with pain, but Wei Jie couldn’t spare attention for his wounds, only staring fixedly at the prince who had been dead drunk just moments before.

At this moment, the prince in the carriage had clear eyes, showing no signs of being hungover. He simply smiled and straightened his clothes, asking elegantly: “May I ask how you two should be addressed?”

Xiaoxiao replied with some admiration: “Not knowing who we were, Your Highness still came to our rescue. Weren’t you afraid of saving two vicious criminals and harming yourself instead?”

The prince smiled slightly: “That you two could turn Lord Can’s manor upside down shows you have talent. In times of crisis, you never thought of taking me hostage, which shows you have virtue. How could I not save such people of both talent and virtue?”

Hearing this, Xiaoxiao couldn’t help laughing. Truly worthy of someone from the Golden Palace – such flattering words spoken like flowing water, ringing melodiously!

Earlier at Lord Can’s manor, Xiaoxiao had seen this prince only engaging in eating, drinking, and merrymaking, completely the behavior of a dandy.

But when he had covered for them during their escape from the manor, this prince had displayed such composure and cunning that one had to view him with new respect!

How could such a prince possibly be a good-for-nothing?

Though the prince was of noble birth, he had quite the potential for instant familiarity with people.

As they spoke, the prince had already ordered food boxes to be brought over, smiling at the master-disciple pair: “I found the food at that manor somewhat inedible – most of it went into spittoons and sleeves. Now I’m hungry. If you two don’t mind, why not share a cup of wine with me and eat a few bites to fill our stomachs?”

It seemed this prince truly wasn’t foolish – he also knew Lord Can’s food wasn’t good to swallow, actually secretly spitting out the food and wine that entered his mouth. He was truly clever.

After the prince finished speaking and saw that Xiaoxiao and Wei Jie didn’t move, he just smiled and picked up jade chopsticks to begin eating himself.
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Xiaoxiao felt that the prince had acted righteously in helping them, and if they treated their lifesaver so coldly and rejected his goodwill, it would be completely lacking in honor among heroes.

As the saying goes, when there’s wine in life, one must drink to one’s heart’s content. Moreover, she felt that drinking a cup with the prince would surely let her hear some interesting stories.

Thinking of this, she turned to Wei Jie and said: “Since the prince has graciously invited us, we might as well drink a cup before we leave.”

Wei Jie smiled, picked up the wine pot the prince had just set down, sniffed it, and said: “Yongcheng’s West Phoenix Wine? This smells like thirty-year-old aged wine!”

The prince laughed heartily: “Sir has such discerning taste! This wine has been buried underground for thirty years and has finally found someone who appreciates it, not disappointing its long, mellow fragrance.”

Sometimes the friendship between men warms up faster than the passionate fire between men and women.

After Wei Jie casually lifted his robes and sat across from the prince, and they had toasted each other several cups, the two became like old friends of many years, pouring wine for each other without any politeness or unfamiliarity.

Prince Xia Chenghong hadn’t drunk with someone so freely, without regard for rank, in a long time. He also laughed openly and heartily clinked cups with Wei Jie, then invited the two to eat and continue drinking.

The three of them had met by chance, and their statuses were vastly different. By all logic, sitting together drinking should have been extremely awkward.

But all three had somewhat unconventional personalities, so these unrelated three people sat together comfortably, toasting and drinking as if they were family.

The prince repeatedly filled Wei Jie’s cup, and Wei Jie drank it all without ceremony.

The prince looked at this pair of young people. Although the woman wore heavy makeup, he could see her natural beauty underneath. As for the man, his beast tattoos added wild charm.

If they were assassins, not wearing face coverings but dressing up like this to enter the manor for assassination would certainly be unique.

The prince smiled and asked with a laugh: “May I ask how my imperial uncle offended you two that you would go to assassinate him?”

Xiaoxiao picked up a piece of sweet and sour fish, squinting as she tasted it while saying: “It wasn’t assassination. We just went to retrieve something he stole. We master and disciple truly aren’t great villains! But you, Your Highness – you don’t look like someone who would be on guard against others, yet you didn’t drink his drugged wine?”

Seeing the prince raise his eyebrows, Xiaoxiao told him about what she had discovered when spying on the kitchen – the “Seven Day Drunk” situation.

The prince smiled bitterly and didn’t answer this question, instead saying: “May I ask if you two are Cui Xiaoxiao of Lingshan Talismonger Sect and Wei Jie of the Wei family from Qilao Mountain?”

Xiaoxiao knew their faces had been posted everywhere, but even disguised as they were, the prince could still recognize them – quite impressive!

She just didn’t know if, once they admitted it, this prince would be so frightened he’d overturn the wine table.

So Xiaoxiao nodded and readily admitted it.

Hearing this, the prince smiled again, but asked probingly: “Then… were those villagers in those villages killed by you two?”

Xiaoxiao lost her appetite. She put down her chopsticks and said honestly, “If we did it, we’d probably be too busy running to come to Luoyi City and walk into a trap. If I said all these bloody cases were committed by people your imperial uncle sent, to frame us, would Your Highness believe it?”

Prince Xia Chenghong looked at Wei Jie and said quite confidently: “I believe in the Wei family’s character, and I believe that the grandson so highly praised by the Wei family’s grandmother would never commit such bloody crimes!”

Wei Jie raised his eyebrows, not expecting the prince to suddenly mention his grandmother.

The prince smiled slightly and said with some emotion, “Your grandmother was stunningly beautiful in her youth and once knew my father, the emperor. The private friendship between the Wei and Xia families hasn’t been broken in a hundred years. Your situation – your grandmother mentioned it in letters to my father. When I came this time, I also received my father’s instructions that if I encountered any difficult matters, I could seek help from the Wei family…”

After speaking, the prince took out a waist token bearing the Wei family’s demon-subduing mark from his chest and compared it to Wei Jie’s waist.

Wei Jie’s waist was wrapped with a whip, and the handle of that whip also bore the Wei family’s demon-subduing mark.

Only now did Xiaoxiao understand. The prince hadn’t seen through their true appearance, but had recognized them through Wei Jie’s whip marking.

So the Wei family grandmother had such a relationship with the current emperor. According to the prince, the Wei family grandmother had once saved the current emperor’s life during her youthful travels, and thus the long-severed friendship between the Xia and Wei families was renewed.

Today, when Xiaoxiao and Wei Jie burst into the prince’s bedroom, the prince saw the Wei family mark and deduced their identities, which was why he devised a plan to save them from the royal manor.

As for why the prince was guarded against Lord Can, it was also related to the Wei family matriarch.

Prince Xia Chenghong sighed: “Before I came here, I heard from your grandmother that Lord Can’s manor raised venomous insects. But in my memory, my little imperial uncle wasn’t such a deeply scheming person. After going to Luoyi City this time, not only were the questions in my heart not resolved, they became even stronger… You ask why I would be wary of my imperial uncle? Because… he’s not Lord Can at all!”

Xiaoxiao and Wei Jie had already guessed this point. It seemed that when this prince entered the manor, his seemingly casual reminiscing about childhood had deep meaning in every sentence, making the fake Lord Can somewhat unable to cope.

Hearing this, Xiaoxiao couldn’t help asking: “If he’s not your imperial uncle, then who is he? How dare he be so audacious as to impersonate the imperial family?”

Prince Xia Chenghong still smiled bitterly and said slowly: “While appearance can change with age, some physical details cannot be altered. Lord Can and I were extremely close as children. Although there was a generational gap, we were like real brothers. I remember being mischievous and taking him to climb trees to catch cicadas. He was injured by a tree branch behind his ear, bleeding profusely. I was afraid of the grandfather emperor’s punishment, so I had a eunuch secretly stop the bleeding. Later, he had a raised scar behind his ear. But when I saw Lord Can this time, his ear was completely smooth with no trace of scarring. Instead, there’s a red mole behind one earlobe… I’ve only seen such a mole on one person in my life…”

Xiaoxiao was listening intently when she saw the prince suddenly pause, so she asked: “Who?”

The prince seemed to fall into deep thought, sometimes shaking his head thoughtfully, sometimes frowning in confusion.

Finally, he seemed to give up sorting through the doubts in his heart, only dipping his hand in wine and taking a jade axe used for playing, slowly writing the characters “ear” and “city” on the axe head, then wiping away the water traces.

Xiaoxiao frowned, unable to figure out what riddle the prince was posing.

But Wei Jie’s brow moved slightly, as if he suddenly understood the prince’s meaning.

“This… is it true? That person is no longer…”

The prince, knowing Wei Jie understood, couldn’t help but smile bitterly and say softly: “I also suspect I’m thinking wrongly, but that mole is too distinctive, like a reclining Buddha – not commonly seen. You two are cultivators and surely know many supernatural powers. I wonder if there might be some way to return from the dead?”

Xiaoxiao and Wei Jie exchanged glances without speaking.

In these past few days, they seemed to have seen quite a few people brought back from the dead. That Wei Di and Wan Lian Shi seemed to be people who should have died. Yet they could change their appearance and still live in the mortal world. From the conversation between Wan Lian Shi and Qinhe, it seemed that Lord Can had the ability to borrow life from others!

So Xiaoxiao thought and said, “Your Highness’s suspicions make sense. If a person can borrow life from elsewhere, then he would be the King of Hell on earth, more noble than… the emperor, and the connections and power in his hands would be more reliable than the emperor’s!”

Hearing Xiaoxiao’s highly disrespectful words, the prince wasn’t angry but only smiled bitterly: “Actually, my father emperor, has been sidelined for a long time. Whether it’s him or me, we cannot act as we wish when governing. That group of old ministers left by the late emperor firmly controls the court, and the father emperor is just a puppet on the throne, unable to control his fate! It’s just that this doubt in my heart is too shocking. Without proof, if I rashly expose it, it would surely cause tremendous upheaval throughout the realm.”

Wei Jie drank a whole pot of wine and said, “Having drunk such fine wine from you today, I should naturally resolve your worries. Regarding Lord Can’s identity, allow me to confirm it first before informing Your Highness. However, this place is dangerous, and Lord Can has many eyes and ears. Since you covered for us today, you’ll likely face some complications too. Please take great care, Your Highness!”

The prince smiled slightly: “In others’ eyes, I’ve always been a wine-and-meat wastrel. Such a good-for-nothing probably won’t attract too much scheming attention. You two needn’t worry – I’ll naturally be more careful.”

Thus, Wei Jie and Xiaoxiao hastily parted with the prince under the moon.

According to Wan Lian Shi’s intention, the black water splashed on Cui Xiaoxiao wasn’t enough – they still wanted to slaughter the village where Xiaoxiao and the others had once stayed.

Time was of the essence now. They had to rush back immediately and catch that mastermind in the act!

On the return journey, Xiaoxiao suddenly had an epiphany and stopped in her tracks: “He wrote ‘ear’ and ‘city’ on the axe. ‘Ear’ plus ‘city’ makes ‘ye’ – isn’t that the character for ‘grandfather’?”

Though she could read and write, these were foundations taught by her mother, so she was slightly slower than Wei Jie at guessing word riddles.

Wei Jie made a silencing gesture to her, then nodded silently.

“Grandfather” in northern customs referred to one’s father’s father.

In other words, the prince suspected that Lord Can was his imperial grandfather, the late Emperor Xia Yuansong, who had died over twenty years ago.

But Lord Can looked to be only in his early thirties, while his imperial grandfather Xia Yuansong was over ninety when he died!

No wonder the prince had hesitated earlier, unable to convince even himself!

But if this were true, all the mysterious aspects about this Lord Can could be explained!

The original Lord Can was indeed sickly from childhood. When he came to his Luoyi fief, it was also arranged by the late emperor Xia Yuansong.

Xiaoxiao boldly guessed that the real Lord Can had probably died young long ago. And Xia Yuansong, using some unknown method, had managed to return from being a white-haired, wrinkled old man to youth, then assumed his youngest son’s identity to continue being an idle prince in Luoyi, thereby evading the tribulation of life and death and escaping the fate recorded in the Book of Life and Death.

But even if the people of Luoyi didn’t know Lord Can, there was still a huge difference between a teenage boy and a man in his twenties or thirties.

The fake Lord Can’s appearance and age differed too greatly from the original, which was why Lord Can hadn’t seen outsiders for ten years after coming to his fief.

After more than ten years had passed, this fake Lord Can could naturally explain his appearance differences with “boys change greatly as they grow up.” Believing this fake prince had planned for so long, he should have been thorough and wouldn’t have aroused suspicion.

Only the prince’s sudden visit caught Lord Can somewhat off guard. After all, the prince was someone familiar with both the imperial grandfather and little imperial uncle.

And this prince was also one who played the pig to eat the tiger, actually seeing through the deception.

She had originally thought this Lord Can was plotting for imperial power. But if he were Xia Yuansong, then the emperor’s throne was something the old emperor had already tired of.

What exactly was this Xia Yuansong seeking? Could it be the immortality that all emperors yearned for?

Thinking of this, Xiaoxiao said: “Wan Lian Shi said this Lord Can could borrow and extend life… He was originally a decrepit old man, so whose life did he borrow?”

Wei Jie was also thinking about this point and said lightly, “Lifespans are predetermined. If he greedily wants more, he naturally takes from others… If I’m not mistaken, the real Lord Can probably also performed filial piety for his greedy father emperor…”

Xiaoxiao blinked and took a deep breath silently.

She had long heard of the sins in the imperial palace, but also knew that even tigers don’t eat their cubs. If it was really as Wei Jie guessed, then Xia Yuansong’s pursuit of immortality had reached the point of demonic obsession. Did he use his son to extend his life?

Thinking of this, and then recalling Lord Can’s seemingly refined and gentle smile, Xiaoxiao felt nauseated.

The two had caused a great disturbance at the royal manor all night, which could be considered quite fruitful. Xiaoxiao had completely deflated Wan Lian Shi’s arrogance, and together with Wei Jie had severely injured him, vindicating the Lingshan Talismonger Sect’s reputation.

Moreover, the two had befriended the prince and glimpsed Lord Can’s secrets.

But now they didn’t know the situation in their temporary village. Tang Youshu and Yu Ling’er were still in the village.

If they encountered people sent by Wan Lian Shi, the fox clan people would be fine, but her master, Tang Youshu, would be powerless to resist.

Thinking of this, Xiaoxiao couldn’t help but quicken her pace. Unfortunately, her lightness skills couldn’t even be considered rudimentary, so to go faster, Wei Jie needed to carry her on his back as they leaped forward.

The insect powder’s effects had weakened considerably after encountering the cool wind, but when Xiaoxiao was carried on Wei Jie’s back, she had to press against him. Smelling the man’s scent, she couldn’t help but rub her face against his back again…

Wei Jie’s eyebrows twitched involuntarily. He couldn’t help but stop and turn to ask: “Do you want to… mmph…”

Before he could finish speaking, his master’s soft hand covered his mouth.

Cui Xiaoxiao naturally knew she was acting somewhat abnormally!

But silently enduring the lewd insect poison was already enough – she didn’t want to hear her disciple say any more suggestive things!

So while rubbing her cheek against her disciple’s face and neck, Xiaoxiao closed her eyes and said softly: “I’ll be fine in a moment. No talking!”

Wei Jie, with his mouth covered by her small hand, couldn’t remind his master that her words sounded like those of an unscrupulous client at a brothel, with an attitude of “I paid money, so you have to let me play” – the kind who pulls up their pants and leaves within a cup of tea’s time!

But he also knew they couldn’t delay, so he put aside thoughts of teasing his master, took a deep breath, and ran all the way while enduring his master’s occasional small movements.

His poisoning wasn’t as deep as Xiaoxiao’s, and he already had a succubus bloodline, naturally having more resistance to such aphrodisiacs than ordinary people.

However, he knew that in the tunnel earlier, he had almost lost control.

The little girl on his back seemed to have some kind of magic power, as if she were medicine specially prepared by heaven just for him. When it took effect, it burned like fierce fire with no antidote…

Fortunately, as he ran swiftly, the night wind blew continuously. Soon, Xiaoxiao, who had had enough of her disciple’s tender tofu, finally returned to normal.

When the two returned to the village, looking from afar, the village was still shrouded in darkness.

Wei Jie and Xiaoxiao exchanged glances and decided to quickly enter the village.

Just as they were about to step forward, two large trees beside them suddenly manifested two bark-like people who placed swords across their necks and said eerily, “Don’t move!”

Xiaoxiao and Wei Jie looked at each other, then glanced at the newcomers. They saw several more people in bark clothing emerge from their hiding places.

The leader wore a bark mask and sounded like a woman. She placed a knife at Xiaoxiao’s neck and said coldly: “May I ask where you two are hurrying to so late at night?”

Xiaoxiao felt her voice was familiar, but couldn’t remember who it was. She only said, “We’re from the village below, preparing to go home and rest. Are you heroes planning to rob us for toll money?”

The woman sneered as she looked them over: “What do you do? Why are you returning to the village so late?”

Xiaoxiao knew she still had heavy makeup on her face, and Wei Jie’s tiger stripes hadn’t been washed clean either. Neither of them looked like decent people, so she only smiled apologetically: “There was a flower parade in the city, and my third aunt’s second cousin was short-handed at the pleasure house, so my brother and I went to help out and earn some pocket money… Here, take this bag of coins, heroes.”

While Xiaoxiao was speaking with a smile, Wei Jie suddenly struck from behind, knocking unconscious several men holding knives to his neck.

And Xiaoxiao’s immobilization talisman landed perfectly on the woman’s neck.

In an instant, the would-be highway robbers became the Talismonger Sect master and disciple duo, and it was the woman’s turn to ask urgently: “What… what are you going to do?”

Xiaoxiao didn’t waste words and immediately went to remove the female bandit’s mask. But when she pulled it off, she was somewhat stunned.

Because this woman was none other than the Palace Master of Two Instruments Palace from two hundred years in the future – Ling Zhishan.

She was Qin Lingxiao’s junior sister. Originally, if she hadn’t brought the Demon Pearl of Obsession and gone crazy with jealousy, the two pearls wouldn’t have combined with the divine statue to send Cui Xiaoxiao and Qin Lingxiao back two hundred years.

Now seeing Ling Zhishan’s familiar face, Xiaoxiao couldn’t immediately determine whether this was a reunion with an old friend from two hundred years in the future, or if she had encountered the Ling Zhishan from two hundred years ago.

But seeing Ling Zhishan’s slightly immature face and expression of mild terror while unable to move, she roughly confirmed that this should be the original from two hundred years ago.

Wei Jie didn’t know about Xiaoxiao’s situation. After sealing the spiritual points of the knocked-out men, he asked if they were Wan Lian Shi’s people.

Those men were quite frustrated and said breathlessly, “What, Wan? What Shi? We’re not highway bandits. We just accepted official duties to capture the two demon heads from the Lingshan Talismonger Sect. Release us quickly – we were just questioning you and didn’t mean you any harm!”

Ling Zhishan also quickly said, “Miss, we’re truly not bad people. I wonder if you’ve heard of Miaoxian Mountain? I’m Ling Zhishan, daughter of the late Miaoxian Mountain sect leader. We’re all righteous cultivation sects. We only stopped you because we saw you walking toward the village so late and suspected you might be those two blood-sucking demons!”

After listening, Xiaoxiao only said “Oh,” then found a stone to sit on slowly, mentally calculating these complex character relationships.

If what she said was true, then the Two Instruments Palace Master was the daughter of one of the four great sects’ Miaoxian Mountain sect leader!

According to the original trajectory, people at that time all thought it was Wei Jie who killed the Miaoxian Mountain sect leader.

In other words, when Ling Zhishan joined Wei Jie’s sect back then, like Qin Lingxiao, she was hiding her identity and enduring hardships to avenge her father.

Wei Jie had a good eye for choosing disciples! It seemed that in the previous life, to enter the Demon Lord’s sect and become an inner disciple, one had to have blood debts with him and be irreconcilable enemies!

Now that circumstances had changed, though the Miaoxian Mountain sect leader still died from being too deeply affected by puppet gu, everyone knew this was a bloody crime committed by Lord Can’s retainers Wei Di and his daughter, having nothing to do with her and Wei Jie.

Why was this woman still persistent, insisting on finding trouble with the Lingshan Talismonger Sect?

Hearing Xiaoxiao ask this, Ling Zhishan wasn’t surprised. She could also see that these two people, despite their inappropriate appearance with heavy makeup, seemed to possess considerable cultivation.

As cultivators, it was normal to have heard about the tragic death of Miaoxian Mountain’s sect leader.

Now unable to move, she could only honestly answer others’ questions: “Although Wei Jie and Cui Xiaoxiao had nothing to do with my father’s death, they became demonic and harmed people – this is something all righteous paths should eliminate. I brought sect members to capture them. What’s wrong with that? May I ask who you two are? Can you release us?”

It turned out that after Miaoxian Mountain’s sect leader passed away, the selection for a new sect leader became heated.

Several of the old sect leaders’ senior brothers with greater seniority all wanted to compete for the position. But the sect leader’s loyal disciples supported the sect leader’s only daughter, Ling Zhishan, for the position.

Unfortunately, Ling Zhishan’s qualifications were too shallow, and she was coldly mocked by several martial uncles. Ling Zhishan knew she needed to accomplish something significant to intimidate them.

As a result, when she couldn’t stay at Miaoxian Mountain and led people down the mountain, she saw the government’s notices, which even bore the prince’s seal, saying that capture would bring special rewards from the prince.

Ling Zhishan felt that finding these two demon heads would be enough to prove her capabilities. So she brought people to wait outside the village, but instead caught these two returning late.

After hearing the whole story, Xiaoxiao nodded, then exchanged glances with Wei Jie.

This girl had openly said she came to capture them both. If they continued hiding and concealing, it would seem rather ungentlemanly…

So Xiaoxiao looked around, went to the nearby stream to wash her face, then handed a wet handkerchief to Wei Jie.

After the master and disciple washed away their disguises and revealed their true faces, a disciple who had seen them before cried out: “Junior sister, they… they are Cui Xiaoxiao and Wei Jie from the Talismonger Sect!”

Ling Zhishan was greatly shocked. She hadn’t expected to have chatted with the demon heads she wanted to capture for so long.

When her gaze moved from Xiaoxiao’s beautiful and lively face to that tall man, this single glance encompassed all of Wushan’s clouds and seas, and henceforth she could see no other floating clouds…

The man standing beside Cui Xiaoxiao, after washing away his tiger stripe paint, revealed angular features full of allure.

Especially this face with its demonic charm, framed by thick, flowing hair, added several degrees of wildness.
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Before seeing this man, Ling Zhishan had never known that masculine vigor could coexist with gentle grace.

Especially those eyes with their purple starlike specks, revealing proud independence and containing a depth that could absorb one’s soul. Looking too long, one would forget to breathe until the chest felt tight…

Cui Xiaoxiao had thought Ling Zhishan would angrily scold them for hiding their identities and deceiving her.

But who would have expected that this future Two Instruments Palace Master, who would be coldly beautiful and unreachably noble two hundred years later, was now just staring blankly at Wei Jie.

That soul-absorbed look was no different from those drunkards surrounding Lady Siling’s carriage… all wearing the same infatuated expression!

Xiaoxiao couldn’t help but be curious – when Ling Zhishan saw her father’s killer Wei Jie in her previous life, had she reacted the same way?

No, at that time Wei Jie had already become demonic, his body beginning to be covered with snake scales. Even if not completely covered, it would have affected his appearance, and he couldn’t have been as handsome and charming as now. It shouldn’t have affected Ling Zhishan’s wholehearted hatred of him.

Even when he was fully covered in snake scales, because he had become the leader of the demonic path, there were still many women who flocked to him. This Wei Jie, no matter which lifetime he experienced, seemed to have good luck with women!

Xiaoxiao thought of how he sweet-talked her, and felt quite uncomfortable, wondering how many women he had practiced with to become so skilled…

But Ling Zhishan’s willpower was really too poor now. If she was so infatuated looking at Wei Jie, what would happen when she later met her true destined partner, Qin Lingxiao?

Just as Xiaoxiao was letting her thoughts wander wildly, Wei Jie gradually frowned.

He had always disliked others staring at his face, even if the other party was a beautiful and alluring woman.

Especially this Ling Zhishan, who, without distinguishing right from wrong, came to capture them for merit just based on official wanted notices, completely forgetting the favor of his exposing Wei Di and saving most disciples of the four great sects.

Looking at it this way, no matter how beautiful she was, she was still an ungrateful, vulgar person!

Ling Zhishan’s infatuated gaze kept sticking to Wei Jie, making him increasingly displeased.

Seeing she wouldn’t withdraw her gaze, he simply picked up a clod of earth, weighed it, then, without ceremony, smacked it against Ling Zhishan’s forehead with a “pop,” causing her head to jerk backward as she cried out “Ah!” in pain.

Ling Zhishan was caught off guard, sand from the dirt clod getting in her eyes. But unable to move, she could only blink frantically with tears streaming, angrily shouting: “Hey, what are you doing!”

Xiaoxiao also snapped back to attention. She never expected Wei Jie to treat Ling Zhishan so rudely.

Wei Jie had a very strange temperament. When they first met, his attitude wasn’t very friendly either. But he had always maintained gentlemanly conduct and took relatively good care of her, giving Xiaoxiao the mistaken impression that he was actually skilled at romantic arts and habitually gentle and considerate.

Thinking carefully, when dealing with other women, Xiaoxiao had never seen him use much charm.

For instance, Yu Ling’er was always made to cry loudly by him. And now, facing such a beautiful and alluring woman as Ling Zhishan, he could still strike without courtesy, truly like a naughty child!

When a disciple was rude, as his master, she couldn’t just ignore it and pretend not to know.

Since Ling Zhishan was crying from the pain in her eyes, Xiaoxiao reached out to remove the talisman from Ling Zhishan and helped her to the stream to rinse her eyes.

While helping Ling Zhishan wash, she said: “Our Talismonger Sect has no enmity with the four great sects. Speaking of which, we, master and disciple, have also helped you before. As for the recent bloody cases in the villages, the perpetrator is someone else. We rushed back to rescue the villagers, too. Please don’t be deceived by villains and delay the important matter of saving people!”

Wei Jie took this opportunity to release the spiritual points of the other Miaoxian Mountain disciples.

The Miaoxian Mountain disciples, having regained their freedom, felt somewhat at a loss. Facing these two legendary demon heads, they didn’t quite know how to act.

Though Ling Zhishan was young now, she wasn’t foolish. She had never seen this master-disciple pair before, so naturally she had just followed what others said.

But now, seeing the so-called great villains of the Talismonger Sect were a pair of young, handsome men and a beautiful woman.

Although Wei Jie had a somewhat wicked personality – what a waste of his handsome appearance – Cui Xiaoxiao, with her kind smile, didn’t seem like a bloodthirsty villain!

At this time, the Miaoxian Mountain disciples quietly reminded Ling Zhishan: “Junior sister, you must not easily believe her words. Know that human hearts are treacherous. Since people all say the murders were committed by this master-disciple pair, there must be some basis for it.”

Seeing there were quite a few troublemakers among the Miaoxian Mountain people, Cui Xiaoxiao also sighed and asked Wei Jie: “How can we prove to them we’re not lying?”

Wei Jie stretched lazily and said casually: “Isn’t that simple?”

Before his words finished, he suddenly struck swiftly, once again knocking down the Miaoxian Mountain people one by one.

After several Miaoxian Mountain blockheads fell with thuds, Wei Jie smiled and crossed his arms: “Deception should be used on those untouchable strong opponents. You all have empty brains, follow what others say, and are as weak as soft-legged chickens – pinch you and you’d die. What’s worth deceiving about you?”

Now those fallen soft-legged chickens from Miaoxian Mountain had faces that were red mixed with black, burning hot like smoked chickens.

Wei Jie’s extremely crude explanation was indeed very suitable for empty-brained people. They lay on the ground, unable to move, shame and anger intertwined, only able to continue glaring. But the two legendary demon heads had demonstrated through action that they could kill without effort and had no need for deception.

For these soft-legged chickens to still put on airs as if facing great enemies would be quite meaningless.

Ling Zhishan was again deeply humiliated by Wei Jie. Now there was no longer amazement or infatuation in her eyes, only unwillingness as she bit her lip and stared at this arrogant and unruly man.

Because she was born beautiful, she had always been the center of attention in her sect. She had never encountered someone like Wei Jie, who was so rude and discourteous to her.

Suppressing the sudden urge to cry, she managed to say: “Just because you two say it’s not you, then it’s not? The bloody case in the neighboring village just happened. There’s always some demon killing innocents. Though we don’t have abilities as great as you two, we also uphold the principle of eliminating the strong and helping the weak. Today, without getting to the bottom of this, we absolutely won’t go back!”

Wei Jie had always been somewhat sharp-tongued toward women other than Cui Xiaoxiao, and even more so toward this Ling Zhishan, who rubbed him the wrong way.

Hearing Ling Zhishan say this, he released the spiritual points of those unlucky Miaoxian Mountain people while exposing Ling Zhishan’s weakness: “I heard Miaoxian Mountain’s new sect leader is the old sect leader’s junior brother. They had a poor relationship when both were alive. You’re leading people down the mountain – is it because you couldn’t stay at Miaoxian Mountain?”

This time, Wei Jie hit Ling Zhishan’s sore spot. Because what he said was right, after suddenly losing her father, she had also become homeless…

Miss Ling’s sore spot was connected to her tear ducts, and these tears came as soon as she mentioned it!

But this Miaoxian Mountain princess cried differently from the fox clan’s crybaby princess.

When Yu Ling’er was made to cry, she would sob as much as she wanted, completely unconcerned about whether she looked beautiful while crying.

Although Ling Zhishan was shedding tears, she made no sobbing sounds, only maintaining an expressionless face with cold, proud eyes, aloof like an ice mountain snow lotus with dewdrops. When tears traced down her smooth face, it truly evoked pity and made one feel guilty.

Unfortunately, Wei Jie had always disliked women crying and sobbing. Though Ling Zhishan cried like a painting, his gaze had already moved elsewhere, only looking toward the quiet village below the mountain.

Cui Xiaoxiao, seeing Ling Zhishan made to cry like this by Wei Jie, silently said in her heart: What a sin!

You must know that although Miss Ling was now like a homeless dog, two hundred years later, she would also be a Palace Master who founded her sect.

As they say, don’t bully the poor youth. If there’s no issue, why make enemies everywhere?

Seeing her disciple start throwing stones in the cesspit again, splashing people, she immediately smoothed things over: “What nonsense! Miss Ling has a heroic and righteous heart. The village below is about to face a catastrophic disaster, and her dedication to the people is the way of immortal heroes!”

As they say, it’s better to resolve enmity than create it. Xiaoxiao knew that in the original trajectory, Wei Jie’s step-by-step path to destruction was closely related to these good disciples of his.

Though Xiaoxiao didn’t particularly like Ling Zhishan either, she felt that since Wei Jie now had no blood feud misunderstanding with Ling Zhishan, there was no need to create more resentment with her.

Saying this also gave Ling Zhishan a way out.

But after giving her the way out, she planned to part ways with the Miaoxian Mountain people, take Wei Jie and bid farewell, quickly entering the village to find Tang Youshu and Yu Ling’er.

But unexpectedly, after they bid farewell and left, the ice mountain snow lotus Ling Zhishan followed them with tears still wet on her face.

“Sect Leader Cui, since you said so, how could I not help you? Besides, whether you’re the murderer or not hasn’t been proven yet. By following you, I can also prove your innocence.”

Xiaoxiao said “Ah!” and turned to see Wei Jie silently half-smirking beside her, seeming to mock her misplaced kindness for getting stuck with another piece of adhesive plaster she couldn’t shake off!

But Xiaoxiao wasn’t afraid of people following. Anyway, this Ling Zhishan wasn’t Lord Can’s person, and she shouldn’t have any connection with the young lord of Lingyun Pavilion now. Since the Miaoxian Mountain people also came to capture the murderer who slaughtered villagers, if they wanted to follow, let them follow.

When they reached the village entrance, the village was still completely quiet.

They chose a relatively high hillside that overlooked the entire village. If any villains broke in from any direction, they could rush there immediately.

Taking this opportunity, Xiaoxiao asked Ling Zhishan: “How did you know we were here?”

Ling Zhishan said: “It was people from Lingyun Pavilion who passed the message to the four great sects and all righteous paths in the world, saying you were lurking here doing evil… They also said… You seem to have cultivated dual cultivation techniques, specifically recruiting strong male disciples…”

Halfway through, Ling Zhishan’s face reddened, realizing she had said something she shouldn’t have, and couldn’t help but quickly glance at the male disciple Wei Jie beside her…

The nearby Miaoxian Mountain disciples all looked at Cui Xiaoxiao with disdain mixed with hidden curiosity.

This demoness, it must be said, really looked pure and beautiful. Though different from their junior sister Ling Zhishan’s bright beauty, someone with Cui Xiaoxiao’s gentle, cute, and bright appearance could win men’s favor more easily.

But one can’t judge by appearance! If not told, who could think that this woman, as sweet and innocent as March daisies, habitually used dual cultivation techniques?

But besides contempt, it also made one involuntarily fantasize: to be cultivated by such a beautiful woman, if not too much and not too harmful to the body, it didn’t seem so unacceptable…

Cui Xiaoxiao hadn’t expected that the upright gentleman pavilion master of Lingyun Pavilion to be so base! Besides framing her for murder, he also slandered her as a succubus!

So when Ling Zhishan hesitated to speak, Xiaoxiao was just angrily amused, looking askance at Ling Zhishan: “Our Talismonger Sect is a prestigious righteous sect! We focus mainly on refining and condensing talismans for cultivation. When have we ever followed the path of the Hehuan Sect? As for the master-disciple relationship, it’s completely proper! Wei Jie! Tell them, have I ever cultivated you?”

Hearing Xiaoxiao angrily deny this, Ling Zhishan couldn’t help but feel happy: this means this seemingly young master and her disciple Wei Jie had a completely innocent relationship!

As for why she was happy, Ling Zhishan herself couldn’t figure it out.

But when Wei Jie heard his master ask him to testify, he wasn’t in a hurry to speak. Instead, while touching his neck and cheeks, he reminisced: “Should be… haven’t been deeply cultivated…”

The places he touched were exactly where Cui Xiaoxiao had just rubbed with her cheek. When he was carrying her earlier, when she couldn’t control herself, she had even nibbled a few times…

This evaluation of “haven’t been deeply cultivated” was truly both honest and smoothly diplomatic.

Ling Zhishan also heard something off about these words and couldn’t help but suspiciously look at Cui Xiaoxiao.

This was a test of face and composure.

Had Xiaoxiao been mixed on the streets all these years for nothing? She put on the kind maternal air of an old aunt, smiling through gritted teeth at Wei Jie: “Jie’er, you’re being naughty again. In front of outsiders, don’t be so mischievous and cause misunderstandings!”

Her face was turned toward Wei Jie, and only he could see the teacher’s pair of bright eyes opened wide, as if charged with Heaven’s Punishment divine power.

If he dared say another wrong word, she’d make sure he was struck by five thunders from heaven!

Wei Jie couldn’t help but laugh, no longer teasing his master: “Master, don’t be angry. When I see Lingyun Pavilion disciples, I’ll ask properly which dog’s mouth spat out such rumors!”

He didn’t smile genuinely often. When his pair of canine teeth showed slightly, it immediately diluted the evil charm about him, making him seem as innocent and cute as a youth…

Ling Zhishan was again stunned, feeling there was such a man in the world that just looking at him gave one the feeling of spring breeze on the face… If one could spend time with such a man daily, even without becoming immortal, the mortal world would become a place worth lingering…

Xiaoxiao knew Qinhe’s background and was too lazy to argue with Ling Zhishan about these rumors. She just focused again on the village below.

The village was so quiet – could it be that the people Wan Lian Shi sent hadn’t come?

Xiaoxiao squinted, carefully watching the village below. Soon, a night watchman hunched over came trembling to the village entrance and hung up lanterns.

Their village was close to the mountain, and now was the season when mountain mushrooms ripened.

Whenever dawn approached, people would go up the mountain to pick mushrooms, usually gathering at the village entrance, so the night watchman would hang lanterns at this time.

Originally, everything was normal, but Xiaoxiao squinted and stared at the two lanterns the night watchman had just hung – how did these lanterns seem different?

Because of the snake-eye lantern encounter in the royal manor’s study, Xiaoxiao paid special attention to such small objects.

She remembered that the village entrance always had two old oil-paper windproof lanterns, and every time villagers went out to pick mushrooms, the village watchman would extinguish the candles, being very frugal.

But now those two lanterns were larger than before, with slightly reddish surfaces, and four fist-thick candles burning inside each – such extravagance was completely unlike poor village behavior.

After the lanterns were lit, the villagers who usually gathered at the village entrance hadn’t come out yet, while the night watchman stood between the two lanterns, took out a handful of paper scraps from a cloth bag, and suddenly scattered them in the wind!

The moment the night watchman raised his hand, Cui Xiaoxiao and Wei Jie both jumped up simultaneously with perfect coordination, rushing toward the night watchman like arrows.

The Ghost Sect was skilled at setting up formations. Though Wan Lian Shi couldn’t match her and Wei Jie in close combat, they might not be able to resist his tricks for setting up illusion formations to harm people.

Just like last time in the illusion formation, if not for Xiaoxiao’s boldness and careful observation, discovering the key to breaking the formation, they would have been trapped to death inside.

Wei Jie was faster. Before he arrived, his qi shield was thrown out first, smashing into the night watchman’s back.

But when the qi shield hit, only a pile of tattered clothes crashed down, as if the clothes contained only air with no person inside.

When Xiaoxiao approached and looked, she found a human skin talisman stuck to the back of the clothes. Wan Lian Shi was controlling this false body remotely to set up the formation.

She quickly looked up at those lanterns. Accompanied by the sizzling sound of lamp oil, the fishy stench emanating from there was very similar to what they had discovered in the phantom city before.

Xiaoxiao took out two silver talismans and threw them at the two lanterns.

Before the silver talismans could touch the lanterns, the outer perimeter of the lanterns immediately flashed with lightning-like barriers, isolating the silver talismans outside.

Xiaoxiao’s talismans were all made from underworld silver ore, inherently possessing the effect of warding off evil and revealing demons. Moreover, the demon-revealing talismans Xiaoxiao used this time would immediately reveal the true form of any demon they attached to.

Now, although the silver talismans couldn’t stick to the lanterns, they at least made the pair of lanterns reveal their true forms.

Ling Zhishan looked up and couldn’t help but gasp.

Those weren’t paper lanterns at all, but two cauldrons formed by countless skulls, suspended high in the air.

At this moment, those skull cauldrons burned corpse oil, emitting scorching heat.

The village, shrouded in this light, was completely red, and the painful wails that had been isolated within the barrier suddenly transmitted as the cauldrons revealed their true forms.

Xiaoxiao knew this evil formation had just been completed, and the villagers inside could still be saved. After exchanging glances with Wei Jie, he handed “Yu Tiandou” to Xiaoxiao again.

Xiaoxiao chanted demon-expelling incantations and fiercely slashed at those two skull cauldrons.

This time, she did break through the barrier surrounding the cauldrons.

Unable to withstand the sword qi, the cauldrons cracked, and torrents of fresh blood surged from the cracks, frightening Ling Zhishan and the Miaoxian Mountain disciples into retreating repeatedly.

At this moment, Xiaoxiao threw demon-revealing talismans again. The silver talismans stuck to the cauldrons, silver light appeared, and the two cauldrons exploded with a bang, scattering like fireworks in the air.

At this time, the village that had been shrouded in ominous red light was finally exposed to the first rays of dawn.

When they quickly entered the village, they found the ground at the village entrance covered with paper figures, which should be the paper scraps that the “night watchman” had scattered.

Cui Xiaoxiao picked up two to look – they were silhouettes of her and Wei Jie, and quite lifelike indeed.

If she guessed correctly, the previous village murders had all been like this. Paper figure people controlled by Wan Lian Shi impersonated her and Wei Jie to commit crimes extensively, which was why eyewitnesses could describe her and Wei Jie’s appearances so precisely.

Just then, several villagers covered in blood crawled out from the courtyards near the village entrance. They struggled to run out for help, but upon seeing Cui Xiaoxiao and Wei Jie’s faces, they seemed to see ghosts, screamed in terror, and struggled back into their houses on all fours.

Xiaoxiao knew they had lost too much blood and couldn’t withstand being frightened. She simply didn’t approach them, just took out several silver talismans and a small furnace from her cloth bag.

This small furnace was passed down from her master. She lit a silver talisman in the furnace – a fire the size of a bean immediately melted the silver talisman into silver liquid. She poured the silver liquid into well water and had Ling Zhishan and the other Miaoxian Mountain disciples help give it to those villagers who had lost too much blood.

If she guessed correctly, Wan Lian Shi used the Blazing Sun Formation. Those two corpse oil cauldrons were the formation’s eye, acting like scorching sun to make people within the formation bleed from their pores like sweating until all blood was drained.

This was also why those villagers who had been drained of blood couldn’t be found with any bleeding wounds – their blood had all been forced out through their pores!

And the blood lost by these villagers was all gathered in those cauldrons for Wan Lian Shi’s use. Previously, when Wan Lian Shi framed and slandered, it was all small-scale.

But this time, certain that Xiaoxiao and Wei Jie were staying here, he was determined to make the charges stick, so he simply planned to massacre the entire village.

The reason Xiaoxiao knew how to break it was that this Blazing Sun Formation was also described in her master’s secret manual.

When Wei Jie went to Lingyun Pavilion years ago and broke their illusion formation, he had also encountered this Blazing Sun Formation. Unfortunately, by then Wei Jie’s entire body had transformed into snake scales with no pores or sweat glands, so this Blazing Sun Formation was useless against him. However, Wei Jie’s side also lost quite a few people then, making him furiously angry and razing Lingyun Pavilion to the ground.

Thinking about it now, Wei Jie had just lost his mother then, his whole person consumed by hatred, deeply despising the four great sects. Combined with encountering such an evil formation, while the one secretly doing evil was supposedly a prestigious sect’s pavilion master, and pampered princes and nobles.

Thinking carefully, Xiaoxiao couldn’t help but feel angry for Wei Jie at that time!

But now, she needed to quickly find her master. Tang Youshu had a weak body and not much blood – if something dangerous happened, then their Lingshan Talismonger Sect would truly lose its founding patriarch and be unable to continue the lineage!

When they reached the courtyard they were renting, Xiaoxiao was surprised to find that all the houses around their courtyard had her silver talismans pasted on them. These silver talismans connected into lines, actually forming the pattern of the Eight Trigrams Yin-Yang formation.

Those paper figures couldn’t enter the formation, only sticking all over the door frames and window cracks of the surrounding houses, making those outer ring houses look like they were made of paper.

When Xiaoxiao entered the courtyard, calling loudly “Master Tang” while trying to pull open the door.

But the door seemed to be barricaded from inside, and no matter how hard Xiaoxiao tried, she couldn’t open it.
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Wei Jie walked over, stretched out his long leg, and kicked the door open with one foot.

The next moment, over a dozen silver talismans flew at Wei Jie and Xiaoxiao’s faces as if they cost nothing.

Xiaoxiao used a bench from the courtyard to shield her face, then, half-revealing her face, shouted to Tang Youshu, who was frantically waving his thin arms and throwing silver talismans: “Master Tang, it’s me!”

Seeing Xiaoxiao’s face, Tang Youshu was still uncertain, gasping for breath while asking: “Then… let me ask you, when do sesame sugar cakes taste… taste best?”

Yesterday, the neighbor’s grandmother had just brought them freshly baked sugar cakes, and at the time, Xiaoxiao, being extremely bored, had given the entire Talismonger Sect a detailed lecture on how to eat sugar cakes.

Now with the grand-disciple interrogating the patriarch, Xiaoxiao didn’t know whether to laugh or cry, but understood that Tang Youshu couldn’t tell if she was real or fake, hence this question.

So Xiaoxiao quickly replied: “Naturally, when freshly baked, carrying the heat from the pot bottom, steaming with sugar syrup, hard on the outside but soft inside – that’s when they taste best!”

Hearing the visitor speak of the Talismonger Sect patriarch’s worldly expertise, Tang Youshu let out a long breath and replied with a sobbing voice: “Patriarch! Master! You’ve finally returned!”

It turned out that when the skull lanterns were hung at the village entrance, the entire village seemed to be stuffed into a furnace, stuffy and hot beyond endurance.

And because Yu Ling’er carried spirit stones on her body, she sensed the abnormal formation fluctuations earlier than ordinary people.

But when she wanted to take Tang Youshu and the fox clan people out, the entire village seemed to be covered by a giant pot lid – they simply couldn’t get out.

Soon, the village seemed to be set on fire, becoming so hot that people couldn’t bear it.

Yu Ling’er knew the village was bewitched and could only lead her clan members to frantically crash upward into the sky, hoping to break open a gap to escape.

But the more they moved, the hotter it became, and soon they had no strength left.

At this critical moment, Tang Youshu suddenly remembered that day when Patriarch Cui Xiaoxiao had finished explaining how to eat sugar cakes, she had also casually chatted about the tragic cases in nearby villages.

Patriarch Xiaoxiao had mentioned the “Blazing Sun Formation” at that time. She suspected those villagers had been struck by evil arts similar to the “Blazing Sun Formation” and had explained the method to break it in detail.

Thinking of this, Tang Youshu quickly took out the silver talismans the Patriarch had left him, pasted them in sequence on the houses around the courtyard, and simultaneously drew a Yin-Yang formation on the spot.

He loved these feng shui formations, so he understood Cui Xiaoxiao’s somewhat vague description perfectly, as if this formation had been designed by himself.

Tang Youshu had learned the principles of formations, but his spiritual power wasn’t sufficient to support the formation.

Fortunately, there were Yu Ling’er and other fox clan people, so Tang Youshu arranged for them to enter the formation with Yu Ling’er as the formation’s eye and the fox clan people using spiritual power to guard the formation’s base.

Yu Ling’er had spirit stones on her body, completely compensating for her insufficient spiritual power. This way, they maximized the power of the silver talisman formation, completely resisting the invasion of the hot pot-like “Blazing Sun Formation.”

Tang Youshu had called many villagers to hide in these nearby houses, crowding together to avoid the scorching heat on the periphery, supporting themselves while waiting for Cui Xiaoxiao and Wei Jie to return.

But unexpectedly, countless masters and patriarchs soon came knocking on the door.

Tang Youshu saw through the window cracks those paper figures transformed into Wei Jie and Cui Xiaoxiao, wearing sinister smiles as they continuously scratched at the door outside – it was truly frightening enough to scare people to death.

So when the real ones returned, they were still like startled birds, needing to exchange passwords to distinguish real from fake.

Hearing Tang Youshu’s words, Xiaoxiao suddenly understood why she had broken the formation so easily outside the village earlier.

This formation used the people inside as fuel, needing to burn them completely to maximize the formation’s viciousness.

But Tang Youshu had set up a formation within the “Blazing Sun Formation,” protecting half the village’s people.

This prevented the “dry wood” in the formation from “burning” fully, invisibly weakening the evil formation, which allowed Xiaoxiao to easily split open those two skull cauldrons from the outside.

Although Tang Youshu was still a frail youth, he was already beginning to unconsciously display the talent of a generation’s Talismonger Sect founding master!

Hearing this, Xiaoxiao felt a surge of excitement and couldn’t help but grab Tang Youshu’s hand, acting like a child as she said: “Mas… Master Tang, I knew you were the best!”

When saying this, Xiaoxiao’s face was full of worship, almost wanting to compose a poem praising her teacher’s brilliant wisdom.

But such a lack of propriety looked unpleasant to others.

Wei Jie’s face was gloomy, but before he could reach out to separate the patriarch and disciple’s tightly held hands, Yu Ling’er let out an “awoo” and forcefully pulled Tang Youshu over, then bared her teeth fiercely at Xiaoxiao.

At this moment, Wei Jie intentionally or unintentionally stood beside Xiaoxiao, not letting Yu Ling’er’s fox fangs reach Xiaoxiao.

When Yu Ling’er was glared at by his deep purple eyes, she immediately fell silent. However, seeing a somewhat long oil paper package sticking out of Wei Jie’s shoulder bag, she curiously asked: “What’s that?”

Every time Wei Jie went out, he would bring some delicious food for Cui Xiaoxiao, and Ling’er could usually eat some too.

Seeing the oil paper package, Yu Ling’er’s first thought was some fragrant braised delicacy.

Wei Jie smiled and deliberately opened a corner to show Yu Ling’er…

As a result, the timid fox was again frightened into whimpering sounds, red-eyed as she hugged Tang Youshu’s arm, refusing to speak to Tang Youshu and Cui Xiaoxiao no matter what.

Tang Youshu had no choice but to drag along this fox-skin adhesive plaster, running back and forth following his master and patriarch.

Ling Zhishan and several Miaoxian Mountain disciples also followed behind, helping Xiaoxiao and the others rescue those villagers harmed by the evil formation.

As for the other unfortunate villagers in the village who had lost blood, seeing Xiaoxiao and Wei Jie also frightened them into crying for their parents. Tang Youshu had to explain with effort that these two were the real people, while the earlier ones were just illusions.

After drinking the talisman water Xiaoxiao had prepared, those villagers who had lost too much blood improved considerably.

Since Tang Youshu and Yu Ling’er had protected most of the villagers, and after their explanations, the villagers all believed that demons had transformed into Cui Xiaoxiao and Wei Jie’s appearance to harm people.

Just as they were busy treating the villagers, the four great sects who claimed to subdue demons and uphold righteousness finally arrived belatedly.

The leader was none other than Qinhe, the Pavilion Master of Lingyun Pavilion, who had just been healed of his injuries at the royal manor.

However, before entering the village, Qinhe had expected to see a scene of dried corpses everywhere.

Of course, this formation would also kindly leave some “surviving” witnesses to vividly describe Wei Jie and Cui Xiaoxiao’s appearance through their mouths and tell of their crimes in massacring the entire village.

With such ironclad evidence, Xiaoxiao’s demonic crimes would be confirmed. The master had instructed that Cui Xiaoxiao should be left speechless and full of grievances to catalyze her demonic nature!

But unexpectedly, though the villagers had lost much blood, they were all still alive. And the targets of the frame-up – that Talismonger Sect master-disciple pair – were directing people to give the villagers talisman water to drink.

At this moment, Cui Xiaoxiao was coaxing a crying baby. The delicate young woman held the milk-scented infant, kissing the baby’s chubby face while feeding him water.

The baby would drink a sip, then blow a few bubbles, and giggle at Xiaoxiao.

Such a scene looked peaceful and harmonious, no matter how you viewed it, completely different from the rumored bloodthirsty demoness image!

Qinhe’s heart sank. He had just seen the split cauldrons at the village entrance and knew Cui Xiaoxiao must have broken the formation.

Earlier at the royal manor, she had fought with Wan Lian Shi and proved superior, causing Wan Lian Shi to suffer backlash from human skin talismans and lose an arm that still hadn’t been found.

Moreover, these two had somehow escaped the Xiezhi divine statue’s attacks and fled the heavily guarded royal manor without anyone knowing.

Now, at such a young age, she had effortlessly broken his senior brother’s most prized formation. What… exactly was her background?

Qinhe had an uneasy feeling, but having received his master’s orders to force Xiaoxiao to become demonic, he naturally couldn’t easily retreat.

Fortunately, he wasn’t the only one who came to subdue demons this time. He just needed to incite other righteous cultivation sects to crusade against the demoness as before.

These so-called righteous cultivation sects always excelled at suppressing people, typically starting with words before resorting to force.

Before Qinhe could speak, Lingyun Pavilion disciples loudly cursed and denounced Lingshan Talismonger Sect as a demonic cult rarely seen in a thousand years, actually producing a demoness like Cui Xiaoxiao who treated human lives like grass!

Their four great sects would act for heaven and uphold justice this time.

As a result, this group’s random shouting frightened the baby in Xiaoxiao’s arms into loud crying.

Before Xiaoxiao could speak, the baby’s parents and uncles began glaring and cursing back: “Where do you dogs come from! Can’t you see our village just suffered a great disaster? You come to our village without presenting official credentials, enter and start cursing, frightening children – do you think everyone in our village is dead?”

The four great sects, along with various other large and small sects, all considered themselves righteous cultivators. Usually transcendent, drinking dew and eating flowers, unstained by worldly dust with an immortal bearing, wherever they went and displayed some supernatural powers, people would call them “immortal master.”

When had they ever been pointed at and cursed by a group of coarse-clothed, vulgar villagers?

The disciples leading the cursing were beaten into complete defeat by the villagers’ crude language and folk curses, each turning red with anger, uncertain whether they should treat these male and female, old and young villagers as demonic cult accomplices.

At this moment, Qinhe spoke coldly: “Ignorant village fools! Your village’s disaster was caused by these people. We came here to rescue you!”

These words made the villagers lower their voices, as many had indeed seen “Cui Xiaoxiao” and “Wei Jie” committing violence, inevitably harboring doubts.

Xiaoxiao looked at Qinhe and asked with a smile: “Pavilion Master Qin, we just met at Lord Can’s manor, and unexpectedly encountered you here again. We truly have fate!”

Her words made the other three great sects’ people turn their attention. Because of the disaster at Autumn Water Pool, the three great sects had suffered considerable losses.

Although Lord Can, relying on his imperial relative status, had forcibly pushed all blame onto Wei Di and his daughter, his malicious intentions were an undeniable fact.

Now, Cui Xiaoxiao was saying Qinhe came from Lord Can’s manor, which couldn’t help but make the three great sects’ people frown secretly, quietly waiting for Pavilion Master Qin’s explanation.

Qinhe sneered. He had long anticipated that Cui Xiaoxiao would expose his relationship with Lord Can.

But Xiaoxiao had no evidence. Qinhe wasn’t afraid of her words – after all, his accumulated connections and reputation in Lingyun Pavilion over so many years couldn’t be shaken by a few words from a young girl.

He laughed coldly: “Cui Xiaoxiao, I advise you not to confuse right and wrong! I’ve never been to Lord Can’s manor, nor do I know what you mean by this. Do you think slandering me as colluding with Lord Can can wash away your sins?”

As soon as he said this, Lingyun Pavilion disciples immediately echoed loudly, with some taking out official wanted notices to show the villagers, proving that these people hiding in their village were indeed thoroughly evil demon heads!

This village was isolated, most villagers were illiterate and rarely entered the city, so they truly didn’t know about Cui Xiaoxiao and the others being wanted.

Now seeing these official seals, they scattered in fright, staying far from the Talismonger Sect master and disciple. A woman even snatched the baby from Xiaoxiao’s arms and staggered away from the demoness with the child.

Seeing this situation, Qinhe felt pleased inside but maintained a cold demeanor: “Cui Xiaoxiao, you are thoroughly evil! Intolerable by heaven’s justice! Don’t think putting on a false benevolent face can escape heaven’s clear judgment!”

It didn’t matter that the village wasn’t massacred this time – enough people had died before. As long as this black pot could be placed on Cui Xiaoxiao’s head!

Now with all four great sects present, plus other large and small sects, this counted as a public trial by all righteous paths.

If everyone humiliated her severely enough to make Cui Xiaoxiao furious and catalyze her demonic nature, that would be even better! They could let everyone see her hideous appearance when she became demonic.

Once labeled a demoness, it would be difficult for Cui Xiaoxiao to turn things around.

Watching the villagers look at them with fearful expressions, completely forgetting how they had helped the villagers in the evil formation, Yu Ling’er felt very disappointed and couldn’t help but angrily say: “If Xiaoxiao harmed people, why would she have her disciple save people in the formation? Isn’t that taking off pants to fart – unnecessary extra effort! It’s clearly this hypocrite Qinhe colluding with Lord Can to frame us! The formation here and the phantom city we encountered outside Luoyi City are the same – both the handiwork of Ghost Sect’s Wan Lian Shi, whom Lord Can keeps!”

Qinhe sneered: “Everyone in the four great sects knows that Ghost Sect’s Wan Lian Shi was already executed in the four great sects’ encirclement twenty years ago! You’re now dragging out a dead person to take the blame for you – it’s utterly ridiculous. You say Wan Lian Shi is still alive – who can testify?”

Xiaoxiao wasn’t particularly angry about Qinhe and others’ slander and framing. Because she knew she was walking the path of becoming demonic in Wei Jie’s place.

This overwhelmingly dirty water was what Wei Jie should have borne alone. If he had been surrounded and attacked like this alone, unable to defend himself, he truly would have been suffocated by frustration!

But Xiaoxiao had been called “little liar” since childhood and had experienced more hardships than many octogenarians.

To make her lose composure and feel ashamed and angry, this bit of dirty water wasn’t even enough to cover the pot bottom – how could it be enough for her to drink?

So, hearing Qinhe’s slanderous words, Xiaoxiao still said unhurriedly: “It was widely rumored that Wan Lian Shi was struck down a cliff by the four great sects and died. But where are his bones? No one has ever seen them. However, those great masters who participated in encircling Wan Lian Shi have mysteriously died one by one over these twenty years. Don’t you all find the mystery in this curious?”

Master Tang Youshu was also very curious about the Ghost Sect’s rise and fall, so dozens of pages in his secret manual were devoted to wild histories and miscellaneous stories about the Ghost Sect that Tang Youshu had collected. The tragic death of a great master who had previously encircled Wan Lian Shi was also marked by Master in the manual with the annotation “doubtful, to be investigated.”

When Xiaoxiao had read it before, she didn’t understand the Master’s deep meaning. But now that she was personally in the time two hundred years ago and had glimpsed the secret that Wan Lian Shi was alive, she immediately understood Master’s meaning of “doubtful, to be investigated.”

Hearing her say this, several senior elders among the four great sects were moved.

Because what this woman said was correct, those great masters who had participated in encircling Wan Lian Shi had mysteriously disappeared or accidentally died in their secluded cultivation caves over the following decades. Not one had survived!

If they were ordinary people, a natural death would be normal. But they were all outstanding figures among the four great sects – how could they so easily disappear or die without exception?

Xiaoxiao continued: “Ghost Sect’s Wan Lian Shi is extremely vengeful. If he had been rescued and able to continue living, he would have returned to avenge those great masters. I wonder if his human skin talismans contain the skin of your respected teachers and elders…”

Hearing this, Ebony Peak Qi Sect’s disciples were the first to explode. Because one of their elders had indeed died tragically in a secluded cultivation cave. When discovered, his entire body was bloody and mangled, with all skin stripped clean!

But the cave had been sealed with no outsiders entering, not even traces of fighting. This meant the elder had no power to resist at the time.

This bloody case was too damaging to Ebony Peak’s great masters’ reputation, making all disciples seem incompetent, so it was suppressed as a sect scandal, known only to high-ranking disciples.

But Cui Xiaoxiao’s words were truly like a wake-up call! Yes, why did the perpetrator need to strip away human skin?

You must know that Ghost Sect talisman-making indeed required human skin as material, and a cultivation master’s skin was rarer than exotic beast hide!

Hearing Ebony Peak disciples speak of this sect’s great master’s tragic death secret, senior elders of other major sects were also terrified, revealing their private matters like bursting beans.

It turned out their sects also had great masters who had mysteriously died and lost their skin.

No wonder they had always concealed this from each other. These great masters had died extremely shamefully, without even traces of resistance or struggle! Speaking of it would be too damaging to their sect’s reputation. After secret investigations yielded no clues, they could only keep it buried like silent farts, afraid of shaking their disciples’ morale.

But now they discovered that they weren’t the only ones who had such bizarre murders, and these cases were interconnected, all related to those who had encircled Wan Lian Shi.

With this revelation, Xiaoxiao’s deduction became well-founded.

Everyone immediately erupted, no one caring about a few dead villagers, all angrily demanding to investigate the murderer who had killed several great masters in their sects.

Seeing he couldn’t control the situation, Qinhe was so angry he gritted his teeth secretly, raising his voice to regain control: “Everyone, we came here to capture the demon head Cui Xiaoxiao, who is currently doing evil! Don’t be deceived by her tricks and deviate from our purpose! Those old cases naturally need investigation, but since she knows so many details and is skilled with talismans, doesn’t she have countless connections to the Ghost Sect? This demon head, Cui Xiaoxiao, has unknown origins and absolutely cannot be spared!”

Cui Xiaoxiao looked at Qinhe with a slight smile: “Oh my, Pavilion Master Qin and Wan Lian Shi are fellow sect brothers, so naturally you don’t like others speaking badly of him. I was presumptuous!”

Before Qinhe could retort, Lingyun Pavilion disciples began shouting: “Demoness! What nonsense are you spouting! Our Pavilion Master has been cultivating at Lingyun Pavilion since youth – how could he be Wan Lian Shi’s fellow sect brother!”

At this moment, Wei Jie suddenly pulled out the oil paper package that Yu Ling’er had mistaken for fragrant braised food from his cloth bag, throwing out a bloody severed arm!

This arm was exactly the one Wei Jie had chopped off Wan Lian Shi at Lord Can’s manor.

Wei Jie had too many devious thoughts, fearing Wan Lian Shi might reattach it. After chopping off the limb, he had taken the arm away.

Originally, he wanted to feed it to the dogs in the royal manor courtyard, but after Xiaoxiao examined the arm’s palm, she had Wei Jie bring it back.

So Wei Jie had torn oil paper in the prince’s palace, wrapped his arm, and stuffed it in his bag.

Xiaoxiao wanted to keep it, naturally, not for the evil prank of frightening Yu Ling’er.

Once one entered the Ghost Sect path, it was hard to turn back!

Because one had to make contracts with various evil talismans they cultivated, dark red markings would appear on the cultivator’s palm. The deeper the cultivation, the deeper and more complex the markings would become.

The markings on this severed palm were like interwoven spider webs, bright red and shocking – an old hand steeped in Ghost Sect ways.

When Wan Lian Shi served as royal manor steward, he always wore flesh-colored gloves to conceal this, not attracting attention. But without concealment on this severed arm, it immediately betrayed that the arm’s owner was deeply versed in Ghost Sect arts.

Xiaoxiao wanted to use this arm to prove that Wan Lian Shi was indeed still alive in this world!

She took the arm, held it high, and declared loudly: “This is what we master and disciple chopped off the white-haired steward at Lord Can’s manor when we broke in at night. He is the long-hidden Ghost Sect’s Wan Lian Shi! If you don’t believe it, you can immediately go to Lord Can’s manor to see if that steward is missing an arm and whether he still dares to meet you all! As for you, Pavilion Master Qin? I really don’t know if you’ve practiced Ghost Sect arts. Why don’t you show everyone your palms to see if you have these contract markings?”

When saying this, Xiaoxiao wore a face full of curious smiles, inquisitively staring at Qinhe’s hands that had always been hidden in his wide sleeves.

Hearing this, Qinhe’s eyelids twitched slightly. He truly never expected that such a young girl like Cui Xiaoxiao would understand Ghost Sect methods so well!

How did she know that anyone who had practiced Ghost Sect arts would leave markings on their palms?

Even if beaten to death, Qinhe could never imagine that Cui Xiaoxiao had traveled from two hundred years in the future, and she carried a foot-binding cloth-like secret manual that, besides not discussing much about their own sect’s affairs, recorded other sects’ unofficial histories in great detail!

The Ghost Sect was the inspiration for the Talismonger Sect, so Tang Youshu naturally wrote extensively about the Ghost Sect that had gone astray, incidentally warning disciples not to take the evil path.

Now, Xiaoxiao pointed out the aftereffects of practicing Ghost Sect arts, directly targeting Qinhe, demanding to examine his palms.

In the Luoyi phantom city, Xiaoxiao had seen Qinhe’s face through that broken mirror, so she was certain Qinhe had been exposed to Ghost Sect evil talismans and had considerable accomplishments.

Once stained by such evil arts, one would carry indelible marks for life. Now, Xiaoxiao wanted to examine Qinhe’s palms in front of everyone.

Cuo Shi – Chapter 60
Qinhe’s hands, hidden in his long sleeves, were now clenched tightly.

In his youth, he had joined the Ghost Sect alongside Wan Lian Shi, but lacking talent and unable to match Wan Lian Shi, he suffered backlash from ghost talismans and nearly died from demonic deviation.

Fortunately, he received Lord Can’s treatment, allowing him to be reborn. At Lord Can’s instruction, he changed his identity and joined Lingyun Pavilion. Because of his naturally handsome appearance, he won the heart of the old Pavilion Master’s only daughter, was introduced to the way of qi swords, gained enlightenment, and began rising rapidly in Lingyun Pavilion.

Over these years, he had abandoned the Ghost Sect and devoted himself to the sword way. The markings on his palms had faded considerably, though still faintly discernible, and they weren’t so bright red.

After all, the Ghost Sect way was best at behind-the-scenes manipulation of evil arts, rarely revealing itself publicly. Very few people in the world knew of the Ghost Sect’s methods.

Unfortunately, not long ago, Qinhe had operated the phantom mirror formation for his senior brother Wan Lian Shi, once again becoming tainted by human skin blood talismans.

Though the red marks on his palms weren’t as deep as Wan Lian Shi’s, they now clearly showed a spider web pattern that could be recognized at a glance.

Under such circumstances, how could Qinhe dare extend his hands for examination?

The two personal attendant disciples beside Qinhe exchanged suspicious glances.

They served Qinhe closely and naturally knew their master’s hands had indeed developed spider web blood marks recently.

When they asked their master about it, he only claimed it was accidentally scratched while fighting that demoness Cui Xiaoxiao.

But now looking at it, the spider web on their master’s palms was the same as this severed arm!

However, when Qinhe’s cold glare swept over them, the two disciples immediately lowered their heads in fear, not daring to speak further.

Cui Xiaoxiao’s words also gained recognition from Ebony Peak’s elder. Though he hadn’t participated in the campaign against Wan Lian Shi years ago, he had heard from his senior uncle about Wan Lian Shi’s blood-red palms.

So at this moment, he kindly advised Qinhe: “Pavilion Master Qin, since that’s the case, why not extend your hands for them to see? As they say, the upright need not fear shadows. Whether human or ghost, extending your hands would make it clear.”

The Ebony Peak elder seemed to speak gently, but his eyes beneath white brows flashed with shrewd light.

Ebony Peak had long ranked below Lingyun Pavilion, unable to develop. If Lingyun Pavilion had some shocking scandal, Ebony Peak would be happy to see it happen…

Qinhe was cornered with no way forward or back. He secretly gritted his teeth, full of regret – he truly shouldn’t have operated that phantom formation for his senior brother, becoming tainted by human skin talismans again.

Would his long-cultivated efforts come to nothing?

Just then, someone behind the crowd declared loudly: “Miss Cui, you need not vent your anger on my father over these baseless, boring matters.”

Everyone looked back to see a tall young man in white standing behind them with a face like still water.

This youth was none other than Lingyun Pavilion’s Young Pavilion Master, Qin Lingxiao.

Qinhe never expected his runaway son to appear and disrupt things at this moment.

He couldn’t help glaring at his son: “Your qualifications are still shallow – you have no place to speak here!”

But Qin Lingxiao glared back at his father with even sharper eyes, saying calmly: “Father, have you forgotten? You sent me to investigate the identity of Lord Can’s manor steward. I learned that the steward surnamed Cui was from Heze Township, so I went there to investigate. I discovered this person had polio as a child, was lame and small in stature, completely inconsistent with the white-haired steward we saw at the royal manor.”

This made it sound as if Qinhe had long suspected the manor steward’s identity and sent his son Qin Lingxiao to investigate.

But only insiders like Qinhe and Cui Xiaoxiao understood who Qin Lingxiao was protecting by suddenly stepping forward.

It turned out that after hearing Cui Xiaoxiao expose his father, though Qin Lingxiao appeared not to believe it on the surface, it had entered his heart.

After parting with Cui Xiaoxiao, the doubts in Qin Lingxiao’s mind wouldn’t dissipate. He decided to investigate thoroughly, going around to inquire about the manor steward’s origins and conducting a complete investigation.

The result proved the white-haired steward at the manor had unknown origins.

When Qinhe entered the manor for treatment, he didn’t know his son Qin Lingxiao had been secretly following him, hidden outside the manor walls, clearly seeing Qinhe’s entry.

When Father entered the manor, his spiritual bones were damaged. But after Cui Xiaoxiao and Wei Jie caused havoc at the royal manor, when father emerged, he had completely recovered.

Hidden in the darkness, watching his father, Qin Lingxiao’s heart felt like it was being fried in fierce fire. At this point, Cui Xiaoxiao’s words were sixty percent verified.

In his previous life, Qin Lingxiao’s father had died early at Wei Jie’s hands. Qin Lingxiao had never harbored any suspicion about his father’s life.

Now that seeds of doubt had been planted in his heart, they grew into painful cracks that were hard to believe.

But even if Father truly had some unspeakable secret with Lord Can, he couldn’t let Cui Xiaoxiao embarrass his father and Lingyun Pavilion before everyone.

Seeing his father about to be caught with evidence, Qin Lingxiao stepped forward at the right moment. On the surface, he was testifying for Cui Xiaoxiao, pointing out the suspicious facts about the manor steward, but he was resolving Qinhe’s predicament.

As Qinhe’s son, living with his father day and night, Qin Lingxiao had naturally seen the changes in his father’s palm marks and knew his father couldn’t pass this test.

So after saying this, he appropriately told Qinhe: “Father, you were injured before and shouldn’t exhaust yourself here. You should return early – leave matters here to me.”

When saying this, he gripped his father’s arm with one hand quite forcefully.

Qinhe felt pain and looked up to meet his son’s cold stare. For a moment, he was suppressed by the aura emanating from his young son.

When had his son become so composed and mature? He… seemed to know quite a few things he shouldn’t know…

Qinhe narrowed his eyes, knowing that staying longer might result in that wretched girl pressing him verbally and exposing his palm markings.

So Qinhe also seized the opportunity, saying urgently: “My wound is indeed painful and I can barely hold on… I’ll leave this place for you to handle!”

After speaking, he turned to leave.

How could Wei Jie let Qinhe escape so easily? The moment Qinhe turned, Wei Jie sent a qi shield flying toward him.

If Qinhe wanted to use his cultivation to block it, he would inevitably have to extend his hands – Wei Jie was forcing him to reveal his true form.

But the next moment, Qin Lingxiao also flew over, waving his hand to send out five qi swords that blocked Wei Jie’s qi shield.

When this spiritual qi-filled shield and swords collided, they caused the surrounding air to distort. With a loud, explosive sound, the surrounding people were knocked back several steps by the airflow.

Looking at the two young men again, their entire bodies were wrapped in profound spiritual qi like steaming fierce fire, their spiritual power seemingly endless.

The five-lined red lotus of Jiuxuan Sword Sect appeared again on Qin Lingxiao’s forehead, indicating his qi sword way had recovered to the fifth level.

Though the qi shield Wei Jie used was a Miaoxian Mountain technique Xiaoxiao had taught him, he had long since adapted and improved it. The originally smooth qi shield surface had grown sharp spikes – when wielded, it could both defend and attack.

Qin Lingxiao’s five qi swords were instantly knocked away by the qi shield but didn’t dissipate, instead spinning and circling in mid-air while surrounding trees were swept by sword qi like a hurricane…

This collision of abundant true qi changed the expressions of many sect masters present.

You must know that among the outstanding young talents of various sects, there were only so many. Though their cultivation and spiritual power varied, the differences weren’t too outrageous.

But this collision between Qin Lingxiao and Wei Jie made the elders of major sects discover that among the younger generation, there were actually prodigies who had formed Inner Cores early, and there were two of them!

Qin Lingxiao need not be mentioned – as Lingyun Pavilion’s only son, enjoying inherent advantages, with Lingyun Pavilion’s strength, Golden Cores could be consumed like beans.

They had long heard that Qin Lingxiao’s cultivation had advanced rapidly recently, as if enlightened. For such a heaven’s pride to form an Inner Core early wasn’t too surprising.

But this Wei Jie… a half-demon’s son, a disciple of a wild chicken sect – how could he have such profound inner breath and spiritual qi?

It was rumored that Cui Xiaoxiao had become demonic, so logically, Wei Jie should have also taken the demonic path. But why did his spiritual platform qi show no trace of cold evil qi? Instead, it faintly had the masculine aura of a great master!

You must know that just over a month ago, on Qilao Mountain, when Wei Jie was surrounded by disciples of the four great sects, his cultivation and spiritual qi weren’t nearly this deep!

This Cui Xiaoxiao truly could teach – in such a short time, she had molded a wild boy with mixed techniques into a cultivation master with a profound Inner Core!

What exactly was the background of this unknown Talismonger Sect?

Wasn’t this Cui Xiaoxiao a lowly talisman maker? How could she train such an outstanding disciple in just a few days?

For a moment, after everyone finished examining the two heaven-blessed young men with amazement, they turned their gazes to the young woman Cui Xiaoxiao.

Cui Xiaoxiao didn’t know that Wei Jie and Qin Lingxiao’s exchange had shaken the hearts of major sect elders, nor did she know she had stepped into the ranks of masters who could teach prodigies.

In the instant when Wei Jie and Qin Lingxiao fought, attracting everyone’s attention, Qinhe abandoned his son and disciples and fled without a trace!

Xiaoxiao sighed secretly – Qinhe had run fast. But his hands could no longer be shown in public, so he’d probably have to go to great lengths to conceal them. She wondered how long this half-human, half-ghost existence could be maintained…

Ling Zhishan, on the side, watched with surging emotions. Though there were two outstanding young men, Ling Zhishan’s attention was entirely focused on Wei Jie.

This man was not only exceptionally handsome, but his spiritual power and inner breath were so profound. She had never seen their sect’s qi shield technique display such power.

Such talent could hardly be a mere pond creature! For a moment, Ling Zhishan felt her heart flutter again, forgetting Wei Jie’s previous terrible attitude toward her.

As for the senior brother Qin Lingxiao, who had made her fall in love at first sight in the original trajectory, he completely became a backdrop, never entering her sight.

Speaking of the two who had exchanged blows, Qin Lingxiao’s heart was also greatly shaken.

He hadn’t expected that in just a few short days, Wei Jie’s inner cultivation and spiritual qi had advanced so much!

He had always extremely hated Wei Jie, yet also viewed this demonic master as an insurmountable high mountain.

Because he had once pursued Wei Jie all the way, knowing that with his strength, he could never reach Wei Jie’s heights in his lifetime.

Taking advantage of Wei Jie’s weakness when entering demonhood, he had won by a narrow margin, killing Wei Jie and successfully inheriting his spiritual power.

Qin Lingxiao had thought the nightmare was over, and he no longer needed to live under Wei Jie’s shadow.

But in that instant of exchanging blows just now, Wei Jie’s qi shield carried tremendous force, actually numbing both arms he used to control qi swords.

That feeling of powerlessness under Wei Jie’s aura pressure came again, overlapping with the nightmares that had disturbed Qin Lingxiao countless nights, making this sword sect’s heaven’s pride once again experience the fear of being dominated by his former demon lord.

Qin Lingxiao felt lost, thinking: If Wei Jie hadn’t cultivated the demonic path this time, hadn’t gone through demonic deviation, and didn’t have the weakness of pearl separation, how could he defeat such a Wei Jie?

Wei Jie was truly annoyed!

He had only wanted to stop Qinhe, but didn’t expect Qin Lingxiao to interfere, still letting Qinhe slip away.

Thinking of this boy secretly sending cakes to Xiaoxiao, he was truly a scoundrel who deceived girls! Just like his dog father, working in collusion!

But this boy was also strange – after just one exchange, he suddenly became stunned like someone had pressed his acupoint.

Wei Jie wasn’t polite either. Taking advantage of Qin Lingxiao staring at him blankly, he raised his hand and gave him a resounding slap!

Qin Lingxiao was caught off guard, knocked back two steps by the blow, but forgot to be angry, covering his face while still staring blankly at Wei Jie.

This slap felt… too familiar!

When he had previously joined Wei Jie’s forces, whenever his comprehension was slightly lacking and he couldn’t grasp the essentials Wei Jie taught, his former master would always deliver such a slap without warning, coldly showing his snake-scaled face, looking at him like an idiot before slapping him aside to reflect.

Now this slap seemed to transport him back to those days as a disciple dominated by the demon head.

Qin Lingxiao’s body instinctively reacted – his knees went soft, and he almost knelt before Master Wei.

At this moment, Yu Ling’er rushed over like an arrow, concernedly supporting Qin Lingxiao’s arm and checking if her benefactor’s face was injured, which prevented Qin Lingxiao from making a fool of himself in public.

Yu Ling’er didn’t understand the verbal sparring that had just occurred. In her view, Young Pavilion Master Qin had kindly come to testify to Xiaoxiao’s words.

But Wei Jie had thrown a tantrum and struck without warning. She naturally had to stand on Qin Lingxiao’s side and protect her benefactor!

When Qin Lingxiao came to his senses and realized he had almost knelt before Wei Jie, his handsome face turned purple with rage.

How could he forget – those humiliations would never repeat in this lifetime!

Even if Wei Jie had better comprehension, they were now both standing at the same mountain base, climbing upward – neither was necessarily unreachably higher than the other!

Seeing their Young Pavilion Master humiliated, Lingyun Pavilion disciples were furious and rushed forward to fight Wei Jie desperately. The previously calming situation became chaotic again.

Besides the four great sects, those who came this time included small sects on good terms with Qinhe. Having been instructed by Qinhe previously, they came as rabble-rousers.

Seeing Wei Jie strike the Lingyun Pavilion Young Master, they immediately shouted that the Talismonger Sect master and disciple were too bullied!

Young Master Qin had come to testify for them, but Wei Jie struck without distinguishing right from wrong!

But Xiaoxiao knew Qin Lingxiao’s true intention – if he hadn’t just intervened, Qinhe would have revealed his true form before everyone!

Unfortunately, this Qin wouldn’t sacrifice family for righteousness, only wanting to collude with his father!

No wonder Wei Jie was angry enough to slap him – Xiaoxiao herself wanted to slap that Qin!

So Xiaoxiao ignored those troublemakers, looking directly at Qin Lingxiao: “Young Pavilion Master Qin, what do you mean by this?”

Qin Lingxiao knew he was in the wrong. Having just been severely suppressed by his former master’s aura, his eyes were slightly red as he said through gritted teeth to Xiaoxiao: “…No matter what, he’s still my father! I… I’m sorry…”

Xiaoxiao understood his meaning.

It seemed Qin Lingxiao had finally noticed something wrong with his father, but justice ultimately lost to blood kinship. He was determined to protect his father and absolutely wouldn’t let Cui Xiaoxiao and the others expose Qinhe’s true face.

Just then, Qin Lingxiao suddenly lowered his voice: “Xiaoxiao, other matters aren’t important to you and me. It’s just… the other Demon Pearl’s whereabouts are unknown. I can never find its aura – it should have possessed someone else…”

What? Xiaoxiao hadn’t expected him to suddenly say this and was slightly stunned.

Qin Lingxiao slowly moved closer, seeming to want to say more secrets. Thinking of his previous words, Xiaoxiao didn’t dodge for a moment.

Qin Lingxiao was waiting for such an opportunity. He quickly flashed over, gripped her arm firmly, and yanked open her sleeve.

Though Wei Jie was quick to pull Xiaoxiao back and kicked Qin Lingxiao away, Xiaoxiao’s sleeve was already torn, exposing her entire arm and revealing scattered snake scales.

When the snake scales on Cui Xiaoxiao’s arm were exposed, all the sects immediately erupted!

Having snake scales was the most obvious sign of becoming demonic! And looking at the scales on her arm, she had been demonic for some time!

Pavilion Master Qin’s words were correct – this Cui Xiaoxiao was indeed a demoness!

Cui Xiaoxiao stared with her mouth half-open at that surnamed Qin – it seemed this young one was even more vicious than the old one, knowing how to divert everyone’s attention and expose her weakness in one move.

Now, no one present cared about whether Qinhe’s palms had markings, only staring at Xiaoxiao’s snake scales and discussing heatedly.

At this moment, several Lingyun Pavilion disciples also swore to tell of how Cui Xiaoxiao had previously become demonic with red eyes and scratched Pavilion Master Qin.

Qin Lingxiao kept his face cold, turning away from Cui Xiaoxiao, struggling to suppress his inner guilt – if there had been any other way, he wouldn’t have wanted to betray Xiaoxiao like this.

But if not for this, the Talismonger Sect pair would keep pursuing the matter of his father’s palm.

In Qin Lingxiao’s view, even if Xiaoxiao was considered demonic, it was still solvable.

She wasn’t originally from this lifetime anyway. At worst, he’d take her away and follow their previous plan – have her avoid crowds, find Zhu Jiuyin’s divine statue, and they could both return to two hundred years later.

After returning, he would naturally help Xiaoxiao resolve her demonic nature and properly apologize.

With such plans, Qin Lingxiao felt Xiaoxiao’s reputation two hundred years ago wasn’t important.

So he could only grit his teeth and ignore much else, deliberately exposing Xiaoxiao’s demonic condition.

His method was truly effective. Curses calling the Talismonger Sect a demonic cult and Cui Xiaoxiao a thoroughly evil demon head shot straight to the sky!

When there are many people, it depends on who shouts the loudest. Even if there were still weak questioning voices about Wan Lian Shi and Qinhe’s relationship, they were quickly drowned out by shouts of “demoness, demoness.”

If it were Wei Jie being accused, he would have long since coldly drawn his whip and fought this mob.

But now the one being slandered was Cui Xiaoxiao, a street-smart woman who had traveled from two hundred years in the future.

She had no sad, angry, or extreme thoughts; she only found it amusing to watch this dark crowd of troublemakers.

What prestigious righteous sects, cultivation masters? Had they all only cultivated their spiritual platforms while refining their empty brains? These people – what difference was there from a flock driven by whistles? They were easily controlled and used by those with ulterior motives to wave flags and shout.

But not everyone was against her. One person was pointing at Qin Lingxiao’s nose and scolding vigorously – it was Yu Ling’er, who had always worshipped Young Master Qin like a god!

Yu Ling’er hadn’t expected Qin Lingxiao to betray Xiaoxiao before everyone like this. For a moment, the benefactor’s sacred image in her heart collapsed. Angrily disappointed, she questioned Qin Lingxiao – he clearly knew Xiaoxiao was a good person, so why embarrass her before everyone?

Qin Lingxiao had just taken Wei Jie’s kick and was in pain. Being pointed at and scolded by a little fox made him extremely ashamed and angry.

But knowing he was wrong, he could only hide behind Lingyun Pavilion disciples with a gloomy face.

For a moment, Xiaoxiao felt somewhat comforted, thinking the chicken legs and cakes she’d fed the little fox hadn’t been wasted.

Speaking of chicken legs, this courtyard full of chaotic cursing was quite appetizing.

Xiaoxiao touched her stomach and waved for Yu Ling’er to stop bothering Qin Lingxiao.

She had Wei Jie bring her a table, then she set a chair on the table, stood on the chair, cupped her hands into a megaphone, and shouted: “Everyone, it’s almost breakfast time! Are you hungry? How about I treat you to porridge – we can eat and chat, how about it?”

Now the noisy crowd fell silent – they stared wide-eyed at the young girl who had been cursed for so long, hardly believing what they’d just heard.

Cui Xiaoxiao was truly hungry. Though she had eaten some food and wine with the prince in the forest earlier, her attention had been mostly on conversation then, so she hadn’t eaten very heartily.

Now she had just broken the blood-sucking lantern formation and argued for a long time. Just when it seemed she could clear her grievances, that troublemaker Qin Lingxiao had stirred things up, and everything seemed back to square one.

Feeling discouraged made one easily hungry.

Seeing their attitude of not stopping until they cursed her to death, Xiaoxiao felt breakfast was more important. At worst, after eating her fill, she’d draw boundaries and start fighting!

So after this shout silenced the scene, she continued with full sincerity: “My cultivation isn’t as brilliant as yours – I really can’t stand being hungry at mealtime. My disciple bought several bags of emerald glutinous rice yesterday. Add some sweet vegetables and cured meat dice to cook with white rice – the aroma is incredible! The neighbor’s grandmother made peanut sesame cakes yesterday too – they taste sweetest with porridge. Would everyone like to try?”
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At this moment, the morning light gradually brightened. Accompanied by the fresh air of dawn, the aroma of things like cured meat, rice porridge, and sesame sugar cakes greatly stirred people’s stomachs.

Some sect disciples with shallow cultivation, upon hearing these words, actually responded with several stomach rumbles, creating quite an appropriate atmosphere.

The elder from Ebony Peak angrily stroked his beard and waved his hand at Xiaoxiao, who was standing on the table: “What is all this nonsense! Are you trying to evade the issue and delay time?”

Xiaoxiao couldn’t wait for them at all. Her filial grand-disciple Tang Youshu, upon hearing that his grand-master was hungry, hurriedly returned to the house to fetch a bamboo basket and handed his grand-master a peanut sesame cake.

Xiaoxiao unceremoniously took a big bite. The sugar filling in the cake overflowed, and it was truly delicious!

After she had eaten two bites to satisfy her hunger, she regained her composure and earnestly reasoned with the Ebony Peak elder: “You came here to capture the perpetrator who massacred the village. I have already proven that I am not that person, and Miss Ling from Miaoxian Mountain and her fellow disciples can also testify to our innocence. The reappearance of these evil formations in the martial world is a calamity for all under heaven. The real culprit is Wan Lian Shi from Lord Can’s mansion, who is also the demon that harmed the predecessors of your four great sects. He is severely injured, and his arm is here. If you are determined to eliminate this menace, you might as well eat your fill of breakfast here before going to investigate the prince’s mansion. While Wan Lian Shi’s strength is weakened, you could avenge your sect and clear the shame of your masters.”

Ling Zhishan had been standing silently to the side. Now, hearing Xiaoxiao mention her in her speech, she finally spoke: “When the village was under siege, Cui Xiaoxiao and her disciple Wei Jie were indeed with us. It certainly wasn’t her doing.”

Although the sect leader of Miaoxian Mountain was no longer present, his daughter’s words carried great persuasive power.

However, the current sect leader of Miaoxian Mountain sneered with contempt, and several of his trusted followers immediately understood his meaning, mocking Ling Zhishan for not staying properly in her sect but running down the mountain to associate with this Cui Xiaoxiao. Had she been bewitched by this demoness to speak for her?

Ling Zhishan glanced sideways at her sect leader uncle, her voice slightly cold: “When my father was in trouble, it was Young Master Wei Jie from the Wei family who came to help. Although my father was too deeply poisoned to be saved and died, I am someone who repays kindness. I remember Wei Jie’s kindness in my heart, and could never use false accusations to frame my benefactor! Otherwise, my father’s spirit in heaven would not rest in peace, and would lament that Miaoxian Mountain would only produce ungrateful scoundrels in the future!”

Hearing her indirect criticism, several disciples from Miaoxian Mountain became too angry to bear it. However, the current sect leader calmly restrained them.

Now that Ling Zhishan couldn’t stay on the mountain, it suited his purposes perfectly. Why would he need to bully this orphaned girl in front of so many people and give others grounds to criticize him?

It was even better that Ling Zhishan defended Cui Xiaoxiao. Even if these murders weren’t committed by Cui Xiaoxiao, her demonic possession was an undeniable fact.

He wanted to see what fate would befall Ling Zhishan for currying favor with these demonic path people!

However, hearing Ling Zhishan speak this way, many people present felt somewhat embarrassed and turned their heads away.

Because many of them had initially received Wei Jie’s assistance. Now they were surrounding and attacking the master and disciple, which indeed appeared rather ungrateful.

Taking advantage of the internal conflict between the Miaoxian Mountain uncle and niece, Cui Xiaoxiao launched into another round of colorful flattery: “Everyone is concerned that I might harm others after becoming possessed, traveling thousands of miles to come here. You are truly models of righteousness! However, please rest assured that although I was temporarily possessed by a demon pearl and cannot currently break free from it, I won’t go mad and harm people. If you cannot tolerate even a trace of evil, you might as well wait until I truly go insane and massacre people before coming to execute me. At that time, not only will my Talismonger Sect disciples not obstruct you, but we’ll even contribute silver to erect demon-subduing monuments for you, placing them all over the mountains and fields to demonstrate your immeasurable virtue…”

After finishing her soft words, the smile disappeared from Xiaoxiao’s face, her eyes suddenly reddened, and while chewing her sugar cake, she choked up: “Even if something has grown on my arm, Young Sect Leader Qin shouldn’t have so rudely pulled at my sleeves in front of everyone! Is Lingyun Pavilion so informal with women? I may have injured the pavilion leader of Lingyun Pavilion, but I saw with my own eyes him meeting privately with that demon Wan Lian Shi, calling each other ‘big senior brother’ and ‘little junior brother’… Oh, I understand now… Even if I misheard, can’t that be acceptable? You, father and son of Lingyun Pavilion, please be merciful and don’t always think about killing me to silence me. Even if you want to silence me, please do it personally rather than troubling elders and disciples from other sects to make such journeys each time. Are they all so idle that they don’t need to refine pills, meditate, and improve their cultivation?”

At this point, Wei Jie silently turned around. In such a confrontational situation, it would diminish their momentum if the chief disciple under Sect Leader Cui burst into laughter.

But he was so amused by Xiaoxiao’s tearful, pitiful appearance that he could only silently laugh, facing the corner of the room.

When it came to such nonsensical skills, if Sect Leader Cui claimed second place, who would dare claim first?

However, his turning away appeared to outsiders as if he was saddened by his master’s humiliation. Men don’t cry easily, but Wei Jie, such a coldly handsome and mysteriously charming man, was so distressed that his shoulders trembled.

Combined with Tang, the scholar who was heartbroken for his grandmaster with a mournful face, and the fox-woman Yu Ling’er, who was genuinely moved to tears by Xiaoxiao’s words and was sobbing,

The entire Talismonger Sect was filled with misery and suffering, while those surrounding the sect unconsciously began to feel like they had become accomplices to bullies.

Having said about enough, Xiaoxiao sniffled and wrapped up: “…So, why don’t you all consider your priorities – whether to continue staying here to help Qin Lingxiao bully a young girl like me, or to go to Lord Can’s mansion to capture that blood-soaked demonic sect fiend and avenge your tragically dead fellow disciples and ancestors?”

When she said this, she truly looked like an innocent and pitiful girl next door.

Moreover, the young lady’s words were as clear as mountain spring water – where was the logic in treating someone as a murderer before they had killed anyone?

The elders from other sects had long since caught on: there was deep private enmity between the Lingshan Talismonger Sect and the Lingyun Pavilion. And Lingyun Pavilion seemed to be using the other sects as pawns, utilizing them to deal with the Talismonger Sect’s disciples.

Although the four great sects had always had a tradition of mutual support, in recent years, Lingyun Pavilion had been setting too high a tone, frequently rallying the four great sects to launch expeditions everywhere.

But after several instances, it was always the other three sects charging ahead while Lingyun Pavilion hid behind to reap the benefits. After this happened multiple times, the elders had long felt uncomfortable about it.

The young lady was right – were all three great sects so idle that they didn’t need to refine pills, meditate, and improve their cultivation?

However, what truly made them consider retreating wasn’t merely Cui Xiaoxiao’s words, but the profound Inner Core strength that Wei Jie had displayed during his confrontation with Qin Lingxiao.

This previously unknown Lingshan Talismonger Sect was truly a place where tigers and dragons hid.

If the disciples had already formed Inner Cores, then how terrifying would Cui Xiaoxiao be when her demonic nature fully erupted, given that she already showed signs of possession?

After all, among the four great sects, Qin He’s cultivation was already quite advanced, yet he was still severely injured in his spiritual bones by her. Moreover, despite being surrounded by so many people, Cui Xiaoxiao had the leisure to eat sugar cakes – wasn’t this being at ease and confident?

So while everyone had been boldly scolding and arguing based on their numbers, no one had been willing to step forward and be the first to stick their neck out.

There were even old foxes like Elder Ebony Peak who had been secretly cursing Lingyun Pavilion for being dishonorable, actually stirring up such a hard bone for them to gnaw.

When Cui Xiaoxiao had wanted to confront and examine Qin He’s palm earlier, that old fox from Lingyun Pavilion had suddenly felt unwell and hurriedly fled.

Who knew if he had connections with that Wan Lian Shi!

The elders from other sects weren’t stupid either – their mental calculations were clicking away!

Now, Cui Xiaoxiao’s gentle and soft-spoken words truly provided these people who were caught between a rock and a hard place with a long stairway to climb down.

Compared to crusading against a demoness who hadn’t yet caused innocent killings, going to crusade against the remnant of the Ghost Sect hiding in a treacherous prince’s mansion with one arm missing seemed more capable of demonstrating justice!

So the three great sects, along with righteous warriors from other sects, sternly warned the female demon to be careful with her words and actions and to quickly turn back from the precipice, absolutely not to continue single-mindedly cultivating demonic arts. After this, they withdrew from the village with dignity and marched grandly toward Luoyi City.

Qin Lingxiao hadn’t expected that Cui Xiaoxiao could use such clever tactics, eating sugar cakes while using verbal artillery to persuade the assembled crusaders to retreat.

And the other three great sects had abandoned Lingyun Pavilion’s people like this, leaving without even a greeting, each with a sour expression.

Qin Lingxiao could sense that the people from the other three great sects seemed to have many grievances against Lingyun Pavilion and were no longer following Lingyun Pavilion’s lead as they had before…

Seeing that everyone else had left but Qin Lingxiao still hadn’t, Cui Xiaoxiao brushed off the sesame crumbs stuck to her hands and asked him with a cold smile: “Why hasn’t Young Sect Leader Qin left yet? Do you want to pull at my sleeves again?”

Qin Lingxiao pressed his lips together, knowing that Xiaoxiao must be angry with him. If he stayed, it would only be asking for trouble.

Looking at Xiaoxiao’s cold expression, his heart was filled with mixed feelings. If there had been another way earlier, he wouldn’t have wanted to be enemies with Xiaoxiao. Last time they had been able to talk peacefully…

He could only say in a low voice: “What I told you about the demon pearl is true… With a demon pearl in your body, you should be able to sense the other one better than I can. If it possesses someone with ulterior motives, the consequences would be unthinkable… You’ve invested too much care in the people here, I’m afraid you’ll be trapped by your web. Don’t you… want to go back?”

After saying this, Qin Lingxiao led his people away swiftly.

Qin Lingxiao’s heart was filled with too many questions to ask his father, so he also wanted to catch up with his father and ask him what dealings he had with Lord Can.

But Wei Jie had heard the last few words Qin Lingxiao whispered to Xiaoxiao.

He couldn’t help but narrow his eyes slightly: Go back? Where did that surname Qin want Xiaoxiao to return to?

After the group dispersed noisily, the villagers didn’t dare provoke these demon heads who were on the government’s wanted list and continued to keep their distance.

The Talismonger Sect could finally light a fire to cook porridge and let their grandmaster eat a bowl of hot rice porridge.

Xiaoxiao felt she should also fulfill her duties as a master and took the opportunity to educate the Talismonger Sect.

“Did you see that? This is what’s called subduing the enemy without fighting. If you can avoid using force, try not to, especially you! Wei Jie, yes, I’m talking about you! Stop raising your eyebrows and glaring! Remember, the thing under your nose is called a mouth! When people wrongly accuse you, don’t just curl your lip and sneer coldly – you need to open your mouth and explain! Remember, we Talismonger Sect disciples will eat anything except losses!”

This speech made Tang Youshu nod repeatedly. He didn’t even bother eating and hurriedly pulled out his notebook, his pen dancing like dragons and phoenixes to record his grand-master’s golden words.

Wei Jie continued to curl his lip in a cold sneer, then lowered his eyes to think about his matters, looking somewhat stubbornly unreachable.

Yu Ling’er was immersed in the disillusionment and loss regarding her benefactor Qin Lingxiao, tears streaming down her face as she choked on her sugar cake, still unable to believe that Qin Lingxiao could be so ungentlemanly as to pull at a girl’s sleeves and betray Xiaoxiao.

It was Tang Youshu who couldn’t bear to watch and consoled Yu Ling’er, saying that Young Sect Leader Qin had his difficulties, and that people in different circumstances would think differently – one couldn’t demand consistency. Besides, Young Sect Leader Qin’s actions had nothing to do with her, Yu Ling’er. If Young Sect Leader Qin faced difficulties in the future and she found a way to help him, that would repay the debt. One really couldn’t expect a life-saving benefactor to also be morally perfect.

Hearing Tang Youshu’s gentle and careful words, Yu Ling’er felt much more comfortable. But thinking about how she had originally admired Young Sect Leader Qin and planned to offer herself to him,

Now she had a feeling of having entrusted herself to the wrong person. Their fox clan had always emphasized following one’s heart from beginning to end – would she have to become an oddity among the fox clan, unable to remain constant?

Wei Jie couldn’t stand listening anymore and snorted coldly, expressing that they should have let some toothless old man with a wheezing voice save Yu Ling’er back then. He wanted to see if Fox clan people would fall for anyone’s looks and offer themselves to just anyone.

Yu Ling’er couldn’t help but imagine herself confessing and promising lifelong commitment to a walnut-skinned old man. Immediately, like having her tail stepped on, she started yelling at Wei Jie again.

At the side table sat Ling Zhishan and her fellow disciples.

Because she had helped Cui Xiaoxiao, Xiaoxiao couldn’t very well let the young lady leave on an empty stomach, so she invited her and her fellow disciples to stay and have a bowl of porridge before leaving.

Ling Zhishan had been silently watching the chaos at the next table – this Talismonger Sect was truly different from other cultivation sects. The people in the sect seemed to have no rules or taboos, chattering away in front of their sect leader without any of the pure-hearted detachment from love, hate, and desires that cultivation practitioners should have.

And Cui Xiaoxiao seemed not to manage her disciples at all. Seeing such a lack of proper hierarchy at the dining table, she could smile and join in…

This table full of worldly atmosphere once again stunned Ling Zhishan, who came from an orthodox sect background, and somehow made her feel envious.

Miaoxian Mountain had always been extremely strength-oriented. To cultivate the Qi Shield, one had to constantly screen and eliminate others. Only those who could endure three years of waterfall training could be considered successful.

Precisely because of this atmosphere, fellow disciples all viewed each other as competitors.

Except for being gentle and somewhat yielding to her as the master’s daughter, the other fellow disciples competed fiercely in open and hidden struggles. Where would there be scenes of playful banter like in the Talismonger Sect?

She truly hoped to sit at the same table as that man with clear, bright eyes. When that time came, would he also treat her with the same gentle care as he showed when serving porridge and food to Cui Xiaoxiao…

When they had nearly finished breakfast, Cui Xiaoxiao politely and tactfully hinted that Ling Zhishan should leave.

But Ling Zhishan and her Miaoxian Mountain fellow disciples didn’t leave and continued to linger in the courtyard.

When she finally asked, Ling Zhishan seemed to have made up her mind. She bit her teeth and led her people to kneel before Cui Xiaoxiao with a thump: “We admire Sect Leader Cui’s superior techniques and wish to join Lingshan Talismonger Sect. Please have mercy, Sect Leader, and accept us!”

Ah? Xiaoxiao choked on a mouthful of sugar cake, truly stuck between swallowing and spitting it out.

Fortunately, Wei Jie promptly patted her back, preventing a generation of Demon Lords from choking to death on a cake.

Xiaoxiao had never expected that this Ling Zhishan, after going around in circles, would want to join her sect.

As someone from two hundred years in the future, Xiaoxiao knew that both Ling Zhishan and Qin Lingxiao were rebellious by nature, capable of betraying and destroying their masters.

She was already unlucky enough to have taken on Wei Jie’s fate of demonic possession. If she recruited another such “beloved disciple,” she would be close to death!

So after coughing for a while, Xiaoxiao said gently: “Well… Miss Ling, you are the daughter of Miaoxian Mountain’s late sect leader, with unlimited cultivation prospects. Our Talismonger Sect is unknown and now wanted by the government, with a terrible reputation. If I accepted you, I would be harming you. You should seek another famous master.”

But Ling Zhishan thought Xiaoxiao was truly being modest. She hurriedly said, “I was blind before and underestimated the Talismonger Sect. Now, seeing you all treat the common people and your noble character, you surpass those hypocrites. Moreover, your and your disciples’ skills are extraordinary and make people admire you at first sight. I have made up my mind and must take you as my master. If you won’t accept me, I will kneel here forever.”

After speaking, she remained motionless in prostration, looking as if she truly wouldn’t get up unless she could join the Talismonger Sect.

Having a delicate beauty kneeling there made people’s hearts ache with pity.

Xiaoxiao sighed and decided… not to look anymore.

She waved her arm and ordered the Talismonger Sect to pack their luggage and leave, abandoning this Miaoxian Mountain leech to kneel in the courtyard.

After all, Ling Zhishan kneeling forever was better than Cui Xiaoxiao, sleeping forever and croaking.

Xiaoxiao felt she had already slid quite far down the path of courting death. The Talismonger Sect’s membership was already too mixed – there was no need to add more people.

Ling Zhishan felt that Cui Xiaoxiao was easier to talk to than Wei Jie and more easygoing, so she was certain that someone of her prestigious background would be welcomed with delight and accepted without hesitation if she offered to become a disciple.

She never expected that after swallowing her pride to worship a young lady of similar age to her master, she would be cruelly rejected.

She had said so much, yet Cui Xiaoxiao had led the entire Talismonger Sect away silently and cleanly.

Now, Ling Zhishan had lost both face and dignity, kneeling in the farm courtyard. For a moment, tears of shame and anger burst forth, and she could only glare hatefully at the retreating figures of the Talismonger Sect.

A Miaoxian Mountain disciple nearby came to help up his junior sister, then said to her: “Actually, that Cui Xiaoxiao was right. The Talismonger Sect isn’t a famous great sect, and they were just surrounded by orthodox sects. Why should we join such a wild chicken sect?”

Ling Zhishan slowly stood up, took a deep breath, and barely stopped her tears before slowly saying: “Didn’t you see? That Wei Jie could skillfully use our Miaoxian Mountain’s Qi Shield, and his technique was even more profound than our own sect’s! Cui Xiaoxiao stole Miaoxian Mountain’s mental cultivation methods and improved them. I swore at my father’s grave that I would reclaim Miaoxian Mountain and must improve my cultivation. Since Cui Xiaoxiao can teach someone like Wei Jie, she’s naturally the best choice for me to worship as a master!”

Most importantly, if she worshipped Cui Xiaoxiao as master, she could become fellow disciples with that mysteriously charming man and spend day and night together, practicing morning and evening…

Hearing her explanation, the others all understood. They were all followers of the deceased old sect leader who weren’t tolerated by the new sect leader, which was why they had followed junior sister Ling Zhishan down the mountain.

When Wei Jie had fought Qin Lingxiao earlier, he had indeed used Miaoxian Mountain’s Qi Shield, but when applying the Qi Shield, he had compensated for Miaoxian Mountain’s weakness of being clumsy and insufficiently flexible.

If Ling Zhishan could reach Wei Jie’s level, returning to overthrow the current sect leader would be as easy as turning her hand. That’s why junior sister had the idea of taking a master’s.

But that Cui Xiaoxiao refused to accept them – there was nothing they could do about it!

However, Ling Zhishan took a deep breath, stopped her tears, and said with firm determination: “Earlier, the four great sects were hostile toward the Talismonger Sect. It’s understandable that Cui Xiaoxiao is wary of the four great sects and wouldn’t accept us. This was only my first attempt at worship, not enough to show my sincerity in taking a master’s. When I try a third or fourth time and she sees our sincerity, she should no longer refuse.”

Having made up her mind, Ling Zhishan led her fellow disciples to follow far behind Lingshan Talismonger Sect, determined to pester them persistently until she could join Cui Xiaoxiao’s tutelage.

After the Talismonger Sect group left the village, they soon discovered that Ling Zhishan’s group was following them like ghosts from a distance.

Yu Ling’er, having heard about Ling Zhishan’s circumstances, felt she was similar to the homeless fox clan people and said to Xiaoxiao: “A few more people wouldn’t matter anyway. Why don’t you just accept them?”

Xiaoxiao was sitting in the carriage meditating. Hearing Yu Ling’er’s words, she snorted coldly: “Our Talismonger Sect is already supporting enough idle people. Why don’t you leave and give your place to her? It makes no difference to me who I support.”

Hearing this, Yu Ling’er didn’t dare speak anymore and could only silently make faces at Cui Xiaoxiao, no longer mentioning letting Cui Xiaoxiao accept more people.

Just then, Wei Jie, who had gone somewhere unknown, returned. He had seen that Xiaoxiao’s clothes were torn by Qin Lingxiao, so he had gone to a nearby town to buy her several new outfits.

Wei Jie had good taste. The clothes he bought were light and elegant in color, made of fine fabric that was ethereal and otherworldly. When Xiaoxiao put them on and they swayed in the wind, she emanated an immortal aura, making Yu Ling’er envious as she praised Xiaoxiao for being extremely beautiful.

Xiaoxiao had always worn coarse clothes before. The most exquisite outfit she had ever worn was when she disguised herself as a dancer to sneak into the city.

She hadn’t expected Wei Jie to buy her the kind of expensive dresses that young ladies from wealthy families wore. She was so delighted that she kept stroking the fabric, her eyes sparkling as she asked Wei Jie: “Wearing this… isn’t it too formal?”

Wei Jie leaned against the side of the carriage, watching his little master like a happy little white butterfly, constantly spinning and dancing with her long skirt flowing. He couldn’t help but curve his lips into a smile, showing his cute canine teeth.

After smiling for a while, he beckoned for her to come over.

Xiaoxiao was in a joyful mood and obediently came to Wei Jie’s side, holding up her skirt. Wei Jie reached into his robe and pulled out a white jade hairpin, inserting it into Xiaoxiao’s half-upswept hair.

The expensive hairpin indeed matched well with the flowing dress, making Xiaoxiao’s delicate, pale face appear even more ethereal.

Looking at Wei Jie’s face so close to hers, the smile on Xiaoxiao’s face gradually faded as she sensed something was amiss.

Although it was proper for a disciple to show filial respect to his master, for a disciple to both buy his master beautiful dresses and give her expensive hairpins… this didn’t look like a disciple at all, but rather like a lover.
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Thinking of this, Xiaoxiao immediately felt uncomfortable and reached out to remove the hairpin, but her slender wrist was grasped by Wei Jie.

He said indifferently: “It didn’t cost much. Just consider it the tuition fee you give me as your disciple.”

Wei Jie’s palm was somewhat burning hot. Xiaoxiao hurriedly shook off his hand.

The money a disciple pays to learn skills from their master is called tuition, which is perfectly reasonable. Like those four great sects that widely accept students, not everyone can become immortal, but having so many junior disciples is for financial gain.

The Talismonger Sect was poor as a church mouse, relying only on the two wealthy households of Tang Youshu and Wei Jie. It was nothing to criticize if Wei Jie was tactful enough to show filial respect to his master.

But Xiaoxiao just felt something was off. She struggled free from Wei Jie’s large palm and still pulled out the hairpin, saying: “I’ll accept these clothes, but the hairpin isn’t necessary. If you want to pay tuition, convert it to silver…”

Wei Jie raised an eyebrow and directly pulled out bank notes from his robes, handing them to Xiaoxiao: “Why make it so troublesome? Take however much you want.”

…How could she forget that Wei Jie was a young master from the wealthy Wei family who could rival a nation? The Wei family guarded silver mines – they could lack anything except silver.

Just as Xiaoxiao was rendered speechless by the pile of bank notes thrust at her, that exquisite hairpin was inserted back into her hair by Wei Jie.

Not only did he insert the hairpin, he also helped tighten Xiaoxiao’s somewhat messy hair bun: “You’re wearing a dress now – how can you have messy hair… Don’t move, if you move again, your hair will get messy!”

With her hair gripped by him, Xiaoxiao could only let him fuss with it. But hearing his scolding tone, she still felt somewhat annoyed and could only roll her eyes and glare at him sideways, looking exactly like a little girl having her hair styled by her father.

Ling Zhishan was resting not far from the Talismonger Sect, watching from afar as Wei Jie dotingly helped Xiaoxiao arrange her hair.

A tactless junior brother beside her even whispered: “Wei Jie looks wild and unrestrained, but I didn’t expect him to be so filial to his master…”

Another older senior brother saw through the situation and spoke meaningfully: “These master and disciple are similar in age – filial piety is out of the question. It’s more like mutual respect between husband and wife…”

After he finished speaking, the other male disciples all laughed along. No wonder they said the Talismonger Sect practiced the ways of the Hehuan Sect – with such a young and beautiful female master accepting vigorous young male disciples, how could they restrain themselves!

Thinking of this, they also became eager to join the Talismonger Sect!

But Ling Zhishan couldn’t bear to hear such vulgar talk among men. Angrily, she grabbed a handful of green grass and threw it at her fellow disciples.

“Since we intend to worship Cui Xiaoxiao as master, how can you speak of our future master in such a frivolous way? No wonder she won’t accept us – you must have shown improper expressions that she noticed!”

Just as Ling Zhishan was scolding her fellow disciples, one of them tugged at her sleeve and nodded toward the front.

Ling Zhishan turned to look and saw that Cui Xiaoxiao, having finished arranging her hair, was walking over with several meat buns.

After handing the food to Ling Zhishan, she spoke earnestly: “Miss Ling, you’ve been following me for half a day. Eat these buns and go your separate ways with your fellow disciples. There’s no point in continuing to follow me.”

Ling Zhishan bit her lip and said quietly, “May I ask Sect Leader Cui why you won’t accept me? Is my talent inferior to your disciples, or have I somehow offended you?”

After handing food to Ling Zhishan’s fellow disciples, Cui Xiaoxiao smiled bitterly: “Our Talismonger Sect isn’t some great cultivation sect. I’m puzzled why Miss Ling, clearly from a prestigious background, insists so stubbornly on joining my Talismonger Sect.”

Ling Zhishan didn’t speak, but her gaze couldn’t help drifting toward the handsome man sitting by the carriage, a grass stalk in his mouth, lazily looking up at the clouds.

Xiaoxiao followed her gaze and looked back, then pondered slightly before her expression froze.

Ling Zhishan’s infatuated stare was too obvious – she looked deeply smitten.

This… what was going on? Why was Ling Zhishan, who in the original trajectory had united with her senior brother to betray their master, now showing signs of being enamored with Wei Jie?

Shouldn’t she be in love with Qin Lingxiao?

Ling Zhishan also came to her senses at this moment, seeing that Cui Xiaoxiao had followed her gaze to look at Wei Jie and then turned back to stare at her in shock.

Miss Ling’s cheeks flushed red as she said hurriedly: “It’s… It’s not what you think!”

But Cui Xiaoxiao continued staring at her. Ling Zhishan could never imagine what she was thinking.

However, it was no wonder Ling Zhishan stared so intently.

That man was merely leaning against the carriage in a daze, in a lazy posture of extreme boredom, yet he was captivating in every way.

He had his arms behind his head, leaning against the carriage board, one foot casually resting on the cart frame. His handsome and smoothly contoured profile was dappled with scattered bright spots from the sunlight above. His long, curved eyelashes trembled slightly along with the grass stalk in his mouth. When he occasionally raised his eyes, his pale purple gaze was languid, and under the contrast of his sword-like eyebrows and straight nose, he seemed capable of intoxicating anyone who looked at him…

Seeing Ling Zhishan gazing at Wei Jie with such ardent admiration, Xiaoxiao felt slightly uncomfortable in her heart.

But she was too lazy to think deeply about why she felt uncomfortable. Her smile toward Ling Zhishan simply grew a few degrees cooler. After delivering the food, she turned and left.

When passing by the carriage, she deliberately shook the water pouch in her hand, splashing water all over the front of Wei Jie’s robes.

The man couldn’t help but sit up straight, raising a single eyebrow to silently ask Xiaoxiao what she was trying to do.

Xiaoxiao assumed the dignity of a master and said coldly, “Your sitting posture is improper! Where do you look like a disciple of the righteous Talismonger Sect?”

Wei Jie stood up and leaned close to Xiaoxiao’s face to ask: “Then… how should we righteous Talismonger Sect disciples sit?”

Xiaoxiao puffed her cheeks and pushed him away, thinking for a moment: “At the very least, you shouldn’t fold your body into several angles and put on such a seductive appearance.”

Wei Jie couldn’t help but show his canine teeth in a smile and leaned down to ask again: “Then who am I being seductive toward?”

Of course, Xiaoxiao couldn’t mention Ling Zhishan – that would embarrass the poor girl.

Besides, she regretted her words after saying them, feeling she was being too meddlesome.

Wei Jie originally had a female demon bloodline – asking him not to bewitch people would be like asking him to grow a layer of snake scales. As for how the twisted relationship between him and Ling Zhishan would eventually turn out, it had little to do with her, someone from two hundred years in the future.

Thinking this, Xiaoxiao simply stopped talking and turned to climb the hillside to gaze at distant Luoyi City.

Their purpose was to head to Luoyi City again to gather intelligence about the various sects’ siege of Lord Can’s mansion.

When Xiaoxiao stood on the hillside gazing at distant Luoyi City, Wei Jie also followed, standing behind her.

He looked at Xiaoxiao’s slender, beautiful silhouette and her flowing hair.

Xiaoxiao seemed angry, but he didn’t know what she was angry about, so he could only change the subject: “When I went to buy clothes, I discovered that wanted posters in all the major prefectures and counties had been taken down.”

Xiaoxiao was somewhat surprised and turned to say, “Lord Can is so kind-hearted? Why did he order the cancellation of the wanted notices?”

Wei Jie smiled: “I guess the kind-hearted person should be the Crown Prince, not that treacherous prince.”

However, with the Crown Prince intervening to have the government withdraw the wanted notices, Xiaoxiao and Wei Jie wouldn’t need to cover their faces in public anymore.

Thinking about how in the original trajectory the Crown Prince and his father, the Emperor, were brought down by Lord Can, Xiaoxiao knew that the Crown Prince’s intervention to help them would inevitably lead to some direct conflict with Lord Can.

She just didn’t know who would emerge as the final victor in this secret struggle between the Crown Prince and Lord Can…

Thinking of this, Xiaoxiao asked softly: “The torn page must be in the prince’s mansion, but how should we retrieve it?”

Grandmother Wei had said that little time remained. If that torn page wasn’t returned to its place, a catastrophic disaster would likely befall the Wei family.

Xiaoxiao clearly understood the Wei family’s tragic end in the original trajectory.

Now that she had already become possessed anyway, she was too lazy to consider consequences and only wanted to help Wei Jie retrieve the torn page before considering anything else.

Wei Jie looked at the blood-talisman net formed above Luoyi City, which seemed to be constantly weakening under the assault of various powerful cultivators, and said: “If you were Lord Can, how would you face such a desperate situation?”

Hearing this, Xiaoxiao turned to look at the slightly reddish sky above Luoyi City – although the four great sects were righteous cultivation schools, they ultimately lived in the mortal world. If they truly acted against Lord Can, it would probably be difficult to clean up the aftermath.

From her understanding of the four great sects, they would probably just shout and curse loudly at the mansion gates, forcing Lord Can to hand over Wan Lian Shi and be done with it.

The elders of the four great sects were all shrewd people who wouldn’t do anything to damage their own sects.

So Xiaoxiao said: “What else could he do but naturally pass the blame to Wan Lian Shi and put on an act of being completely ignorant? With his identity as Xia royal family, he naturally has nothing to fear.”

Just as Xiaoxiao thought, the news that Wan Lian Shi was still alive and hiding in Lord Can’s mansion triggered reactions like falling dominoes, becoming somewhat uncontrollable.

But Wei Jie shook his head: “But if he weren’t Lord Can, being watched by famous righteous sects like this would make future scheming difficult…”

Xiaoxiao felt Wei Jie made sense. That Lord Can not only had a mysterious background but also extraordinary methods. She was somewhat curious how he would respond to the four great sects’ crusade…

But just then, Wei Jie suddenly asked seemingly casually: “When Qin Lingxiao asked if you wanted to go back, where was he referring to?”

Xiaoxiao was pondering the situation in the city when Wei Jie’s question almost made her blurt out that she wanted to return two hundred years into the future.

But the words reached her lips before taking a sharp turn: “Naturally… back to Lingshan!”

Wei Jie looked down at her, not knowing whether he believed this or not, only saying: “Good, our Talismonger Sect’s founding place must be blessed with outstanding people and beautiful scenery. When the time comes, I’ll accompany you back.”

Xiaoxiao didn’t respond and turned to look at Luoyi City again.

Because she knew that she and Wei Jie were not from the same era. After their brief miraculous intersection, they would ultimately return to their respective trajectories…

As news that Wan Lian Shi might still be alive was relayed back to their sects by elders from various cultivation schools, immortals descended from heaven daily outside Luoyi City.

Soon, they discovered the blood-talisman net above Luoyi City that hadn’t been removed in time.

The four great sects had many hidden masters like temple-sweeping monks who usually never came out to wave flags and shout with their disciples and grand-disciples. But hearing the name of the Ghost Sect, these true powerhouses also took action. Those with qualifications immediately recognized these blood talismans as indeed the long-lost human-skin talismans of the Ghost Sect.

Cui Xiaoxiao’s words were once again proven correct. More and more powerful cultivators gathered from all directions, clearly intending to destroy Lord Can’s mansion.

If not for the protection of the Xiezhi sacred statue, the gates of Lord Can’s mansion would have been kicked down long ago by the angry righteous cultivators.

However, while they couldn’t get in, no one from Lord Can’s mansion could get out either.

Lord Can was trapped in his mansion, listening to his subordinates report how Cui Xiaoxiao had used a severed arm and silver tongue to cleverly splash a pot of foul-smelling dirty water back onto Lord Can’s mansion.

Now, the powerful cultivators outside were surrounding them, demanding that the prince hand over that white-haired steward for a confrontation to determine whether he was truly Wan Lian Shi.

If it was as Cui Xiaoxiao claimed, then Lord Can should also come forward to explain why his mansion harbored such filth and sheltered so many evil and crooked ways.

While the previous father and daughter from the Wei family could be explained as Lord Can’s oversight and deception by subordinates, if he was also hiding a Ghost Sect member who brought disaster everywhere, no excuse would work.

At this moment, Wan Lian Shi had barely stopped the bleeding from his arm wound. He knelt in the mansion’s study, waiting for his master’s instruction.

At this time, the shouting and cursing from outside the mansion could be heard in the study.

Wan Lian Shi himself was a treacherous villain with devious thoughts, well understanding the principle of discarding useless pawns.

Now that his activities were exposed and brought crusades from all directions, given his master’s temperament, he would probably sacrifice himself to protect himself.

Thinking of this, Wan Lian Shi had to remind Lord Can that keeping him still had great use.

So after careful consideration, he cautiously spoke: “This time it’s my incompetence that let Wei Jie and Cui Xiaoxiao slip out of the mansion and leak news of me. Now with all the sects coming to break down the doors, logically speaking, I should voluntarily step forward and explain clearly to them that I deliberately hid my identity here, and it has nothing to do with Your Lordship.”

Lord Can was writing a letter. He paused his brush, raised his eyes to glance at Wan Lian Shi, and smiled slightly: “You’re much more sensible than Wei Di… But wouldn’t that be too great a sacrifice?”

Wan Lian Shi deeply understood this man’s terrifying scheming, so every word he spoke was extremely careful: “My life was given by the master. Returning it for master’s sake is proper and fitting. However… with all the sects coming so aggressively now, I fear that even if I go out to confess, they won’t let the matter rest and will continue to pester the master. If they also learn about the Wei family losing pages from the Book of Life and Death, there will be even more variables!”

He knew his life wasn’t valuable enough in Lord Can’s eyes, so he could only grasp some important bargaining chips to make Lord Can hesitate. He knew too many of Lord Can’s secrets – Lord Can would have to think twice before handing him over.

Lord Can continued smiling: “What you say makes sense. Then, in your view, how should this prince resolve the current crisis?”

Wan Lian Shi looked up at his expression and continued: “Though I’ve lost an arm, it doesn’t hinder my Ghost Sect talisman work, and I can continue serving my master. Besides, the mansion has secret passages. I can lead my disciples to immediately escort the master and the torn page out of Luoyi City first…”

Hearing this, the smile on Lord Can’s face deepened.

He said leisurely, “You were the one who helped this prince plan and redesign the layout of this mansion originally. This prince still remembers what you said then – that such a feng shui arrangement would gather fortune from all directions for my use and could even extend life. These years, this prince’s smooth sailing here has been partly due to your merit. Now to leave… what a pity!”

Hearing Lord Can say this, Wan Lian Shi felt a surge of secret joy – it seemed Lord Can was truly considering leaving the mansion!

All these years, he had been controlled by Lord Can. But a wolf, even after being a dog for a long time, wouldn’t forget it was once a wolf.

He showed unwavering loyalty to Lord Can on the surface, but privately, like his junior brother Qin He, he used every possible means to find ways to break free from this treacherous prince.

Unfortunately, this treacherous prince had been using methods to absorb others’ lifespans and spiritual power, making his cultivation formidable.

Moreover, this mansion could gather spiritual power from all directions for his use. Combined with the Xiezhi sacred statue’s enhancement, Lord Can was like an old spider sitting in the center of a web, able to hide in the mansion and control all directions while ensuring his safety.

But once he left the mansion and lost the protection of various formations and spiritual objects, Wan Lian Shi would have countless ways to control him.

Although Wan Lian Shi currently depended on the prince to sustain his life, if he could turn the tables and imprison Lord Can like a blood cow without being his dog anymore, that would be even better…

Thinking this, Wan Lian Shi continued persuading: “Since that’s the case, please set out immediately, master. The secret passages in this mansion lead directly outside the city. I will do everything to protect your safety.”

But Lord Can raised an eyebrow: “Safety? Even if this prince opens the mansion gates wide, who among them would dare risk heaven’s great displeasure to harm a Xia imperial heir? My Xia family’s fortune hasn’t ended, and the royal descendants’ blessings were all bought with real gold and silver. By what authority do those rabble outside presume to judge this prince? If they come as mortals, I am a prince and they are commoners – they’re not qualified to judge me! If they come as immortals, how many outside have truly achieved enlightenment? My Xia royal family’s ancestors rendered meritorious service protecting divine emperors and made contracts with gods – it’s not their turn to judge!”

Wan Lian Shi listened with lowered head, somewhat unable to fathom Lord Can’s thoughts. Since Lord Can didn’t take the powerful cultivators besieging the mansion seriously, why did he agree with his words about avoiding them?

Just then, Lord Can approached Wan Lian Shi and looked at his severed arm. The wound was seeping blood again, filling the room with a faint bloody smell.

Lord Can said methodically, “Compared to those rabble, Cui Xiaoxiao makes this prince unable to sleep peacefully. Ever since she appeared, all fates have been thrown into chaos… What exactly is her background? Why does someone so young have such great ability?”

This… Wan Lian Shi couldn’t answer. Lord Can said word by word: “This prince originally thought that since she took Wei Jie’s fate, simply letting her continue becoming possessed would suffice. But now it seems she ultimately isn’t Wei Jie. Look at her methods of stirring hearts in the village and her composure under honor and disgrace – asking such a person to become possessed is like advising Tang Sanzang to eat people, all wasted effort!”

They say demons arise from the heart, meaning a person’s character and state of mind greatly influence demonic possession.

A person naturally cheerful and broad-minded, unless suffering severe blows, would find it difficult to become possessed even if unable to achieve immortality or Buddhahood.

Cui Xiaoxiao, facing everyone’s slander, accusations, and abuse, still smiled playfully and deflected everything with ease.

Her composure and breadth of mind really didn’t seem like a teenage girl’s.

Lord Can felt that although she was possessed by a demon, she could suppress it and couldn’t quickly catalyze her demonic nature.

But he couldn’t wait anymore. These past few days, he couldn’t sleep, increasingly feeling the clumsiness of mortal flesh.

Borrowed life was ultimately not one’s own. To quickly achieve immortality, he still needed to follow Wei Jie’s original path…

He just needed to understand why Cui Xiaoxiao could usurp Wei Jie’s fate and take his place.

Just then, Lord Can said: “Let’s go. You escort this prince to retrieve the torn page first, then leave the city.”

Hearing Lord Can wanted to leave, Wan Lian Shi felt slightly relieved – if so, he probably wouldn’t sacrifice him to the four great sects.

Lord Can seemed unwilling to wait for other guards, taking only Wan Lian Shi into the secret chamber.

Once in the secret chamber, Lord Can went first while Wan Lian Shi, being cautious, deliberately stayed behind.

In the dim light of night, pearls, Lord Can led Wan Lian Shi through passage after passage.

Although Wan Lian Shi knew the mansion’s underground was complex, the secret chamber Lord Can was leading him to now was one he had never visited in all his years at the mansion.

When Wan Lian Shi asked if Lord Can was returning to the capital after leaving the city, Lord Can said without turning back: “As you said, the torn page is crucial. You take it out first – it absolutely cannot be damaged. If it falls into others’ hands, they’d have the chance to change heaven and fate.”

Of course, Wan Lian Shi knew the power of that Book of Life and Death fragment. Originally, he and junior brother Qin He were both dying men – it was the prince having their names appear on that paper fragment that let them escape death.

If he could seize this opportunity to grasp the torn page in his hands…

Thinking this, Wan Lian Shi’s greed suddenly arose. He followed closely behind Lord Can and finally arrived at the secret chamber containing the blood vat and torn page.

When Lord Can stepped toward the large vat in the center, Wan Lian Shi also nonchalantly approached and glanced into the vat. But the bottom only contained thick fresh blood with no torn page visible.

Wan Lian Shi narrowed his eyes and tentatively asked Lord Can: “Your Lordship, could the torn page have been stolen by Cui Xiaoxiao and the others last time? Why is there nothing in this vat?”

Lord Can also looked at the vat and said gravely: “These years, to nourish this torn paper, this prince had countless rare beasts killed, barely maintaining it. Unfortunately, after Cui Xiaoxiao appeared, this torn page became completely blank and no longer displayed anything. This prince originally thought the torn page was unusable. But later suddenly realized that perhaps this torn page was no longer satisfied with beast blood – it needed better nourishment.”

Wan Lian Shi stepped back slightly and asked warily, “Your Lordship has always had people hunt those netherworld fierce beasts. Their blood is extremely yin and truly rare. But if even this blood cannot satisfy the Book of Life and Death fragment, what should be used to nourish it?”

Lord Can smiled slightly and took out a blood-stained cloth from his sleeve, throwing it into the water vat.

Wan Lian Shi’s eyelid twitched slightly, recognizing the cloth as leftover from when Lord Can had helped bandage his wound earlier.

Why would Lord Can throw the blood-stained cloth into the water vat…

Having experienced life-and-death situations multiple times, Wan Lian Shi’s reactions were extraordinary. Sensing danger instinctively, he swiftly lunged forward to intercept the cloth while simultaneously sending a human-skin blood talisman flying straight at Lord Can.

Wan Lian Shi’s movements were quite swift, but unfortunately, he forgot he only had one arm left! No matter how quick his movements, he couldn’t possibly do two things simultaneously.

Just as he threw the human-skin talisman at Lord Can, the cloth had already fallen into the vat…
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A generation’s Ghost Sect master, having been immersed in blood talisman dark arts for years, every drop of blood in his veins flowed with sinister poison and evil – an excellent offering to sacrifice to the most yin objects!

The moment the cloth stained with Wan Lian Shi’s blood entered the vat, the surface that had been still as dead water suddenly boiled like fire meeting oil, gradually overflowing the vat’s rim and spreading across the ground in gurgling streams.

Wan Lian Shi couldn’t care about Lord Can anymore. He spun around sharply and rushed desperately toward the secret chamber’s exit.

Unfortunately, his severed arm’s wound was still bleeding continuously. The blood vat, having identified his blood scent like a fierce beast locking onto prey, suddenly gushed upward like a spring. The massive blood flow gathered and surged on the ground like a giant hand, immediately grasping Wan Lian Shi’s body, then, with the roar of countless fierce beasts, dragged him into the vat.

Entangled by the blood flow, Wan Lian Shi instantly felt the beast’s blood boring into his pores like countless tentacles, greedily absorbing his blood.

Though he struggled desperately to break free, it was completely useless. Finally, struggling in the bottomless bloody filth, he barely managed to extend one arm, desperately gripping the vat’s edge. Then, showing half his face with terrified eyes, he wailed at Lord Can, who was slowly approaching: “Master… Master, I’ve devoted myself to serving you for so many years. Even without merit, I’ve worked hard! Please, spare me. I can still serve my master faithfully. I… I will capture that, Cui Xiaoxiao!”

The human-skin talisman he had thrown earlier was stuck to Lord Can’s left cheek.

This talisman could instantly control a person, but Lord Can seemed unaffected, walking toward the blood vat as if nothing had happened.

Only the skin where the talisman was attached, like a dried riverbed, rapidly became withered and wrinkled, even showing the grayish-white color of a corpse.

Lord Can, wearing this half-human, half-ghost face, grinned ferociously at Wan Lian Shi struggling in the vat, casually peeling off the human-skin talisman and tossing it aside.

After the human-skin talisman was removed, his skin quickly smoothed and became supple again, returning to the vitality of a thirty-year-old.

He looked down at Wan Lian Shi, who was gripping the vat’s edge with one hand, struggling desperately, and smiled coldly: “Did you think this prince didn’t know your thoughts? Logically, with people besieging outside the mansion, there’s no place safer than the prince’s mansion, yet you coaxed this prince to leave – what were your intentions? Did you think you could take advantage of the chaos to control this prince for your use?”

Wan Lian Shi continued wailing, struggling, and begging for mercy, desperately protesting his innocence and loyalty.

Unfortunately, Lord Can remained unmoved. He simply drew a steel dagger from his waist, his smile fading as he said coldly: “In times when even gods don’t honor righteousness and trust, how can I expect loyalty from a hyena like you? This prince was too hopeful…”

Before his words finished, his blade had already swung over. With Wan Lian Shi’s scream, his remaining hand was also severed and fell outside the vat.

Having lost his only support point, Wan Lian Shi was instantly dragged by the thick blood water and sank into the bottomless vat.

After a series of bubbles rose to the surface, it returned to calm. Wan Lian Shi’s body had instantly dissolved into blood water, sacrificed to whatever was in the vat.

Lord Can stared intently at the water’s surface. Seeing no movement, he couldn’t help but feel greatly disappointed.

If using someone like Wan Lian Shi with such deep cultivation and sinister nature was useless, what kind of sacrifice would be needed to awaken the torn page?

Just as he was about to turn and leave, the torn page that had been missing for so long finally slowly emerged from the water.

Lord Can couldn’t help but feel excited. Standing by the vat, he extended his finger through the air but hesitated to write.

When Wei Di had originally presented this torn page, he had told him that simply writing someone’s name and birth date on the torn page would reveal that person’s past and future.

However, this torn page didn’t belong to the mortal realm. Even when nourished with the fresh blood of rare beasts, each use would damage the torn page. When its divine power was finally exhausted and depleted, it would be nothing but waste paper.

Since this torn page fell into Lord Can’s hands, to extend his own life and change his mortal fate, he had pried into the destinies of countless people related to himself, using it frequently.

Last time, this torn page had shown complete blankness, appearing exhausted, so this time it probably couldn’t be used much more.

This time, whose name he should write became especially important…

Lord Can pondered for a while, finally making up his mind and quickly writing a name on the torn page.

However, this time he no longer wrote his name, but the three large characters “Cui Xiaoxiao.”

As for her birth date, that was easy to handle. Qin He had already extracted from his son Qin Lingxiao that she had the rare, extremely yin fate.

After noting her birth date and time, this torn page would display Cui Xiaoxiao’s lifelong destiny, allowing Lord Can to know all her secrets.

He narrowed his eyes at the blank torn page. Soon, characters began appearing on the page…

After reading a few lines, Lord Can’s pupils suddenly contracted: So… it was like this!

No wonder the torn page had previously said she was someone born in the wrong era. She had traveled here from two hundred years in the future!

No wonder she could alter Wei Jie’s fate line, causing all his carefully planned arrangements to fall through.

The torn page only wrote about Cui Xiaoxiao’s origins and her past experiences. But her future destiny remained completely blank, with only a few words explaining everything: “One not subject to heavenly mandate, destiny undetermined, life and death unknown…”

Most strangely, when others had their names written, it could display their three-lifetime reincarnation experiences.

But Cui Xiaoxiao seemed like a stone monkey that popped out of a rock – before this lifetime, it was still completely blank with no records of any previous lives!

Looking at the destiny that was blank before and after, with only a few sparse lines in the middle, one couldn’t fathom what made Cui Xiaoxiao so mysteriously special to present such a strange fate pattern!

Lord Can stared intently at the torn page, his eyelids twitching, finally letting out a cold laugh: What a fine ‘life and death unknown”!

He had thought that mastering heavenly secrets would allow him to control destiny completely, but who knew such a person from two hundred years in the future would emerge, with such a bizarre destiny chart?

With Cui Xiaoxiao’s existence, this torn page became completely useless.

Was this the heavenly way of interfering, trying to prevent him from seeking justice for the Xia family?

Thinking this, he looked at the torn page floating in the putrid blood, reached out to erase Cui Xiaoxiao’s name, thought again, and suddenly remembered that Young Sect Leader Qin seemed to know Cui Xiaoxiao quite deeply, so he wrote another name – “Qin Lingxiao.”

When the torn page displayed the destiny and experiences of this future first sword sect’s Qin Lingxiao, Lord Can finally showed a satisfied, sinister smile.

A person born in the wrong era naturally needed someone from the wrong time to deal with her.

Qin Lingxiao, this heaven’s favored son of Lingyun Pavilion, who in the original trajectory should have killed Wei Jie, was the key to controlling the variable that was Cui Xiaoxiao!

As for what to do next, he naturally needed to plan and scheme carefully.

However, the torn page seemed to have been overused too many times by Lord Can. When he wanted to write again, burn-like holes of various sizes appeared on the torn page’s surface, and then it sank back to the vat’s bottom.

Lord Can knew this torn page had been in the mortal realm too long and was completely exhausted beyond further use.

However, what needed to be remembered was already committed to his memory. It didn’t matter if this torn page was ruined.

Now, he needed to meet those ants at the mansion gate.

When leaving the secret chamber, Lord Can said to several approaching attendants: “How is it? Have the arrangements this prince ordered been made?”

The attendants quickly bowed: “According to Your Lordship’s instructions, officials from various prefectures and counties have been invited over. They should arrive soon.”

Lord Can nodded and said indifferently, “Temporarily move the Xiezhi sacred statue away from the pavilion. With it there, the various sects probably can’t perform properly.”

Saying this, Lord Can smiled slightly. Since they wanted to enter the mansion and tear people apart, how could he disappoint these immortal masters?

Thinking this, he smoothed his robes, clasped his hands behind his back, and walked slowly toward the front hall with steps that slightly revealed his age…

That day, a shocking tragedy occurred at Lord Can’s mansion in Luoyi City that shook the court and countryside.

The various sects had originally been filled with righteous anger, cursing at the mansion gates.

But later, somehow, someone first kicked down the doors, leading people to surge into the mansion.

For unknown reasons, the Xiezhi sacred statue that had always protected the mansion failed this time, allowing a group of people hostile to Lord Can to break in.

The four great sects weren’t bandits robbing homes – even after entering, they only intended to force Lord Can to hand over the Ghost Sect demon.

But in the end, they became more terrifying than bandits. According to those who entered the mansion that day, after going in, they were initially clear-minded.

But somehow, smoke came from somewhere. After carelessly inhaling it, they felt violent and easily angered. In the haze, they seemed to see Lord Can and the white-haired steward come out to discuss with everyone.

Somehow, it seemed Lord Can’s curses were too harsh, and someone started wanting to teach the treacherous prince a lesson.

So in the misty chaos, everyone surged forward, wielding qi swords and qi shields, slashing fiercely at Lord Can and the steward.

When the smoke cleared and everyone gradually regained clarity, they discovered these two had been chopped into… mincemeat!

Except for the white-haired steward’s palm covered with red spider webs, they couldn’t even piece together half an arm.

At that time, Lord Can had coincidentally summoned officials from nearby prefectures and counties to the mansion to discuss preparations for the Empress Dowager’s birthday gifts. Those officials witnessed the tragedy firsthand, each scared to the point their pants were soaked.

At that time, those cultivation practitioners had simply gone mad with killing, even wanting to attack the officials who had just entered the mansion.

Fortunately, Cui Xiaoxiao from the Talismonger Sect arrived with her disciples. They had sensed strange smoke permeating the mansion from outside.

So Xiaoxiao drew a wind-summoning talisman, dispersed the mansion’s mist, and had Wei Jie raise a qi shield to protect those terrified officials.

Xiaoxiao discovered the mansion’s air was filled with a drug scent that caused mental confusion and summoned another gust of wind. When the righteous practitioners were freed from the drug’s effects and saw those two pools of mincemeat, they were instantly dumbfounded.

This time, the four great sects had caused a catastrophic disaster!

Although Wan Lian Shi deserved death, Lord Can was still a descendant of the Xia imperial family, the current Emperor’s brother!

How could these cultivation practitioners still in the mortal realm judge and kill him?

For a moment, those sect disciples who had entered the mansion fled in panic.

The brutal killing of the Emperor’s beloved brother shocked the court and countryside. Many high-ranking officials tearfully submitted memorials requesting the Emperor to seek justice for the deceased Lord Can and investigate these lawless four great sects.

Other ministers advised that these cultivation practitioners usually didn’t engage in production but used becoming immortal gods to bewitch people. If this continued, the nation would collapse. Anyone found allied with the four great sects should have their entire families exiled and property confiscated to deter people and cut off the four great sects’ future followers, eliminating these evil sects.

Although the current Emperor had always respected immortal cultivators, this time they had besieged Lord Can’s mansion and chopped the imperial brother into mincemeat under so many officials’ noses – it was truly lawless.

If this weren’t investigated, not only would the court officials disapprove, but the Emperor himself couldn’t explain it to his tearful mother, the Empress Dowager.

So the court issued an order to thoroughly investigate the four great sects under the banner of “Purging Divine Ways, Eliminating Evil Sects.”

These four great sects each guarded their centuries-old halls, essentially forming their realms.

Although their disciples were powerful and didn’t fear siege by mortal armies, not all their disciples were orphans!

Many had living parents and siblings operating businesses in the mortal world.

With the “Purging Divine Ways” campaign, any family with four great sect cultivation disciples would have their property confiscated, and regardless of age or gender, all would be exiled to the borders. Countless tenant farmers, wealthy households, and noble families were implicated.

Some four great sect disciples, hearing the news and unable to bear their parents and relatives suffering, could only secretly bid farewell to their sects and return to their villages and towns.

The Emperor was benevolent, having declared early that anyone who wrote confession documents at government offices, hadn’t participated in besieging the mansion, was willing to sever ties with their sects, and would never again join those evil ways, could be pardoned and have their crimes forgiven.

Thus, over half of the four great sects’ disciples departed, many being outstanding members of their sects.

For a time, the major cultivation sects suffered severe damage and appeared quite devastated.

This turmoil continued for over a month, with signs of spreading further.

People talked about cultivation with changed expressions – the four great sects were no different from demonic paths.

However, small and unknown sects like the Lingshan Talismonger Sect, which originally had declining membership, weren’t greatly affected by these changes.

Although some ministers strongly advised including the Lingshan Talismonger Sect in the purging list, because officials testified that Talismonger Sect disciples had protected officials and didn’t participate in assassinating Lord Can.

So the Emperor, despite opposition, protected the Talismonger Sect. Their name didn’t appear on the “Purging Divine Ways” list.

When Wei Jie and Cui Xiaoxiao broke into the mansion that day, it wasn’t just to save the officials.

In the chaos, Wei Jie led Cui Xiaoxiao to find Lord Can’s secret passage again, and this time they encountered no obstacles, finding the blood vat in the deepest part of the passage.

The torn page inside was already damaged beyond repair, completely blank, just floating in the blood like waste paper.

But the cold aura it emitted was unmistakable.

As a Wei family member, Wei Jie immediately recognized this as an Underworld object. Thus, the task Wei family’s grandmother had assigned them finally had some leads.

But Xiaoxiao felt everything was progressing too… smoothly.

If Lord Can was truly the former Emperor Xia Yuansong, how could such a cunning old fox die so easily under random blades?

Moreover, the smoke the four great sects inhaled must have had mind-confusing effects to make them so agitated that they committed such bloody slaughter before those officials.

Everything seemed deliberately orchestrated to frame those righteous cultivators.

Regardless, the four great sects had committed the crime of killing imperial heirs. They were condemned and besieged by the court. Reportedly, mountain paths were completely blocked – not even a grain of rice could be transported up.

Those cultivation masters would truly have to drink dew and eat flower petals daily.

After such intimidation of the people, the four great sects’ followers were completely cut off. Probably no one would dare enter their mountain gates anymore.

Cui Xiaoxiao hadn’t expected that while the four great sects in this lifetime wouldn’t face Wei Jie’s siege and slaughter, they would meet twisted and slow destruction in another disgraceful way.

Everything seemed predestined – even with Cui Xiaoxiao as a disruptor, it couldn’t be changed.

After the mansion incident, when Xiaoxiao and Wei Jie went to investigate Lord Can’s mansion again, everything had been cleared out. Lord Can’s relics, including the Xiezhi sacred statue, were all packed and transported to the capital.

However, the convoy transporting the relics reportedly encountered problems halfway – the sacred statue, along with many boxes, was robbed by bandits.

There were too many mysteries here. Wei Jie and Xiaoxiao discussed and decided to visit the Crown Prince before Wei Jie returned to the Wei family to understand the hidden circumstances.

The Crown Prince usually followed a comfortable, moderate path. While he couldn’t be too extreme, he never slacked off when it was time to enjoy himself.

So this time, their meeting place was the Falling Goose High Platform outside the capital for moon viewing.

Layers of romantic light gauze hung on the high platform. The Crown Prince arranged protective guards below the platform, isolating eavesdropping ears.

Then, amid distant music, he received his two old friends.

The Crown Prince seemed to recognize Wei Jie as a wine immortal type, so he specially brought a fifty-year-old vintage to share with him.

When Xiaoxiao expressed her suspicions about Lord Can’s death, the Crown Prince sighed: “Miss Cui, your doubts are the same as those in my heart. If Lord Can was truly the person I mentioned before, how could he die so easily? If he truly had supernatural powers, he could easily continue living under a different identity – he could immediately become Southern Prince or Northern Prince. The Xia family has many descendants, enfeoffed in hundreds of territories. If he continues changing to some collateral prince or other identity, how should we investigate?”

Xiaoxiao thought and said, “Since the Crown Prince has doubts, why punish the four great sects so severely? They were just scapegoats used by Lord Can.”

The Crown Prince shook his head and said quietly: “This investigation wasn’t my father’s or my intention. The court’s outrage is like shocking waves – my father and I are just carried forward by the giant waves. The arrow is on the string and must be shot!”

Xiaoxiao took a deep breath. Like Wei Jie, she didn’t believe Lord Can died so easily. Having schemed for so long, he wouldn’t give up without achieving his goals.

But those tainted by power truly find it hard to let go. No matter how Lord Can changed his identity, he must have had ways to control the court.

Following this hidden thread, they could eventually drag him out. Hearing Xiaoxiao’s words, the Crown Prince nodded thoughtfully.

Originally, seeing his grandfather, who should have died, living with his uncle’s title and appearing the same age as himself in Luoyi City was horrifying enough.

But unexpectedly, this person who should have died died again.

And died, causing nationwide unrest and shock in all directions. The entire court seemed controlled by an invisible hand, with invisible swords hanging over his and his father’s heads, making them fearful and unable to sleep peacefully.

Now the Crown Prince couldn’t speak certain words to his father. Fortunately, he had made friends with Cui Xiaoxiao and Wei Jie. He would probably need their help with many future matters.

After meeting the Crown Prince, Wei Jie would escort the torn page back to Qilao Mountain.

This torn page had been overused, and the entire paper was damaged, like being gnawed by insects. If not returned soon, the entire torn page might dissolve in the blood.

After bidding farewell to the Crown Prince and rejoining Tang Youshu and the others, Wei Jie asked if Xiaoxiao wanted to go to Qilao Mountain with him.

But Xiaoxiao shook her head, saying she had been away from Lingshan too long. Her master’s death anniversary was approaching, so she needed to return to Lingshan for ancestral worship.

Hearing this, Wei Jie’s gaze grew deep, but he didn’t insist. He asked where exactly the Talismonger Sect’s Lingshan was located so he could find her after escorting the torn page.

Xiaoxiao stared at the sheepskin map Wei Jie pulled out, filled with unfamiliar place names. How would she know what Lingshan was currently called?

So she randomly pointed at northern mountain ranges, drawing circles with her hand: “Look, it’s right here!”

Tang Youshu had just washed a basket of mountain apricots to give to his master and grand-master when he glimpsed where Xiaoxiao pointed. After careful identification, he pointed to one of them and asked: “Grand-master, is it here? But it seems to be called Ghost Stone Cliff. I’ve never heard it called Lingshan!”

Tang Youshu’s casual remark made Xiaoxiao’s mind explode – Ghost Stone Cliff?

That… wasn’t that where Wei Jie, in his previous life, had established his mountain sect and founded the Demon Cult?

Xiaoxiao stared at those three large characters on the map, once again marveling at fate’s strangeness. This… was it forcing her to go to Ghost Stone Cliff first, create a Demon Cult, and complete all of Wei Jie’s destiny?

Tang Youshu had just casually pointed, but seemed to have hit his grand-master’s mute point – she just stared without speaking.

Tang Youshu quickly withdrew his finger, full of apology: “Grand-master, did I say something wrong?”

Xiaoxiao came to her senses and smiled at Tang Youshu.

What a joke – the master is always right!

So Xiaoxiao also pointed at Ghost Stone Cliff: “Right, this is our Talismonger Sect’s Lingshan! I originally felt Ghost Stone Cliff’s name wasn’t masculine and spiritual enough, so I renamed it ‘Lingshan’! What do you think of this name?”

Tang Youshu always loved flattering his grand-master. Hearing this, he immediately gave a thumbs up: “Great name! It indeed sounds much more righteous than Ghost Stone Cliff! Grand-master, so we’re going to Ghost Stone Cliff next… ah, no, to Lingshan?”

Cuo Shi – Chapter 64
Looking at Wei Jie staring at her, Xiaoxiao could only steel herself and say vaguely: “Yes, if there’s nothing urgent, I naturally need to return. I’ve told you all that your grandmaster’s death anniversary is approaching, so I must go back to pay respects… Well, Wei Jie, we’ll wait for you at Ghost Stone Cliff… ah, no, at Lingshan!”

Her words were half true and half false, but Master Tang Youshu’s death anniversary was indeed approaching. Although separated by two hundred years, she still wanted to arrange offerings and prepare a pot of thin wine on this day to honor her master’s spirit in heaven.

Of course, the prerequisite was that her master, Tang Youshu, shouldn’t be beside her. Otherwise, accompanying her master to worship her master… might invite divine punishment.

But right now, she more urgently wanted to persuade Wei Jie to leave and let him go to Qilao Mountain with peace of mind.

As long as Wei Jie was gone, she could also shake off the most clingy leech, and the remaining matters would be easier to handle.

Wei Jie looked at Xiaoxiao with long, contemplative eyes, thought for a moment, and said: “Alright, but without me around, with just those two blockheads Tang Youshu and Yu Ling’er, you must be extra careful in everything.”

Seeing that he didn’t suspect anything, Xiaoxiao secretly breathed a sigh of relief and smiled in response: “I’m not helpless, and I don’t like getting into conflicts with people. I probably won’t cause any trouble along the way. Don’t worry, we’ll immediately return to that… that Lingshan and wait for you there!”

So Wei Jie said nothing, but only when Tang Youshu turned around to give mountain apricots to Yu Ling’er did he lower his head, staring at Xiaoxiao with those purple eyes that bewitched the world and could drown people in them, asking quietly: “…Do you want me to leave?”

Shrouded by his gaze, Xiaoxiao felt guilty for a moment, her eyes unsure whether to settle on his brow peak or his high nose tip.

Finally, she could only blink her bright eyes, silently swallowing in her throat, and laugh dryly: “Why would you think that? When you leave, both your disciple and I will miss you…”

Hearing this, Wei Jie suddenly showed his gleaming canine teeth, thinking of something, and smiled rather mischievously: “Tang Youshu doesn’t constantly stare at me, so if you want to miss me, it has to be different from how he misses me!”

Xiaoxiao’s lips moved slightly, but she never dared to ask him: how should she miss him?

A dog’s mouth ultimately can’t produce ivory. At this moment, Xiaoxiao and Wei Jie’s faces were too close, and she had already been forced back against a nearby tree trunk.

She was afraid that if she asked, she would give the rebellious disciple a ladder to heaven, and he might use this excuse to commit some master-betraying deed…

But after teasing her, Wei Jie just smiled, tidied his master’s somewhat messy temples, then turned and left…

Xiaoxiao, who had been forced against the tree trunk, couldn’t even help closing her eyes when he arranged her hair.

But unexpectedly, when she opened her eyes, that person had already walked away with large strides.

Looking at his tall retreating figure, Sect Leader Cui couldn’t come to her senses for a moment, feeling both annoyed and greatly disappointed…

For a moment, she was even so annoyed that she wanted to drag that flirtatious bastard Wei Jie back, pin him firmly to the ground, then pinch his handsome chin and forcefully…

Ah! Xiaoxiao suddenly shivered in fright, shocked at what chaotic things she was thinking!

The ancients said, “Those who associate with ink become black!” It was indeed true. Spending all day with that lecher, her mind was filled with indecent thoughts!

Frightened, Xiaoxiao quickly sat cross-legged on the spot and silently recited calming mantras.

When she had composed herself, she heard Tang Youshu say that Wei Jie had already left for Qilao Mountain under the escort of guards sent by the Crown Prince, transporting the blood vat.

When Wei Jie left, Xiaoxiao didn’t even go to see him off. Only Tang Youshu stood by the roadside, waving his handkerchief with tears in his eyes, shouting: “Master, please return soon and don’t let your disciple worry!”

As for Wei Jie, after searching everywhere and not finding Xiaoxiao’s figure, he left without looking back.

After Wei Jie left, both Cui Xiaoxiao and Yu Ling’er sat in the carriage and sighed simultaneously.

Yu Ling’er turned to look at Xiaoxiao and said with a sense of loss: “Although Wei Jie usually has a sharp tongue and annoys people, with him around, we never worried about food. Now that he’s gone, I feel strange inside. Do you feel the same way?”

Hearing Yu Ling’er say this, Xiaoxiao had an epiphany: no wonder she felt somewhat sour and uncomfortable hearing that Wei Jie had left – so this was the reason.

Thinking of Wei Jie’s excellent hunting skills and his fragrant barbecue techniques, it would indeed be hard to part with him if he left!

Ling Zhishan had been following behind the Talismonger Sect’s carriage.

But when Wei Jie bid farewell to Cui Xiaoxiao, Miss Ling found herself torn between emotion and duty. Logically speaking, since she wanted to worship Cui Xiaoxiao as her master, to demonstrate her sincerity, she should continue following Cui Xiaoxiao.

However, what she wanted to follow was Wei Jie, but as a young lady, it would be improper for her to rashly follow Wei Jie.

After learning from Yu Ling’er that Wei Jie was only temporarily separated and would return to find them after finishing his business, Miss Ling finally made up her mind to continue following Cui Xiaoxiao.

So, although Wei Jie had left, the Lingshan Talismonger Sect’s convoy showed no signs of reduction and remained just as long.

Cui Xiaoxiao didn’t mind. She had already helped the Wei family find the torn page, completing the ancestor’s assignment. Having finally sent Wei Jie away, she naturally planned to find an opportunity to slip away.

She wasn’t from this era, and staying would only create more turmoil and chaos. As Qin Lingxiao had said, she shouldn’t invest too much emotion in people of this time.

It was time to bid them farewell completely and find a way to locate the divine statue to return.

But while Xiaoxiao’s plans were good, implementation was another matter. Someone had leaked the news that Cui Xiaoxiao was returning to Lingshan for ancestral worship.

Because the four great sects were being hunted by the court, many disciples had severed ties with them and returned to their hometowns.

But having glimpsed the path of cultivation, how easy was it to return to mortal life? Since they couldn’t enter the mountain gates of the four great sects, some sought alternative paths and conceived the idea of finding new famous masters.

That day in the village, Wei Jie’s battle with the Young Pavilion Leader of Lingyun Pavilion was truly spectacular, leaving a deep impression on the disciples from various sects present. This time, Lingshan Talismonger Sect’s name wasn’t on the “Purging Divine Ways” list.

The Lingshan Talismonger Sect, previously slandered as a demonic evil sect, suddenly became a hot commodity!

As a result, not long after Wei Jie left, disciples came in twos and threes to intercept Cui Xiaoxiao’s carriage by the roadside. They knelt and kowtowed, making sounds like cracking walnuts, directly expressing their desire to worship Cui Xiaoxiao as master and study the Talismonger Sect’s profound mysteries.

If it were just these few, it would be manageable, but after Cui Xiaoxiao politely declined them, talented individuals from various paths came one after another, wanting to worship Cui Xiaoxiao.

Moreover, they seemed inspired by Miaoxian Mountain’s Ling Zhishan. Even after being refused, they wouldn’t leave, all becoming like leeches, silently following behind the Talismonger Sect’s carriage, waiting for Sect Leader Cui to change her mind and accept them.

This made Cui Xiaoxiao, who originally planned to slip away, somewhat frustrated. However, looking at the gradually increasing number of people behind them, Xiaoxiao felt somewhat moved.

If only this were two hundred years in the future!

If by then, Lingshan Talismonger Sect’s lineage could be this prosperous, when she cried at her master’s grave during ancestral worship, could she cry with more pride and volume?

Xiaoxiao couldn’t help praying internally: Master, is this your spirit in heaven blessing us, making our Lingshan Talismonger Sect branch out and become deeply rooted?

Unfortunately, your blessing came too quickly. Your disciple hasn’t returned yet, and you’ve arranged so many for me two hundred years ago – how am I supposed to bring them back?

Perhaps hearing her devout prayer, Tang Youshu suddenly poked his head into the carriage curtain, somewhat hesitantly saying: “Master, among those disciples following us, many haven’t achieved fasting. When mealtime comes, they ask us for food. Recently, even Ling’er hasn’t been eating enough and has to catch sparrows in the roadside forest with her clan members.”

Xiaoxiao had originally prepared an invisibility talisman, planning to stick it on and slip away under the cover of darkness.

But seeing her master’s young and thin face now, Xiaoxiao felt she couldn’t just leave like this, abandoning her master to suffer alone.

Otherwise, leaving Tang Youshu, such a kind-hearted person who couldn’t refuse others, wouldn’t he be devoured alive by that string of beggars behind the carriage?

So when night fell, Xiaoxiao distributed invisibility talismans to Tang Youshu, Yu Ling’er, and the others.

On this dark and windy night, the entire Talismonger Sect and fox clan members acted like thieves, sticking on talismans, concealing their forms, abandoning even the expensive carriage, and quietly shaking off that group of master-worshipping fanatics.

They rode foxes and rushed desperately, covering a great distance in one breath.

Finally, everyone was so exhausted they couldn’t maintain the invisibility talismans, and their figures were revealed in the dawn light.

Yu Ling’er, thinking she no longer had to share rations and chicken legs with others, happily hugged Cui Xiaoxiao’s arm, half-acting coquettishly and half-complaining: “Xiaoxiao, you should have thought of this method earlier. We wouldn’t have been pestered by those people for so long. Do you know I’ve been living on sparrows these past few days? I want to vomit whenever I hear birds chirping overhead…”

Xiaoxiao thought: This method was originally intended to get rid of you all. I just don’t know if using this trick again would be too old-fashioned.

However, Tang Youshu looked at the boundary marker below the mountain and exclaimed joyfully: “Grand-master, we’ve arrived at Ghost Stone Cliff… no, at Lingshan!”

Xiaoxiao walked to the boundary marker and saw three large characters, “Ghost Stone Cliff,” carved on the moss-covered stone tablet.

The old male fox leading the way said proudly beside them: “I often travel in all directions and never get lost even without a map. How about it? Have we arrived?”

This made Xiaoxiao somewhat embarrassed. She had occasionally told Tang Youshu and Yu Ling’er about Lingshan’s past.

For instance, there was a pond of white lotuses outside the window of their dwelling, beautiful beyond description. There was also a Buddha-palm-shaped high platform on the mountain peak for stargazing, where lying within it would bring exceptional peace of mind, such as from trivial daily matters.

Originally, Xiaoxiao thought it didn’t matter since she wouldn’t come to Lingshan anyway.

But unexpectedly, through a twist of fate, she had brought the entire Talismonger Sect to this “Lingshan” she had randomly identified. Once they went up the mountain, if it was just a desolate wilderness, would Tang Youshu be disappointed to discover that his grand-master was a complete fraud?

Just then, Cui Xiaoxiao was pushed by Yu Ling’er and involuntarily walked up Ghost Stone Cliff’s mountain path.

When stepping on the broken stone steps, Xiaoxiao looked up at the stream flowing beside the mountain path.

The stream here flowed gently, accompanying travelers, quite similar to Lingshan!

Xiaoxiao walked a few more steps and saw a giant boulder by the roadside, round and plump, looking exactly like a Maitreya Buddha.

Yu Ling’er, having just run and being tired, simply sat on that round stone to rest. As Tang Youshu handed her a water bottle, he said: “This stone looks like a Buddha statue and might have spiritual properties. You shouldn’t sit on it.”

Hearing this, Yu Ling’er jumped down and examined the stone while looking around. The more she looked, the more it resembled one, so she playfully used her sword tip to carve a curved big mouth on the smooth surface of the round stone.

“Haha, Young Master Tang, does my drawing look like it?”

Tang Youshu had been advising her that all wood and stone in the mountains had spiritual energy. He hadn’t expected her to mischievously carve a mouth on the stone and could only shake his head helplessly.

Yu Ling’er wasn’t satisfied and called Xiaoxiao to come look, but just as she called out, she saw Xiaoxiao staring at the round stone with a drawn mouth as if she had seen a ghost…

She clearly remembered that on Lingshan two hundred years later, there was also such a round stone with an exaggerated, disproportionate arc carved on its smooth surface.

When Xiaoxiao first climbed the mountain, she had asked her master about it. But her master had said with a melancholy expression that it was the handiwork of an old friend.

After saying this, the usually gentle master closed his mouth and said no more.

But now, Cui Xiaoxiao saw on Ghost Stone Cliff two hundred years ago the same smiling face round stone as on Lingshan.

At this moment, cold sweat suddenly ran down Xiaoxiao’s spine – could Ghost Stone Cliff be Lingshan?

After Wei Jie’s demonic path was destroyed, Ghost Stone Cliff became deserted, with no one willing to go to this unlucky place.

But given Master Tang Youshu’s reverence for his master, he wouldn’t avoid Ghost Stone Cliff.

That meant her master had returned to Ghost Stone Cliff decades after Master Wei Jie’s death, renamed it Lingshan, and established the Talismonger Sect there?

Why wasn’t this mentioned in her master’s secret texts?

Thinking this, Cui Xiaoxiao no longer delayed, quickly walked to the front of the group, and ran toward the mountain peak.

This mountain was somewhat different from the Lingshan in her memory. After all, with two hundred years between them, the trees and mountain paths felt somewhat unfamiliar.

But the more Xiaoxiao walked, the more familiar it felt, especially when she saw the distant buildings – she couldn’t take another step forward.

Because ahead, buildings and courtyards were under construction, looking exactly like the Talismonger Sect buildings on Lingshan.

Although those buildings were much more dilapidated and weathered compared to the present, the style was the same.

Tang Youshu, seeing craftsmen moving wood and stone, curiously asked: “What are you doing? Do you know Lingshan’s master has returned, so you’re repairing the buildings?”

The craftsman looked them over and nodded: “Yes, so our schedule is tight. If you have nothing urgent, don’t block our way – it’s hard for us to move things.”

Yu Ling’er excitedly said to Xiaoxiao: “Oh, did the Talismonger Sect disciples on the mountain know you, the sect leader, were returning with us, so they’re rushing to repair the houses? Those houses are really beautiful – can I choose my room first?”

Xiaoxiao quickly covered Yu Ling’er’s chattering mouth.

Where was she, the master of Lingshan… no, it should be Ghost Stone Cliff? Lingshan Talismonger Sect shouldn’t even have a ghost shadow now.

Regarding Ghost Stone Cliff, Master Tang Youshu’s records weren’t extensive. They only recorded that when Wei Jie led his followers to Ghost Stone Cliff, they happened upon Lord Can constructing a mountain retreat villa.

At that time, Wei Jie and Lord Can had a decent relationship. After all, Lord Can had befriended Wei Jie in Luoyi City and had been secretly helping Wei Jie fight against the four great sects.

Hearing that Wei Jie led his followers but had no place to settle, Lord Can generously gave Wei Jie the summer retreat built on Ghost Stone Cliff.

From then on, Wei Jie settled on Ghost Stone Cliff, became the Demon Lord leader, and his power grew increasingly vast.

It seemed that in the original trajectory, Lord Can had effortlessly used Female Demon Siling’s death to provoke conflict between Wei Jie and the four great sects while also winning Wei Jie’s loyalty.

In any case, in the predetermined previous life, with the protection of the Book of Life and Death fragment, Lord Can could perfectly patch up flaws in his destiny, utilizing all available connections, truly achieving the ultimate in good fortune.

However, now, due to Xiaoxiao’s appearance, Lord Can’s perfectly designed destiny had also developed significant deviations.

Now he was nominally killed by people from the four great sects. How could his summer retreat still be under construction, claiming the master would arrive soon?

Could it be that Lord Can’s “tragic news” hadn’t reached here yet, so the craftsmen didn’t know? Or was the Lord Can hiding in the shadows, commanding people to continue renovating this retreat?

Before Xiaoxiao could figure it out, several guards in silk robes came to drive them away.

“Who are you people? How can you randomly come to this private property?”

Yu Ling’er was puzzled: “You two don’t even recognize your sect leader? The Lingshan Talismonger Sect leader has returned – why aren’t you quickly sweeping and welcoming her?”

Those guards stared wide-eyed. This little girl had a delicate oval face and big fox-like eyes that blinked charmingly – she didn’t seem like an idiot!

One guard couldn’t help saying: “This mountain originally belonged to Lord Can of Luoyi, but he gave this retreat to his niece, Princess Yongning, as a birthday gift long ago… What Lingshan Talismonger Sect? We’ve never even heard of it! Go, go, go – if your brain isn’t clear, quickly go down the mountain and take medicine. Don’t wander around here!”

Yu Ling’er immediately became upset!

This was Cui Xiaoxiao’s territory – how could it be transferred to someone else by that damned Lord Can while she was away?

But before she could shout, Xiaoxiao had quickly covered her mouth, then apologetically smiled at the guards, led Yu Ling’er, and took Tang Youshu and the others down the mountain.

Yu Ling’er said angrily: “Xiaoxiao, what’s wrong with you? Why are you being so submissive? Didn’t you teach Wei Jie that the thing under the nose is called a mouth, and when bullied, you must speak up – that Talismonger Sect disciples can eat anything but can’t suffer losses?”

Xiaoxiao sat down heavily on the Maitreya Buddha-shaped round stone, continuously rubbing her temples.

She had said those words, but the key point was that Lingshan would only be their Talismonger Sect’s ancestral home two hundred years later – right now it was still Xia family territory!

If she brought her disciples and foxes to make a scene, she could probably smoothly get onto the “Purging Divine Ways” list.

Looking at the furious Yu Ling’er, Xiaoxiao could only speak earnestly: “Different times call for different measures. We haven’t been back here for so long – it’s normal for others to occupy it. We can’t occupy the toilet without using it! Since distinguished guests are building a retreat here, our Talismonger Sect can just find another place to cultivate. As long as we have the Way in our hearts, everywhere is Lingshan…”

“What a fine ‘everywhere is Lingshan’!”

Just as Xiaoxiao’s words fell, a clear young girl’s voice suddenly came from the nearby mountain path.

Xiaoxiao looked in that direction and saw a young lady in hunting attire, exuding nobility, surrounded by a group of maids and guards, walking up the mountain.

This noble young lady stopped at the stone tablet carved with “Ghost Stone Cliff,” swinging the whip in her hand while saying: “The retreat my imperial uncle gave me is nice, but this mountain’s name is too inelegant! What Ghost Stone Cliff? How frightening! Everywhere is Lingshan… Someone come! Find the craftsmen on the mountain and change this tablet. This princess bestows the name ‘Lingshan’ on this mountain!”

Yu Ling’er muttered quietly: “She’s bestowing the name? This was already called Lingshan!”

Xiaoxiao gave her a look to shut up, then observed the young lady, thinking: Looking at her bearing and demeanor, she should be the new master of Ghost Stone Cliff. Could she be Lord Can’s niece – Princess Yongning?

Just then, the young lady walked up to Cui Xiaoxiao, tilting her head to look her up and down: “I heard what you said earlier. You’re the sect leader of Lingshan Talismonger Sect and were previously cultivating on this mountain? How come I’ve never heard of an immortal sect cultivating on this mountain?”

Xiaoxiao was very curious about this young princess’s relationship with Lord Can. That Lord Can was an impostor, so using the excuse of being sickly, he had always avoided contact with other imperial relatives.

Moreover, why had he given Ghost Stone Cliff, which had deep connections to Wei Jie, to this niece? Thinking carefully about it, there were potential pitfalls everywhere!

However, since the young princess asked, Xiaoxiao naturally had to answer.

Even though she was the leader of street con artists, she found it difficult to patch up the torn cassock of lies she had woven.

She couldn’t tell the truth and say this mountain would only belong to her Talismonger Sect two hundred years later!

But if she denied that this wasn’t the Talismonger Sect’s Lingshan, Tang beside her would certainly think she had been lying before.

With her master’s death anniversary approaching, she didn’t want to make the young master sad and upset.

So trapped in a dead end, she could only laugh dryly a few times, then in desperation said: “Well… our Talismonger Sect are recluses who have been living in the deep mountain forests behind the mountain!”

The back mountains of Lingshan were layered with peaks and ridges, always uninhabited, and would certainly be even more desolate two hundred years ago, so saying this should be foolproof.

Hearing this, the young princess’s eyes lit up with barely contained curiosity: “They say the back mountains of Ghost Stone Cliff hide phoenixes, and living people shouldn’t enter, which is why my imperial uncle built a phoenix-viewing platform here. But you live in the back mountains – doesn’t that mean you spend day and night with the legendary phoenixes?”

Hearing this, Xiaoxiao burst into hearty laughter, mumbling: “Not really, we just cultivate separately, like well water not interfering with river water… Haha haha…”

After laughing a few more times, Xiaoxiao quickly moved, stepping beside the old fox who had led them here, quietly asking: “Is what she said true? Are there phoenixes in the back mountains of Ghost Stone Cliff?”
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The old male fox looked at Xiaoxiao with some confusion: “You’ve lived here for so long – why do you need to ask me?”

Xiaoxiao “heartily” laughed again, then blinked and flattered: “I’m too young and haven’t cultivated on Lingshan for very long. How could I know as much as someone well-traveled and knowledgeable like you?”

The old male fox felt flattered and became somewhat proud.

He often traveled north and south and indeed knew about the legend of Ghost Stone Cliff’s phoenix. He said: “It’s just a legend. They say a phoenix once refined itself here, built a nest in the back mountains of Ghost Stone Cliff, laid phoenix eggs, and protected them with thorns, but no one knows when they might hatch… However, these are all folk tales passed down for ages. I’ve never seen any phoenix fly out of Ghost Stone Cliff.”

Hearing it was just folklore, Xiaoxiao understood how to respond.

When she approached the young princess again, she maintained the ethereal composure befitting an immortal sect leader, speaking neither humbly nor arrogantly: “Cultivation practitioners should not be tainted by worldly dust. Since this mountain has caught the princess’s fancy and a retreat has been built, we shall take our leave and seek another place for cultivation…”

But Princess Yongning was warm-hearted. Hearing they had always cultivated in the back mountains, how could she drive away mountain immortals?

So she also generously said: “I’m getting married soon and am only here to pass a few days before my wedding. I won’t stay long. How can I make you, cultivation practitioners of the back mountains, homeless? I hear from my servants that the front and back mountains aren’t connected by roads. You can continue cultivating peacefully in the back mountains – I’ll order those craftsmen and guards not to disturb you!”

She then excitedly asked Cui Xiaoxiao to guide her to see if she could visit the back mountains to witness the phoenixes.

Before Xiaoxiao could politely refuse, the guards beside the young princess hurriedly stopped her: “Princess, absolutely not! The back mountains are desolate with many fierce beasts. If the prince knew we let you venture into dangerous territory, we’d face execution of nine generations!”

After speaking, the guards and maids all knelt in a mass.

The young princess seemed accustomed to such tearful kneeling persuasions. She sighed quietly and ordered someone to bring a box of her favorite cakes and preserves as gifts for the Talismonger Sect disciples, repeatedly making Xiaoxiao promise that if phoenixes appeared in the back mountains, she must inform her so she could appreciate them from the front mountain’s phoenix-viewing platform.

After the young princess finally left in her carriage, Xiaoxiao turned to see Yu Ling’er greedily reaching for the cake box and immediately slapped her fox paw: “You dare eat Lord Can’s niece’s food? Aren’t you afraid there are puppet parasites inside?”

Reminded of this, Yu Ling’er shivered and quickly threw the cake box on the ground.

Tang Youshu, knowing Yu Ling’er must be hungry, said to Xiaoxiao: “Grandmaster, please quickly take us to our dwelling in the back mountains to settle down. After being uninhabited for so long, the house must be full of dust. I’ll clean up first, then cook for you all.”

It seemed he had taken his grand-master’s casual words to appease the young princess seriously, truly believing the Talismonger Sect’s headquarters were in the back mountains.

Xiaoxiao had once secretly vowed when Master Tang Youshu died to never lie to anyone, but now she was lying again, deceiving her own dear master.

How could she face admitting this to Master Tang Youshu, let alone bear to see his disappointed expression?

Now with patches upon patches on her torn cassock of lies, she could only steel herself to continue this enormous deception.

As a result, Cui Xiaoxiao led Tang Youshu and the fox clan members, stumbling through layers of dense forest and thorns, finally arriving at the back mountain cave where her master had once taken her to cultivate.

The back mountains were still forbidden territory then, without the stone paths, wooden pavilions, thatched huts, stone tables, and chairs of two hundred years later. The journey was extremely arduous.

Most critically, when they reached the stone cave in the back mountains, Yu Ling’er’s fox eyes widened, and everyone fell into terrible silence.

Yu Ling’er stared in disbelief at this cave covered in vines and spider webs, pitch black inside, for a long moment before picking up a stone to test by throwing it in.

The next moment, countless bats fluttered out on their wings, frightening the timid fox into howling and clinging to Tang Youshu’s neck.

After calming down, Yu Ling’er asked Cui Xiaoxiao with tears in her eyes: “You… inherited the Talismonger Sect’s sacred traditions with your master in this place?”

Cui Xiaoxiao, maintaining her thick-skinned expertise, drawled: “Well… having been away too long, this cave has become somewhat desolate, but with a little cleaning, it would still be quite cozy and livable.”

Yu Ling’er immediately shook her head. Even if she was a fox, she was an ambitious demon! She would never live in such a cold, damp cave, even if beaten to death.

She finally understood why Xiaoxiao was so capable, yet the Talismonger Sect remained unknown and couldn’t recruit disciples.

Without a phoenix tree, you can’t attract golden phoenixes!

With the Talismonger Sect’s foundation worse than even a beggar gang’s, where could they recruit disciples?

Thinking this, Yu Ling’er couldn’t help sighing: “We were too presumptuous earlier. Why bother with invisibility talismans to sneak away? You should have brought all those people who claimed they wanted to become disciples to live in this cave for two nights. Those who could persist in staying would be determined and sincere about discipleship. You must keep such destined disciples!”

Xiaoxiao found Yu Ling’er’s words quite reasonable.

If she had known she would lie her way into spending the night in a back mountain cave, Xiaoxiao would have brought that group of people into the mountains.

At least now, when pulling vines and cutting grass, she wouldn’t lack ready laborers!

Unfortunately, there’s no medicine for regret in this world. After thinking about it, Xiaoxiao was too lazy to pull more grass and said to Tang Youshu and the others, “Let’s go. This place is uninhabitable – let’s go down the mountain.”

But Tang Youshu hesitantly reminded: “But… didn’t you say tomorrow is the exact day to commemorate the Talismonger Sect’s grandmaster? If we go down the mountain to find lodging, we’d need to travel at least several hundred li. With all this back-and-forth, wouldn’t we miss the memorial time?”

Xiaoxiao was stuck again. She couldn’t tell Young Master Tang the truth – that she wanted to commemorate him dying peacefully tomorrow, two hundred years in the future.

Moreover, on Ghost Stone Cliff two hundred years ago, there wasn’t a single grave mound of his anywhere on the mountain.

It was too late to build a grave overnight now. If she waited until tomorrow, what would she have them commemorate?

Master, your teachings were wise – lying truly damages one’s virtue! Your disciple is now patching lies until her mouth is tired and really can’t mend this torn cassock anymore.

That night, they still stayed in the back mountains, lighting a campfire to spend the night roughly, then wait for dawn the next day to commemorate the Talismonger Sect’s Grand-Master!

Without Wei Jie present, dinner was made by Tang Youshu. Xiaoxiao tasted the fish soup and nearly vomited from nausea.

It turned out that Tang Youshu had accidentally broken the fish’s gall bladder while preparing it, making the entire pot of fish soup taste fishy and bitter.

This wonderful and indescribable taste reminded Xiaoxiao of when her master was alive and occasionally cooked for them – it seemed to be just like this.

Truth be told, her master’s culinary skills had truly remained at the same level for two hundred years!

For a moment, everyone missed Wei Jie again – despite Young Master Wei’s usual lazy and casual appearance, he handled almost all three daily meals, whether roasting or stewing, everything was flavorful and delicious.

They wondered if he had reached the Wei family and when he would return to find them…

So the first night of the Talismonger Sect disciples’ return to the mountains for ancestral worship was spent in cold wind and misery with nothing to eat and nowhere to stay.

The ground was too wet, and their bedding was all in the carriage, which they hadn’t brought when they slipped away.

So Xiaoxiao didn’t sleep, only moved some campfire beside her, and quietly read the Talismonger Sect’s secret texts alone.

Yu Ling’er was learning to read with Tang Youshu, and the two were chattering happily.

What Xiaoxiao was cramming now was the section about when her master had come to Ghost Stone Cliff with Wei Jie.

At that time, Wei Jie had lost his mother and was cynical and deeply possessed by demons. However, he seemed to know his problem of not recognizing family when demonic episodes struck, so he would seek uninhabited places during attacks.

When he first arrived at Ghost Stone Cliff, he had once gone into seclusion in the unpopulated back mountains, but he suddenly disappeared mysteriously. Tang Youshu searched everywhere for Wei Jie, and when he finally saw his master again, the master was covered in charcoal, his entire body burned.

Fortunately, he had a female demon bloodline, but it still took a long time of care before all his burns healed…

When Tang Youshu recorded this section, he seemed to hint that his master’s brain was also damaged, because he wrote that after the master returned from tribulation, his nature became gentle and harmonious, he developed an elegant interest in tending flowers and plants, and even raised a bird…

Reading this, Xiaoxiao grinned and looked carefully at what Wei Jie raised… Hmm? A crow?

Why would he raise a crow? Perhaps to fatten it for drinking snacks?

But after smiling, Xiaoxiao couldn’t help shivering – she was now taking Wei Jie’s destiny, truly one big pit after another.

If Wei Jie had another tribulation in the back mountains, wouldn’t she have to face it for him? Other tribulations might be manageable, but this trial by fire burning the entire body… she really couldn’t handle it!

Thinking this, Xiaoxiao became even more determined – time to flee! This Lingshan from two hundred years ago wasn’t very hospitable!

Thinking this, she casually stuffed the secret text into her traveling bundle, then pretended to meditate while squinting to see what others were doing.

Yu Ling’er was always fond of sleep. Tang Youshu had found two small cushions in his basket, giving one to Grand-Master Xiaoxiao and placing the other on a large stone.

Now Ling’er had revealed her true form, curled into a fluffy white ball, sleeping comfortably on the small cushion.

Tang Youshu was also sleeping, leaning against the big stone. The little fox had unconsciously moved her fluffy body beside Young Master Tang’s head. Tang Youshu even comfortably nuzzled the fur, sleeping with such innocent intimacy!

After the other fox clan members had all found places to sleep, Xiaoxiao, who had been steadily meditating, suddenly opened her eyes.

She had long decided to find an opportunity to slip away.

Just right that her enormous lie couldn’t be sustained anymore – if she didn’t slip away now, when would she?

As for the excuse for leaving, she had thought of it too. She would leave Tang Youshu a letter saying she missed her master so much that she couldn’t bear the pain of longing and feared excessive grief during the memorial, so she had to leave early.

Whether Tang Youshu and the others stayed here to wait for Wei Jie or found another place would depend on their thoughts.

Although Xiaoxiao felt ten thousand reluctances toward her master, she knew she had to leave!

Now with dark moon and high wind, it was the perfect time to slip away.

So she left another farewell letter on her meditation cushion, then silently stuck on an invisibility talisman and left the campsite.

This back mountain was a place she often came with fellow disciples before. According to her master, all of Lingshan’s spiritual energy was in these back mountains, with an aura very suitable for cultivation, but he had never clearly explained why.

But now these back mountains were high and densely forested. All the guiding paths and wooden signs from her previous life didn’t exist. So Xiaoxiao, wearing her invisibility talisman, wandered like a lost soul… and got lost in the layered peaks and dense forests of the back mountains!

Now it was dark, the stars above weren’t very clear, and she couldn’t distinguish north from south at all. Xiaoxiao walked in circles for a long time but still couldn’t escape the maze-like thorn bushes.

She hadn’t eaten much for dinner and was now hungry. Finally, she gave up and sat down to wait for dawn and sunshine to find her way out.

Just then, the tree branches above suddenly made subtle sounds. Xiaoxiao looked up and saw a long-tailed pheasant perched above her head.

The pheasant seemed slightly smaller than the pheasants she usually saw, but its tail was extremely long. In the dim night, she couldn’t see the feather colors clearly, only two eyes glowing with eerie light in the faint moonlight, looking quite unsettling…

As long as it wasn’t a man-eating monster, Xiaoxiao was too lazy to care. But in the middle of the night, pheasants were not sleeping – was it because she had disturbed them?

While Xiaoxiao was lost in thought, several more pheasants successively perched on the tree above.

Xiaoxiao hadn’t even seen clearly how they flew to her head – they seemed to appear from thin air, each dragging incredibly exaggerated long tails, standing scattered on tree branches, tilting their heads, silently watching Cui Xiaoxiao.

Their eyes glowed with eerie light, motionlessly flickering in the pitch-black mountain night, truly enough to scare the souls out of timid people.

Xiaoxiao first stared at these five pheasants for a while. Seeing they had no intention of closing their eyes to sleep, she became vigilant.

Although pheasants weren’t fierce beasts, they should fear humans. For them to actively perch above a person’s head and stare at her so eerily – what did they want?

However, since they were the locals of this mountain, Xiaoxiao decided to yield territory and distance herself from these pheasants.

But when she stood up, walked through the thorn bushes for a while, and stopped to rest, her neck suddenly stiffened slightly as she slowly looked up.

On the tall tree not far from her, ten eerie eyes were still flickering…

Those five pheasants had somehow perched above her head again.

This time, Xiaoxiao was certain the five birds had problems. Pheasants weren’t night owls – they were night-blind and couldn’t see clearly after dark.

Unless frightened or threatened, they would never fly easily.

But these five pheasants neither called nor made wing-flapping sounds, just silently following her – this was truly against nature!

Xiaoxiao had to wonder deeply: what exactly were these five things above her head?

With growing vigilance, Xiaoxiao quietly prepared five demon-subduing silver talismans in her hand. If these five chickens attacked, she could strike first.

But these five perched on branches seemed to have no intention of moving, still tilting their heads, motionlessly staring at Xiaoxiao.

Xiaoxiao suddenly understood why Yu Ling’er feared the dark and didn’t dare hunt alone in the forest.

This deep night in the high mountains and dense forests was truly terrifying! If she had known she would encounter these five staring birds, Xiaoxiao might have reconsidered leaving her good disciple-grandson and the others so soon.

Thinking this, Xiaoxiao suddenly got up and ran quickly back – forget it, she should return first. It wouldn’t be too late to sneak away after dawn.

As she ran, moonlight broke through covering clouds, spilling over the earth.

Xiaoxiao saw shadows cast on the ground – shadows of birds in flight with spread wings, but in the moonlight, those shadows appeared incredibly large, clearly several times bigger than her own shadow.

This oppressive feeling of being tracked and pursued was truly unbearable. Xiaoxiao couldn’t stand it and turned to throw the talismans in her hand.

But before she could turn around, her foot stepped on a soft pile of fallen leaves, then gave way as she began falling. In her panic, even her bundle flew out.

There was a narrow valley here! Because it was covered with fallen branches and leaves, it became a natural trap, causing Xiaoxiao’s foot to slip and fall rapidly.

In the critical moment, Yu Tiandou was pulled by Xiaoxiao’s will and quickly unsheathed, supporting Xiaoxiao at the crucial moment so she didn’t crash to the ground.

When Xiaoxiao landed and looked up, she discovered the place where she had stepped through was about a hundred zhang above her!

Because it was too dark around, she gripped Yu Tiandou tightly and lit a fire starter, using the small flame to explore her surroundings.

This narrow valley seemed bottle-shaped – a narrow opening, a wide bottom. The valley floor seemed extremely spacious all around, covered with weeds and some nameless trees. At the valley bottom was also a stream, slowly meandering.

When Xiaoxiao used the fire starter to explore around, that bit of light in her hand seemed to awaken something in the stream. The stream water gradually began glowing and brightening, like a crystal jade belt, illuminating the entire canyon.

The fire starter’s small light became useless, so Xiaoxiao extinguished it. When she came to the stream, she discovered the glow came from transparent noodle-like fish in the water. Their slender bodies emitted amazing light; no wonder they illuminated the entire stream.

Just then, the five pheasants that had been following Xiaoxiao also descended, perching by the bright stream.

They seemed hungry, all pecking at the glowing small fish in the water. After eating one or two, their bodies seemed to change – every feather began becoming crystalline and luminous, and the plumes on their heads gradually spread out.

Xiaoxiao watched these birds vigilantly, but her eyes grew wider and wider because she suddenly realized these pheasants looked… not like pheasants at all, and these five had vastly different colors: red, azure, yellow, purple, and white.

Regardless of color, their forms and that proud, aloof bearing were far too different from commonly seen pheasants!

Just then, Princess Yongning’s words from earlier suddenly flashed in Xiaoxiao’s mind… legend says the back mountains of Ghost Stone Cliff have phoenixes…

The colors of these “pheasants” seemed to correspond exactly to the legendary five phoenixes. When her master was alive, he had read her “Lunheng,” which stated: “All phoenix-like birds have five colors: mostly red is phoenix, mostly azure is luan, mostly yellow is yuanchu, mostly purple is jianzhuo, mostly white is honghu.”

Now these five-colored birds appeared before her, their entire bodies flowing with brilliant light, matching this mountain’s folklore perfectly!

She just didn’t know why these five phoenixes had been following her.

But since these five birds were phoenixes, Xiaoxiao couldn’t rashly stick demon-subduing talismans on them. Since they were divine birds, they must all have proud natures. If they didn’t harm people and she rashly showed hostility, it would certainly damage the divine birds’ proud spirits.

So Xiaoxiao cleared her throat and tried communicating with the divine birds: “Honored immortal birds, I mean no offense. I’m truly lost, so I accidentally entered your territory. Once I find the way out, I’ll leave and definitely won’t disturb your peaceful cultivation…”

After she said this, the divine birds seemed to understand but still unhurriedly preened their feathers, then flew down beside Xiaoxiao. With phoenix feet turning and long tails swaying, they began dancing an elegant and mesmerizing phoenix dance!

Truly worthy of phoenixes – even though much smaller than legendary ones, their graceful bearing was undiminished.

For a moment, Xiaoxiao was mesmerized by their constantly changing forms as they flew up and down, spreading wings in endless variations, becoming entranced amid the brilliant five-colored plumes and wings…

But just then, the long-silent demon pearl suddenly spoke: “Heartless dead girl, wake up! If you want to die, don’t drag me to be buried with you!”

Even after long silence, the demon pearl’s tone remained sharp and bitter, like a huge grudge-bearer.

Xiaoxiao snapped back to awareness, gripping “Yu Tiandou” tighter while silently asking: “What do you mean by that?”

The demon pearl seemed to have seen something terrifying, speaking in a suppressed voice: “Didn’t you recognize them as phoenixes? Why are you still standing here like a wooden post? Be careful, they take you as dessert!”

Xiaoxiao was somewhat puzzled, asking the demon pearl, “I’ve never heard of phoenixes eating people. As long as I don’t provoke them, aren’t they auspicious birds?”

The demon pearl couldn’t get through to Xiaoxiao and seemed angry: “Yes, divine birds don’t eat people… but are you human? Did you forget you’re now half-human, half-demon? And you became demonic through snakes. With my aura on you, this demonic energy is the favorite of the supreme yang birds! In their eyes now, you’re no different from those fish in the stream! You see them excited enough to dance – soon they’ll disembowel you and eat you as a midnight snack! In the middle of the night, insisting on bringing me here to die, you dead girl! I’m truly cursed with bad luck, being attached to you…”

What followed was a long string of the demon pearl’s curses, but it seemed to fear the phoenixes, its aura suppressed and unstable. After cursing a few times, its voice weakened to barely audible.

Legend says phoenixes love eating dragons and snakes!

For instance, the Garuda mentioned in Buddhist scriptures was supposedly a phoenix’s previous incarnation, one of the eight divine beings in the heavenly dragon assembly. When Garuda was undergoing its five-hundred-year nirvana rebirth, it would eat hundreds of giant dragons and venomous snakes daily…

Xiaoxiao’s heart trembled: Right, she always forgot she was already half-possessed by demons. Now her entire arm was covered in snake scales – eating her would probably taste no different from fish…

As if confirming the demon pearl’s words, these phoenixes danced with increasing vigor, their eyes always fixed tightly on Xiaoxiao.

Suddenly, the leading red one let out a short, sharp cry. This call seemed like a command – the other four joined in crying, then, like five-colored lightning, charged swiftly toward Xiaoxiao.

Cuo Shi – Chapter 66
If it were another time, Xiaoxiao might have admired the ritual sense of these divine birds, actually performing such elaborate dances before enjoying their feast.

But right now, she only wanted to preserve her own life, so when the five phoenixes attacked, Xiaoxiao swung out the Heaven’s Punishment Sword, blocking their assault.

These phoenixes were smaller than pheasants in size, making them exceptionally agile when flying and dodging. Among them, the purple and yellow ones suddenly opened their mouths, spraying blazing flames toward Xiaoxiao.

It seemed that when they couldn’t get close, they didn’t mind breathing fire to roast their prey before eating.

Xiaoxiao was now skilled at using water techniques. Just as the flames sprayed toward her, she had already drawn water from the nearby stream to create a water shield.

The water she drew contained those crystal-bright fish, making the entire water shield sparkle like crystal.

But when the fire tongues surged forth, they immediately boiled the water, and those small fish instantly released the fragrant aroma of grilled fish.

At this life-and-death moment, Xiaoxiao, who hadn’t eaten her fill at dinner, smelled the fish fragrance and couldn’t help but swallow, while those phoenixes also couldn’t resist pecking at those deliciously roasted fish.

Taking advantage of the phoenixes’ feasting, Xiaoxiao held her sword horizontally before her chest, trying to negotiate with these sacred birds: “If you love eating grilled fish, I’ll buy you some mandarin fish and bass to roast—they’re all incredibly fresh and delicious, much more tasty than me!”

Unfortunately, these phoenixes had been in this valley for who knows how long, constantly eating fish, and were probably tired of it, showing no interest whatsoever in Xiaoxiao’s proposal.

After eating several grilled fish, the phoenixes, still unsatisfied, once again performed their elegant dance steps, forming a semicircle with fierce light gleaming in their eyes as they pressed closer to Xiaoxiao.

Although water conquers fire, the flames these phoenixes sprayed were not mortal fire, but True Crimson Flame.

Xiaoxiao’s water shield was completely useless against those surging fire tongues. Even when raised, it could only serve as entertainment for the phoenixes before their feast.

When she saw the purple and yellow phoenixes extending their necks again, Xiaoxiao gritted her teeth and pulled out two fire-controlling talismans…

But her heart had no confidence at all!

Perhaps due to her extreme yin constitution, controlling water and wind was as easy as lifting a finger for her, without any obstruction, but she had never been able to control fire. And now these phoenixes were spraying True Crimson Flame—trying to control them was simply wishful thinking!

But now her life hung by a thread, and Xiaoxiao couldn’t care about much else. Just as those two phoenixes extended their necks to spray fire at her again, she gritted her teeth and threw out two silver fire-controlling talismans.

Xiaoxiao concentrated her energy, silently reciting the incantation, but as usual, although those two talismans rose into the air driven by spiritual power, they were like two leaves swept by wind, powerless to resist, and were quickly melted into a puddle of silver water by the flames…

Xiaoxiao hadn’t expected them to work anyway; she was just using them to attract the attention of those phoenixes.

After throwing the fire-controlling talismans, she leaped onto Yu Tiandou, controlling the divine sword to race swiftly toward the top of the narrow gorge.

The Demon Pearl had said that when encountering these divine birds, the only way out was to run fast. She could only place her hopes on the speed of the Heaven’s Punishment Sword to carry her quickly out of these phoenixes’ nest.

Under the stimulation of spiritual power, Yu Tiandou’s speed was like an arrow released from a bow, rushing out of the gorge.

But when it came to flying, who could be faster than these kings of birds?

Soon, those five-colored divine birds, trailing their long tails and spreading their wings, chased after Cui Xiaoxiao as she flew on her sword!

The snake’s demonic energy spreading from her body was truly too enticing, exciting the five phoenixes beyond restraint.

When Xiaoxiao looked back, she saw that those five phoenixes, originally no larger than pheasants, were rapidly growing in size as they spread their wings in pursuit.

In a moment, the enlarged phoenixes became like giant eagles, extending their sharp, elongated talons as they pounced fiercely at Cui Xiaoxiao.

However, Xiaoxiao’s control of the Heaven’s Punishment Sword was too sensitive, and she dodged the phoenixes’ sharp talons several times.

Those phoenixes, unable to capture their prey and being toyed with by Xiaoxiao, seemed to be enraged. They circled in the air again, letting out earth-shaking cries, then all five phoenixes glared with crimson eyes and together sprayed five-colored flames toward Xiaoxiao.

The overwhelming flames attacked, and this time, Xiaoxiao had nowhere to escape. Yu Tiandou, protective of its master, blocked in front of Xiaoxiao, resisting the bulk of the flames, but Xiaoxiao’s body was still burned by the fire. In an instant, she was engulfed in flames.

The feeling of being burned by True Crimson Flame was like having hot oil poured over her body, with countless streams of heat drilling into every pore, causing Xiaoxiao to cry out in pain as she plummeted straight down from the sky.

As she fell, the surrounding wind further fueled the burning flames, and Xiaoxiao was completely wrapped in a fireball.

Was she going to burn to death this time? If she died, would anyone feel heartbroken and miss this orphaned girl?

In that instant, the figure that flashed through Xiaoxiao’s mind was Wei Jie. He… if he knew that his unreliable master had died so pathetically, he would probably be sad and grieved for a little while, right?

In the agony of the fire, Xiaoxiao once again gritted her teeth and silently recited the fire-controlling incantation…

This time, perhaps because she had fallen into a life-threatening situation, the fire-controlling incantation that had always been useless now trembled with each syllable she uttered, resonating with the surrounding heat…

Just as Xiaoxiao was about to lose consciousness from the pain, she suddenly felt those wildly dancing flames seem to leave her body.

She struggled to open her eyes and discovered that the True Crimson Flame that had been madly burning her was now scattered around her like dispersed fireworks. Gradually, those scattered sparks were steadily controlled by the fire-controlling incantation into five fireballs, floating around Xiaoxiao like blooming fire lotuses.

Those phoenixes also seemed shocked that their true fire had been controlled by someone. They spread their wings again with shrieks, wanting to fly over and tear her apart with their sharp claws.

Seeing the five phoenixes attacking again, Xiaoxiao exerted all her strength to swing her arms, directing the five fire lotus clusters floating around her body straight toward those five phoenixes.

In just an instant, feathers caught fire and blazed furiously, and several phoenixes let out sharp cries.

At this moment, Xiaoxiao had been burned black all over by the fire and could no longer control her pain-wracked body, falling straight down from mid-air.

The shrieking sounds of the five phoenixes circling in the sky had long since awakened Tang Youshu, Yu Ling’er, and the others who were sleeping near the cave in the back mountain.

They looked up at the sky, where the originally dim heavens had been illuminated by the five-colored flames sprayed by the phoenixes. They also saw Xiaoxiao being besieged by the five-colored phoenixes.

Yu Ling’er urgently called out to Xiaoxiao, wanting to pull her out from the phoenixes’ encirclement, but unfortunately she couldn’t fly that high and could only watch helplessly as Xiaoxiao was wrapped in flames, then successfully counterattacked by burning the five phoenixes, and finally both Xiaoxiao and those five burning phoenix birds fell from the sky together.

Without Yu Ling’er’s instruction, several strong fox clan males immediately transformed into foxes and ran like lightning toward the direction where Cui Xiaoxiao was falling.

But Xiaoxiao, along with those five burning phoenixes, fell back into that narrow valley bottom.

When several foxes arrived and saw Xiaoxiao fall into the bottomless cliff wall, they also prepared to jump down.

But the next moment, these foxes were bounced back by an invisible air wall!

Just then, a black shadow flashed by, breaking through the invisible shackles without resistance and plunging into the narrow valley along with Xiaoxiao like lightning…

The black shadow activated spiritual power and quickly caught up with the straight-falling Xiaoxiao, embracing the charred girl in his arms, then raising an energy shield to strike the ground, greatly reducing the impact force of their downward momentum.

This black shadow was Wei Jie, who had traveled day and night, returning early from Qilao Mountain.

When he was at the foot of the mountain, he saw the fierce battle in mid-air, and immediately rushed up the mountain urgently.

But he was still a step too late—he only managed to jump into the valley bottom and catch the falling Xiaoxiao.

When they landed, Wei Jie’s handsome face was tense, and not daring to shake this girl who had been burned to charcoal, he could only call out urgently: “Xiaoxiao, Xiaoxiao, wake up!”

But Xiaoxiao kept her eyes tightly closed, seemingly without any breath at all!

Just then, something bright seemed to be pushing outward from Xiaoxiao’s mouth.

Wei Jie had the blood of a succubus and was more sensitive to demonic auras than ordinary people.

When he sensed the demonic energy rushing toward him, he knew this was the Demon Pearl that had been parasitic in Xiaoxiao’s body.

Previously, it had stubbornly refused to leave, but now that its host’s life hung by a thread and couldn’t last much longer, it was about to abandon its old master.

Although the Demon Pearl leaving would be a good thing, it couldn’t be now!

Without the Demon Pearl’s demonic nature, Xiaoxiao’s current broken body simply couldn’t hold on!

Thinking of this, Wei Jie grabbed Yu Tiandou beside Xiaoxiao, pointing the sword tip at Xiaoxiao’s glowing mouth, threatening sternly: “If you dare come out, believe it or not, I’ll split you in half with one sword strike!”

As he spoke, his spiritual energy had already reached the tip of the Heaven’s Punishment Sword, burning the Demon Pearl until it let out a painful wail. The next moment, the light in Xiaoxiao’s mouth disappeared down her throat.

Wei Jie knew that the Demon Pearl had been forced back into Xiaoxiao’s body, but if her consciousness wasn’t clear, she would only become the Demon Pearl’s puppet, preserving this charred body…

Thinking of this, he drew out a dagger, cut open his wrist, and dripped his rapidly healing blood into Xiaoxiao’s mouth, then splashed it on her body.

Then he sat cross-legged again, circulating his energy and holding his breath, wanting to transfer his inner core to Xiaoxiao.

However, this time Xiaoxiao was severely injured. If he gave out his inner core, it would probably be immediately consumed by her and couldn’t be returned to him.

Completely losing one’s inner core was a fatal blow for cultivators. Even if they cultivated again, they couldn’t compensate for the damage to their emptied spiritual platform, making it very difficult to achieve enlightenment again.

Wei Jie couldn’t care about much else and lowered his head, preparing to pry open her jaw and transfer his inner core to Xiaoxiao.

But when he tried to transfer the inner core, he couldn’t get it into Xiaoxiao’s mouth, no matter what—inner cores, like Demon Pearls, needed to attach to the living. If a person had already died, naturally, it couldn’t be absorbed, no matter what.

Wei Jie stared wide-eyed, his hands trembling slightly as he reached toward Xiaoxiao’s nose, but couldn’t sense even the slightest breath…

Wei Jie stared in disbelief, then lowered his head again, pressing tightly against her charred lips, struggling to transfer his inner core to her, but it was still in vain.

The one who used to always be lively and active, glaring and scolding him, now lay there motionless like charcoal.

Wei Jie pressed tightly against her lips, always waiting for her to open her eyes and scold him energetically for being a lecher and taking advantage of her.

His eyes darkened as he cut open his other wrist, and hot blood poured into her mouth like it cost nothing, but it slowly flowed out from the corners of her mouth. It seemed that no amount of fresh blood could awaken this sleeping girl.

Wei Jie didn’t even dare to shake her forcefully—she was already so broken and fragmented, presenting a fragility that seemed like she would shatter at a touch.

At this moment, Wei Jie hated himself immensely. Why had he escorted the remnant pages away in the first place? If he had been there, he would never have let Xiaoxiao venture into danger alone…

But no amount of regret was useful. This girl with tightly closed eyes and no breath would never again earnestly console him, not to belittle himself, that even if he was a half-demon’s son, in her eyes he was still promising material; she would never again secretly look at him, then blush and stubbornly refuse to admit it…

This unexpected parting of life and death was the most unacceptable.

Wei Jie was even thinking that she was deliberately punishing him, wasn’t she? Punishing him for when they parted last time—he had seen her close her eyes expectantly, yet he hadn’t kissed her and had hardened his heart to turn and leave?

If she would open her eyes, he would tell her that the reason he hadn’t kissed her then wasn’t to tease her, but because he was afraid that after their lips and tongues intertwined, it would be even harder for him to leave her…

Thinking of this, the man whose expression was as gloomy as thick, undissolvable clouds chuckled softly: “Xiaoxiao, are you trying to scare me? You’re acting so realistically that even I, who never knew what fear was, am terrified… Be good, open your eyes, okay? I’ll do whatever you want, just don’t lie there so motionless… Cui Xiaoxiao! Open your eyes for me!”

By the end, Wei Jie couldn’t hold it in anymore and couldn’t help but roar out. Those purple eyes had become so intense they were almost black, and a tear stained with blood slowly slid from his eyes, dripping onto Xiaoxiao’s lips…

A succubus’s bloody tears were drops of heart’s blood, with the power to turn decay into a miracle. But succubi were heartless and rarely shed bloody tears.

Yet at this moment, Wei Jie’s tears were mixed with drops of hot blood from his heart…

Just as he lowered his head and wept powerlessly, he heard a cracking sound. He slowly opened his eyes and looked carefully, discovering that Xiaoxiao’s charred exterior was cracking, developing fine fissures…

Seeing her change like this, Wei Jie didn’t dare touch her—she was clearly like a fragile black doll, afraid that she would shatter beyond repair the next moment.

“Xiaoxiao!” At this moment, Wei Jie felt as if his heart was being burned by fierce fire, and couldn’t help but call out to her sternly again.

As if awakened by his voice, Xiaoxiao finally let out a soft, low moan and coughed painfully once. This one cough was significant—those fine cracks also split open in response, falling away like pieces of broken porcelain…

Wei Jie stared wide-eyed, watching intently where the charred black fragments fell away, discovering that under the charred skin was tender, fair flesh.

After most of the charred skin had fallen off, Wei Jie found that Xiaoxiao didn’t seem to have been burned at all, and her appearance was even more enchanting than before.

If the former Xiaoxiao had been a pure beauty, then Xiaoxiao now, as she slightly opened her eyes, seemed to have gained an indescribable demonic charm when her eyes flowed…

However, Xiaoxiao seemed somewhat unclear, blinking as she looked at the suddenly appearing Wei Jie, thinking for a moment: Am I… dreaming? How am I dreaming of this bastard Wei Jie again…

Seeing that she was fine, Wei Jie’s highly suspended heart finally relaxed considerably, but unable to immediately recover from the extreme grief, he didn’t speak, just stared with purple eyes, nervously confirming that she had awakened.

Seeing him not speaking, Xiaoxiao felt she was really in a dream—otherwise, why would this habitually arrogant man be crying with bloody streaks all over his face?

Would Wei Jie cry? Of course not! So this must be a dream!

But even if it was a dream, wasn’t this Wei fellow too arrogant? Xiaoxiao looked at his face so close to hers in a daze and couldn’t help asking: “You… why are you so close to me?”

Wei Jie lowered his purple eyes and honestly replied: “Preparing to transfer my inner core to you…”

Heaven have mercy, he had no intention of being seductive—every word was sincere truth about saving someone.

It was just that the man was too handsome, and every glance and innocent expression seemed like seduction.

Xiaoxiao, burned and confused by the True Crimson Flame, seemed to have misunderstood something. She widened her eyes and complained resentfully without rhyme or reason: “Every time you only tease but don’t follow through—what kind of man are you!”

Xiaoxiao spoke the truth, though these were all situations from her dreams. Every time she thought of him teasing people in dreams but then having no follow-up, it made one feel as if burned by fire once, then thrown into a cold pool—it was truly infuriating!

Wei Jie narrowed his eyes slightly, naturally thinking of the regret from their last parting when he hadn’t kissed her. He was quite serious about wanting to explain: “Last time, I was thinking… mmm…”

The next moment, his usually stern master in dreams, who was desperate and sultry, actually impatiently hooked up her slender white arm, bent down his neck, and quite rudely captured his lips…

Since this was a dream, and this damn man dared to be so chatty and verbose, he was asking for it!

Eh, strange, why was there a bloody yet sweet taste in her mouth? This feeling of lips and tongues intertwining… this dream was a bit too realistic, wasn’t it?

If he still didn’t know what to do at this point, Wei Jie should just cut himself and stop being a man!

Soon, he took the initiative, forcefully embracing Xiaoxiao and unceremoniously enjoying those cherry lips he hadn’t kissed in so long.

Xiaoxiao was drawn into his warm embrace, pressed against his strong chest, soft as a kitten, naturally humming as she continued their passionate kiss…

However, in her confusion, while enjoying the dream’s beauty, Xiaoxiao vaguely felt something was wrong.

In her haze, she seemed to hear phoenix cries from the sky, and the chaotic thoughts in her mind were suddenly split open by the phoenix calls.

The memories of the battle before she was burned and fell unconscious also came flooding back!

Thinking of this, Xiaoxiao suddenly pushed away the man who was passionately kissing her, then stared around to examine her surroundings. After confirming this wasn’t a dream, she asked urgently: “You… how are you here?”

Wei Jie’s breathing hadn’t yet stabilized. He just gazed down Xiaoxiao’s enchanting, moving face, absent-mindedly saying: “After delivering the remnant pages, I came back to find you…”

Xiaoxiao felt the purple in his eyes was becoming deeper and followed his gaze downward to look at herself…

Earlier, her battle with those five-colored phoenixes had been too intense, so much so that she was burned by the True Crimson Divine Fire sprayed by the phoenixes.

At the time, she felt burning pain all over her body and lost consciousness.

Now awakened, she looked down to examine herself and could see there were still charred traces from the burning on her body, though some of the charred shells had already cracked and fallen off, revealing skin that seemed newly born…

But this wasn’t the point! True Crimson Fire left no grass where it passed—she had been completely charred, so how could there be even half an inch of clothing left?

The next moment, Xiaoxiao let out a scream more piercing than the phoenixes!

She frantically tried to cover herself, but found this still wasn’t right!

Then she finally came to her senses and covered Wei Jie’s unblinking, handsome eyes with one hand, asking fiercely: “You… what are you looking at!”

Wei Jie’s eyes were blocked by her, but his mouth curved in a smile, showing gleaming white canine teeth, saying with some lingering satisfaction: “Nothing much, just snow-piled peaks and jade-like skin about to be revealed… mmm…”

Before he could finish, Xiaoxiao’s busy hand firmly blocked his infuriated mouth!

If possible, Xiaoxiao wished she had died in that ball of fire rather than lose all her maiden’s dignity now and still be teased by this fellow!

However… she also clearly saw the bloody tear stains on Wei Jie’s cheeks and couldn’t help but slightly loosen her hand, crossing her arms and asking in surprise and hesitation: “Wei Jie, were you crying just now?”

Wei Jie had no intention of admitting it, only embracing his master whom he had lost and found again, silently and forcefully rubbing against her neck to wipe away the tear stains on his cheeks.

How clever was Xiaoxiao? Earlier, she had been besieged by the five-colored phoenixes and burned to charcoal, in such pain that she lost consciousness.

How could she have opened her eyes to find skin like snow and jade as if newly born?

Someone must have done something to save her!

Thinking this, she pushed Wei Jie away again, examining him from head to toe, naturally seeing his wrists that had been cut open!

Just how much blood had he let for her? Just looking at those bloody, mangled wrists was shocking to Xiaoxiao!

“Are you crazy! Don’t you know that losing too much blood can kill you?” After saying this, she frantically looked for something to bandage his wrists.

Wei Jie just smiled and kissed her forehead again, saying softly: “It’s fine, it will heal in a while. Don’t scare me like that again in the future…”

Xiaoxiao was stunned because those five burning phoenixes, after circling and burning completely in the air, actually underwent nirvana and rebirth in the blazing fire, returning to the small and delicate appearance Xiaoxiao had first seen, all landing opposite her and Wei Jie.

Wei Jie untied his belt, took off his long robe for Xiaoxiao to wear, then pulled her to stand up, warily watching these phoenixes.

But these birds seemed to be caught in panicked frenzy, actually urgently stepping in place, flapping their wings in circles, and even when Wei Jie pulled Xiaoxiao forward one step, they pressed their necks tightly to the ground while their wings also lay flat on the ground, as if bowing to people!

Xiaoxiao was somewhat surprised. Earlier, they had wanted to feast on her, dancing around her in celebration, so why now that Wei Jie had appeared were they all prostrate on the ground, looking extremely obedient?

Just then, the leading red one suddenly let out a long cry, then the other phoenixes responded, flying up again and continuously circling and calling above their heads, as if leading them deeper into the valley bottom.

However, Cui Xiaoxiao’s skin hurt just looking at them now, and she didn’t want to see these birds at all.

Wei Jie embraced her and leaped toward the cliff top, but there seemed to be a barrier above that they couldn’t break through, no matter what.
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Wei Jie and Xiaoxiao exchanged glances. Since they couldn’t get out, they decided to go down and investigate.

So the two of them descended into the valley again. Wei Jie took Xiaoxiao’s hand and followed those circling and dancing phoenixes deeper into the valley bottom.

Xiaoxiao originally wanted to shake off his large palm, but when her gaze fell on Wei Jie’s injured wrists, she couldn’t bear to use force anymore. Being pulled by him, she obediently followed by his side.

After passing through a narrow mountain path, their view suddenly opened up, as if they had arrived at a paradise beyond the world. Here, mountain springs flowed, grass was green as a carpet, and on a patch of verdant grassland grew an exceptionally flourishing parasol tree.

On the tree was a huge nest, and at this moment, those five phoenixes had landed on the parasol tree, contentedly stretching their feathers.

Wei Jie was naturally extremely bold. Since they had come here, of course, they should investigate thoroughly, so he simply embraced Xiaoxiao and jumped onto the large tree.

They could see scattered eggshells in those nests. The eggshells were extremely beautiful, sparkling as if sprinkled with mica powder. Looking at the colors, they corresponded to the five colors, so it seemed these phoenixes were born in this nest.

However, Xiaoxiao’s eyes were sharp, and she noticed there seemed to be some fine eggshell fragments in the grass by the stream.

Xiaoxiao jumped down from the tree, went to the streamside to pick up those eggshells, but discovered that this egg’s color was somewhat dull gray, not sparkling with bright colors like the other phoenix eggshells. It looked extremely dim, but judging by the egg’s shape, it should also be a phoenix egg.

Wei Jie also came down from the tree and saw the fragments in her hands. After thinking, he boldly guessed that this should be an egg that had been pushed out of the tree, leaving behind eggshells after breaking.

Xiaoxiao listened with a puzzled, slight frown: “Pushed out of the tree? Could it be that a cuckoo mixed into the phoenix nest?”

Cuckoos like to have other mother birds raise their young, so they often lay eggs in others’ nests and push the host’s original eggs out of the nest, which is why Xiaoxiao asked this.

As a member of the Wei family, Wei Jie was quite familiar with many legends of strange beasts.

Looking at those blackened eggshells thoughtfully, he said: “This should be a rare black phoenix egg. It’s said that when black phoenixes appear in the world, they’re considered inauspicious and not tolerated by heaven’s mandate, so phoenixes will actively push black eggs out of their nests…”

The so-called black phoenix was an ominous thing, said to gather demons and cause changes, a strange creature that only appeared in chaotic times.

So it didn’t seem strange that this gray egg was pushed out.

Xiaoxiao didn’t speak, but lowered her head to search again and again in the grass where she found the eggshells, and found a tiny piece of black down.

Xiaoxiao couldn’t help but call out happily: “Wei Jie, look, there’s a little bird down here. Did this egg hatch after all? Let’s search and see if we can find that little black phoenix.”

Seeing her searching enthusiastically, Wei Jie couldn’t help but tease: “Why? Do you think being hunted by five phoenixes wasn’t exciting enough, so you want to find another black phoenix?”

Xiaoxiao also knew her behavior was somewhat pointless, but when she heard that black phoenixes were pushed out of their nests by their mothers when they were still eggs just because they represented bad luck, she felt somewhat uncomfortable. She was born with the “Ten Injuries” fate, suspected by relatives from childhood as an ominous person. She understood too well the taste of being ostracized.

So, hearing Wei Jie’s words, she wanted to see if that little black phoenix was still around.

But after Xiaoxiao searched around in a circle, she still couldn’t find any trace of a black phoenix. Perhaps that black phoenix, after luckily hatching, still died young.

After all, not being a creature blessed and expected by heaven, it was normal for it to be gone.

But why did the five phoenixes lead them here? Was it just to visit the divine parasol branch where they were born?

Just then, Wei Jie, who had turned to one side of the tree, suddenly became grave, looking toward a smooth, large stone beside the tree.

On that stone were written several large characters in a flowing, phoenix-like style—”Heaven’s Mandate Can Be Defied.”

Such rebellious words appearing in this divine bird’s secret realm were quite incongruous.

But what made Wei Jie’s expression heavy was that this flowing script was unmistakably his handwriting!

Xiaoxiao also recognized his handwriting and couldn’t help but hesitantly ask: “What? You’ve been here before, too?”

Wei Jie frowned and shook his head. This was his first time coming to Ghost Stone Cliff in his life; he had no memory of writing here.

But that writing… was indeed Wei Jie’s penmanship, and even this rebellious phrase was his usual tone—what was going on?

Just then, Wei Jie’s expression became grave again, because he discovered a wine gourd in the grass beside that stone, and this wine gourd was the same as the one he carried with him…

Xiaoxiao picked up that wine gourd in surprise and sniffed it. The wine smell in the gourd was exactly the fine brew Wei Jie often drank in Luoyi City…

When Wei Jie took down the wine gourd hanging at his waist and compared it with the one they found, he really couldn’t see any difference between the two.

But this wine gourd was made by Wei Jie himself, and even the inscription on it should be unique!

Xiaoxiao stared at this suddenly appearing strange wine gourd and suddenly had a flash of inspiration.

She looked around and discovered that the barrier aura set up around here seemed somewhat familiar. This warm and surging aura seemed able to make one’s state of mind become peaceful…

Xiaoxiao’s eyesight was different from ordinary people. When she looked up to examine the surrounding barrier, she suddenly remembered that when her master wanted her to understand the truth of her childhood, he had used the Retrospective Light method. When that formation activated, its aura was very similar to here.

At that time, although she had returned to the past, her mother couldn’t see her, and she was enveloped in a similar barrier.

Her master had said there were more sophisticated ancient spells than the Retrospective Light method that could freely travel through past and present, but their essence was setting up barriers to make time constant.

That is to say, inside this barrier became a virtual realm, a true paradise beyond the world, a place that could appear at any time and location.

It didn’t exist in any space-time, yet could also travel through any space-time.

Could this phoenix-narrow valley be such a time-constant existence? People from any space-time might break in, with different fates overlapping.

So Wei Jie’s assertion that he had never written here was both right and wrong.

Although those words weren’t written by Wei Jie, the Talismonger Sect disciple, they very likely were words left by Wei Jie, the Demon Lord of one generation.

Thinking of how Master Tang Youshu had mentioned in the secret texts that after Wei Jie led his followers to Ghost Stone Cliff, he had disappeared in the back mountain, but the demon cult disciples searched the entire back mountain without seeing his figure.

When Wei Jie reappeared, he seemed to have been burned by fierce fire, and the snake scales on his body were burned even blacker and harder, becoming invulnerable to weapons. Moreover, at that time, a crow had appeared beside him…

Wei Jie seemed to like that ugly bird very much and raised it for a long time…

Xiaoxiao asked Wei Jie thoughtfully: “If you were to keep a pet, would you raise a crow?”

Wei Jie raised his eyebrows in surprise: “What? Are there crows that sing well? What would I keep that thing for?”

After confirming that Wei Jie had no special preferences in pet-keeping, Xiaoxiao could boldly deduce that this valley with the divine parasol branch was like a chamber isolated from time.

The Demon Lord Wei Jie from the original trajectory had once mistakenly entered this place, probably fought with these five birds like her, and after escaping death, wrote his life sentiment—”Heaven’s Mandate Can Be Defied,” then the Demon Lord left behind his wine gourd while taking away a black crow… Ah, no, a little black phoenix.

So this time when they broke in again, although the five phoenixes were all there, and the wine gourd and inscription traces left by Demon Lord Wei Jie were also there, only that black phoenix was missing.

Because Wei Jie had taken that black phoenix out of the phoenix narrow valley, naturally, it wasn’t there anymore.

After reasoning through this, Xiaoxiao became dejected again to discover that she seemed to have followed Wei Jie’s path to demonhood again, helping him through what should have been his trial of true fire burning.

It’s just that after Wei Jie was burned by phoenix flames, his snake scales all over became invulnerable to weapons. What about her snake scales?

Thinking of this, Xiaoxiao opened her robe to examine her arms. Unsurprisingly, she discovered that the snake scales on her body seemed to have spread much more, covering her entire arm.

It’s just that the charred black shell from being burned hadn’t completely fallen off yet, and the half-exposed color inside seemed somewhat glaring and strange. Xiaoxiao reached out to rub that charred shell…

The charred shell fell away rustling, revealing a dazzling gleam of gold…

Xiaoxiao suspected she was seeing things and hurriedly rubbed harder, and Wei Jie also extended his large palm to help her rub.

Finally, when the black shell of the entire arm fell off, what was revealed was truly a golden, gleaming arm…

Xiaoxiao was somewhat dumbfounded. Why did Wei Jie’s previous life burn out black scales and iron armor, while hers was such a rich and glorious color?

Thinking of the future sight of golden scales covering her entire body, Cui Xiaoxiao was distressed!

Wei Jie was initially also grave, silently thinking about why Xiaoxiao’s arm had become like this. Seeing Xiaoxiao frowning sadly, he gently asked: “What’s wrong? Do you feel uncomfortable in your body?”

Xiaoxiao puffed out her cheeks, frowning with delicate brows, saying in a low voice: “What should I do? My arms have turned golden… it’ll be hard to match clothing colors in the future!”

Gold was even worse than black, so glaring. In the future, wearing fresh, tender colors like green wouldn’t match at all!

Wei Jie was silent again, having to admit that his master was not an ordinary person—she could think of things others couldn’t think of!

After all this fuss, she was worrying about this?

Just as Xiaoxiao revealed her golden arm, the five phoenixes perched on the branches seemed unable to bear such a dazzling color either, crying out loudly as they took flight again.

Circling above their heads, the next moment, the five phoenixes transformed into five colored lights, shooting straight toward Xiaoxiao.

Wei Jie instinctively blocked in front of Xiaoxiao, but it was already too late.

They saw that on Xiaoxiao’s smooth neck, five colored phoenix brands had been imprinted, encircling her neck like a necklace.

Xiaoxiao rushed to the stream edge to stare wide-eyed, then looked up at Wei Jie dumbfounded: “They… they couldn’t have attached to my body like the Demon Pearl, could they?”

Wei Jie also frowned. He had never heard of phoenixes attaching to human bodies.

After asking Xiaoxiao and confirming she felt no discomfort, Wei Jie decided to first take Xiaoxiao out, then seek his grandmother to ask if she knew what this situation was.

The two had stayed in the illusion too long, but after those five phoenixes transformed into marks imprinted on Xiaoxiao’s neck, the surrounding barrier aura seemed to weaken significantly.

Xiaoxiao sighed deeply. Since the path to demonhood had gone this far, she might as well go all the way.

So she picked up the Heaven’s Punishment Sword, came before the round stone, and under the flowing “Heaven’s Mandate Can Be Defied,” also wrote four large characters—”Attract Wealth and Treasure”!

It’s just that, compared to the vigorous and powerful calligraphy above, Xiaoxiao’s handwriting showed some childishness.

Wei Jie tried to appreciate his teacher’s literary work and praise it, but had nowhere to start, so he could only raise his eyebrows and ask: “What’s so brilliant about your inscription?”

Xiaoxiao said seriously, “Our Talismonger Sect has encountered slightly too many unlucky things recently, so of course we need auspicious words! As the sect leader, I’m supporting so many of you—don’t I need to attract wealth? Your master’s body is about to become an inn for various demons to attach to! I still have to carefully restrain these increasingly numerous demons, and I need to attract even more treasure! As for that idiot above who wrote ‘Heaven’s Mandate Can Be Defied’—just listen to such talk. If you try to practice it, you’ll get struck by heavenly thunder!”

After hearing her speak so eloquently for such a long passage, Wei Jie was completely relieved. She had the mood to play the boring trick of “so-and-so was here” like the Monkey King, so it seemed the fire burning hadn’t severely damaged her vitality.

After confirming Xiaoxiao was fine, Wei Jie carried her on his back, retraced their path, and soared upward.

Wei Jie was agile, carrying Xiaoxiao while stepping on cliff walls, borrowing force to continuously leap upward. When they reached the gap above the narrow valley, he burst through the much-weakened barrier in one go and rushed out.

But just as Wei Jie broke through the barrier, the two gourds hanging at his waist didn’t hold on and fell back down to the valley bottom…

Yu Ling’er and the others had been guarding at this crevice, but being unable to break through the barrier and unable to go down, they had been extremely worried about Xiaoxiao.

When Wei Jie carried Xiaoxiao up, Yu Ling’er let out a fox-like cry of joy.

She quickly came over, embraced Xiaoxiao, then looked her up and down to see if she had been burned.

The sight of the five phoenixes breathing fire earlier had been too terrifying—they were roasting Xiaoxiao like fragrant meat.

Yu Ling’er had thought Xiaoxiao would be charred, but unexpectedly, when she came up, although she still had some charred carbon shells hanging on her, they looked like they could be washed off. Her face was still smooth, and she seemed fine.

It’s just that Xiaoxiao’s clothes… seemed to be Wei Jie’s, and inside she seemed to be wearing nothing… so when the two were down there, hadn’t Wei Jie seen Xiaoxiao completely naked?

So after Yu Ling’er put down her heart full of worry, her gossiping soul immediately burned vigorously. She lowered her voice to ask Xiaoxiao: “When he went to save you, you weren’t wearing clothes? Did he…”

Xiaoxiao suddenly reached out to pinch Yu Ling’er’s mouth, pinching the fox’s mouth into a duck’s mouth, then squinted and said: “Try bringing this up again?”

Yu Ling’er discovered that Xiaoxiao, after being roasted by fire once, seemed to have changed appearance. Although she had become more enchanting and moving, when fierce, she was also sharper-eyed! She really increasingly had the bearing of a great sect master!

But… Yu Ling’er wasn’t afraid! After mixing with Xiaoxiao for so long, she also knew her temperament—when she glared, it was mostly just to scare people!

So after Xiaoxiao let go, Yu Ling’er pitifully covered her mouth, quickly retreated, hid behind Tang Youshu, then suddenly stuck out her neck and shouted: “Xiaoxiao, did Wei Jie see you without clothes?”

Xiaoxiao angrily pounced to pluck the talkative fox’s fur, while Yu Ling’er used Young Master Tang as a human shield, dodging left and right.

Tang Youshu was also helpless, only able to protect Yu Ling’er like a mother hen while carefully trying to persuade Xiaoxiao: “Master Ancestor… don’t argue with her. We all know you and Master are gentlemen who see no evil and hear no evil!”

But Yu Ling’er said: “Come on! They’ve kissed several times already! When we were in the village, I saw them hiding in the room kissing…”

The fox clan advocated deep emotion and natural disposition. Since they were people who liked each other, of course, they should be together openly.

Yu Ling’er just couldn’t stand how Xiaoxiao was practicing dual cultivation with her disciple, yet stubbornly refused to admit it!

However, her saying this was also to give Young Master Tang a heads-up—never fall for this succubus Xiaoxiao! Cui Xiaoxiao already had Wei Jie for dual cultivation, so she mustn’t harm Young Master Tang either. His body was weak and couldn’t withstand such harvesting!

Only then did Xiaoxiao realize that when she and Wei Jie “transferred” inner cores in the village those few times, they had all been seen by the little fox.

Probably she had pinched her mouth too hard just now, so the stinky fox was deliberately taking revenge, actually revealing such secrets.

Looking at the surrounding fox clan’s faces of sudden realization, Xiaoxiao looked at Wei Jie with some despair, hoping he could come forward to clarify.

Master, your venerable soul above, this disciple’s will was momentarily unsteady and was bewitched by Wei Jie’s masculine beauty, committing errors that dishonor the master’s teachings!

But the great banner of the Lingshan Talismonger Sect’s righteous path cannot fall!

How should she make everyone believe that their relationship was truly a pure and innocent master-disciple relationship, that the initial inner core transfer was unavoidable, and that the subsequent repeated kisses were merely the result of momentary emotional turbulence?

She didn’t want to practice dual cultivation with Wei Jie or become immortal partners or anything…

However, that scoundrel Wei Jie clearly lacked a sense of duty to protect the sect’s reputation and wasn’t much troubled by everyone’s strange looks.

He smiled and nodded to everyone in acknowledgment, his handsome brows and starry eyes showing a humble yet proud expression, as if kissing his master was quite an honor.

This behavior… suited a Hehuan Sect disciple!

Xiaoxiao regretted it. She should have been burned to death in that True Crimson Fire earlier, saving herself from being roasted by everyone’s strange looks in public now.

But the first thing she needed to do now was to tear Yu Ling’er’s big mouth.

Did the stinky fox think hiding behind Young Master Tang would solve everything?

As a result, Xiaoxiao darted out in one swift movement and immediately grabbed Yu Ling’er’s fox ears that had popped out in fright, pulling her out by the shoulders.

Both Xiaoxiao and Yu Ling’er were stunned.

Although they had played and fought like this before, Cui Xiaoxiao usually couldn’t catch Yu Ling’er.

After all, slippery foxes were much faster than humans. In comparing speed and agility, Xiaoxiao was far inferior to Yu Ling’er.

But just now, Yu Ling’er seemed to have no ability to resist. She only felt a flash before her eyes, and Cui Xiaoxiao had caught her.

Yu Ling’er didn’t believe it and broke free to run again, but the next moment her swishing tail was steadily caught in Xiaoxiao’s hand.

Yu Ling’er blinked her big eyes, half-opening her mouth: “Xiaoxiao, did you practice some lightning talisman? How are your movements so fast?”

Where had Xiaoxiao practiced any lightning talisman? She hadn’t even used her true qi just now—she had just naturally become faster. And Yu Ling’er’s previously dazzling, swift speed now seemed to have slowed down in her eyes, so naturally it was easy to catch her…

Could it be… because of those five phoenixes attached to her body? Thinking of this, she tried lightly touching her toes, feeling her body become light, and the next moment, she flew up into a tree!

Not only was Xiaoxiao surprised, but everyone was also surprised, looking at Xiaoxiao, while Yu Ling’er quickly ran under the tree, winking at Xiaoxiao: “Hey, come down quickly. You forgot… you’re only wearing this one robe! That belt is about to come loose!”

The next moment, Wei Jie had already flown up, pulled her down in one motion, then with a dark expression tied her belt into a dead knot, then asked: “Where did you put your clothes?”

This question made Xiaoxiao suddenly gasp—mentioning clothes, she suddenly remembered her bundle that was thrown when she fell off the cliff.

That bundle contained not only clothes but also her thick master’s secret manual!

Thinking of this, she had no mood to clarify the sect scandal or study how much her movement techniques had improved. She hurriedly searched for where the bundle had fallen based on her memory.

Strange, she clearly remembered the bundle being thrown at this cliff edge, but she couldn’t find it, no matter how she searched!

After Xiaoxiao searched around in a circle without finding it, she suspected her bundle had also fallen into the phoenix valley below like Wei Jie’s wine gourd.

But when she wanted to go down again, she discovered that the narrow valley crevice had somehow completely disappeared. Where she had fallen earlier was now like flat ground—there was no way down!

Xiaoxiao lowered her head to slightly pull open her collar, looking at the five-colored phoenix marks around her neck like a necklace, thinking: Could it be that because the phoenixes all came out with me, the phoenix valley disappeared?

What did these five phoenixes want by sticking to her body? Were they tired of staying in the secret realm and planning to come out with her to see the world?

This way, she was even more impressive than Wei Jie. Wei Jie had only brought out a crow—no, a black phoenix.

But she had taken them all, bringing out all five phoenixes. However, whether these five phoenixes appearing in the world were a blessing or a curse, she didn’t know.

These phoenixes were the Demon Pearl’s nemesis. Now that Xiaoxiao had five phoenixes on her body all at once, she could feel that the Demon Pearl’s aura was suppressed tightly—it probably didn’t even dare breathe loudly.

According to Wei Jie, when she was dying, the Demon Pearl had wanted to abandon her and leave, but was forced back by Wei Jie’s sword. One could imagine how the Demon Pearl was now cursing Wei Jie with foul language under the five phoenix claws.

What Xiaoxiao was most worried about now was where her bundle had gone. Had it fallen into the unmanned Phoenix secret realm? If so, how could she retrieve the bundle?
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Xiaoxiao thought again—if the secret manual fell into that unmanned narrow valley, it was still better than being found by others.

Moreover, Master’s rambling writing style never had a clear focus. Even if someone saw it, they would probably think it was some scholar who loved writing unofficial histories, fabricating wild nonsense based on immortal cultivation tales…

After comforting herself this way, Xiaoxiao’s mood improved slightly, but she still looked around reluctantly.

Seeing her constantly looking down for something, Yu Ling’er asked what she was looking for. Xiaoxiao vaguely said her bundle was lost, and she had no change of clothes.

Yu Ling’er generously offered her dress to Xiaoxiao. When she had seen Wei Jie buy so many beautiful dresses for Xiaoxiao, she had been quite envious, so she pestered Tang Youshu to buy her two little dresses too.

Although the dress style wasn’t as luxurious as Xiaoxiao’s, it was charming and cute, with very flowing gauze.

It’s just that now Xiaoxiao’s arm scales had all turned golden—this was hard to match with clothing colors!

Xiaoxiao and Yu Ling’er rarely had such a moment of seeing eye to eye, both looking at the golden arm and sighing together.

Then Xiaoxiao found a pool in the back mountain, first soaking well and washing off the charred carbon debris on her body.

At this time, dawn was breaking. When the stream water reflected her face, Xiaoxiao looked carefully and felt amazed—she seemed to have become even more beautiful…

It wasn’t that her facial features had changed, but her eyes and brows now carried more aloof coldness than before, and even the corners of her eyes were slightly upturned like phoenix eyes, giving a sense of cold arrogance and sharpness.

The red mole at the corner of her eye had also become more vividly red. The expression flowing between her brows and eyes now seemed strange even to herself, as if… as if it had the cold, aloof feeling of those five phoenixes looking down on people.

Could it be that because five phoenixes were attached to her, she had also picked up some phoenix habits? Amitabha Buddha, Infinite Celestial Worthy! She didn’t like eating snake meat—she hoped she wouldn’t be assimilated by these phoenixes!

However, her current appearance did have the imposing dignity of a great sect master. Xiaoxiao felt that if she didn’t speak, she had even more presence of a great power than Ling Zhishan two hundred years later!

She looked again at the colored phoenix marks on her neck. Even scrubbing vigorously with water, those marks showed no signs of fading.

She just hoped they would behave and not always cause her trouble like the Demon Pearl.

Speaking of the Demon Pearl, Xiaoxiao closed her eyes and tried to sense its presence. The Demon Pearl was now silent as a cicada in winter, seemingly not even daring to sleep deeply.

When Xiaoxiao tried to speak with it, it finally said in a trembling voice: “You damn girl, you did this on purpose, didn’t you? Getting five phoenixes to attach to your body! If you wanted me to leave, I would obediently leave. But now with phoenixes attached to your neck, how the hell am I supposed to get out?”

Xiaoxiao still closed her eyes and asked: “Do you know why these phoenixes are attached to my body, and how to get rid of them?”

The Demon Pearl still spoke with a trembling voice: “If I knew, I would have told you long ago! Would I wait until now? But they just underwent nirvana and rebirth, and attached to your body, they’re all in deep sleep, which is why I dare to speak. He only brought out one black phoenix back then, but you brought out five at once? What exactly is your background to have such great supernatural power?”

Xiaoxiao knew this Demon Pearl was refined from the demonic nature within Demon Lord Wei Jie’s body, so it naturally experienced all the tribulations from Wei Jie’s original trajectory.

Hearing it mention the black phoenix, Xiaoxiao knew she hadn’t guessed wrong—the crow that Demon Lord Wei Jie brought out back then was a black phoenix.

Thinking of this, Xiaoxiao asked again: “Then… where did that black phoenix that the Demon Lord brought out back then go?”

The Demon Pearl heard this and let out several cold laughs: “An ominous thing not tolerated by heaven and earth—what other end could it have? He brought that thing out with his thoughts, and in the end, naturally…”

Before the Demon Pearl could finish speaking, Yu Ling’er’s shout came, asking if Xiaoxiao had finished washing. Wei Jie had roasted rabbit meat for everyone and told her to come eat quickly.

Xiaoxiao didn’t respond and continued letting the Demon Pearl finish speaking, but the Demon Pearl seemed to have exhausted its vitality and fell silent again.

Xiaoxiao sighed, couldn’t care about admiring herself in the water anymore, quickly wrung out her wet hair, put on the dress properly, and shuffled in her shoes to eat this late midnight snack with everyone.

Wei Jie’s cooking skills were well-known. Even in the wilderness, with just some wild scallions and the salt and pepper he carried, he could roast rabbit meat to be crispy outside and tender inside.

He first broke off a rabbit leg for Xiaoxiao, then took a towel and went behind Xiaoxiao, naturally helping her dry her wet hair.

Xiaoxiao now had some attitude of “a scalded pig fears no hot water” and was too lazy to avoid such intimacies with Wei Jie, just letting him wipe. She was starving and needed to eat a few bites of fragrant meat to satisfy her hunger first.

Yu Ling’er watched Wei Jie carefully dry Xiaoxiao’s long hair and felt somewhat envious. Wei Jie was always cold and harsh with others, but he was good to Xiaoxiao.

This Cui Xiaoxiao had secured this disciple…

Around the campfire, everyone gathered in twos and threes to talk. After Wei Jie finished drying Xiaoxiao’s hair, he pulled her to a corner to eat and talk.

After eating half a rabbit leg, Xiaoxiao had the leisure to ask about Wei Jie’s progress.

When they found the remnant pages, they were already full of holes. She wondered if Wei Jie had successfully delivered them back to the Underworld.

Hearing her question, Wei Jie was silent for a moment and said: “I did deliver them, but Grandmother said whether we can get by, we can only leave it to fate.”

Xiaoxiao thought of the Wei family’s fate in the original trajectory and felt somewhat uneasy. She just didn’t know if delivering those hole-riddled remnant pages back could reduce the Wei family’s sins, at least avoiding the tragedy of family extermination.

Next, she told Wei Jie about seeing the new owner of Ghost Stone Cliff manor during the day, Princess Yongning.

Lord Can specifically transferred this manor to Princess Yongning before his death—there must be a conspiracy involved.

Unfortunately, Xiaoxiao wasn’t from two hundred years ago and knew very little about Princess Yongning.

Wei Jie had previously investigated Lord Can thoroughly and also knew something about Princess Yongning, whom Lord Can doted on.

This princess’s father was the Prince of Changshan, who by rights should be Lord Can’s half-brother, said to be born from the late emperor and a female Taoist, then fostered under a palace concubine’s name.

Although Prince of Changshan’s birth was somewhat improper, he was quite favored by the late emperor. Though he was also enfeoffed early, imperial grace and rewards never ceased each year, and one of Prince of Changshan’s younger sons had previously been adopted by Lord Can.

Hearing this, Xiaoxiao suddenly thought: If following the original trajectory, Lord Can would support this adopted younger son to ascend the throne, becoming a regent below only one person.

This way, the little princess’s father had an intimate relationship with Lord Can, the kind where they could send each other sons.

But if Lord Can was Xia Yuansong, then the adopted son was Xia Yuansong’s grandson. He supported his grandson to become the new emperor.

Could it be… Xia Yuansong abandoned the identity of Lord Can and set his sights on the Prince of Changshan, which is why he granted such an important place as Ghost Stone Cliff to the Prince of Changshan’s daughter?

Hearing Xiaoxiao’s analysis, Wei Jie slowly shook his head: “Prince of Changshan’s behavior is different from Lord Can’s. This prince likes drinking and entertaining guests, with endless flowing banquets daily. Although Xia Yuansong can return to youth, he probably can’t completely change his appearance, much less replace such a prince who loves pleasure and making friends. Otherwise, he would quickly be seen through by those familiar with Prince of Changshan…”

Xiaoxiao thought and said, “That Lord Can always act with deep planning. If he intended to replace Prince of Changshan, he should also be able to think of ways to deceive heaven and cross the sea.”

However, if there was a chance in the future, if she saw Prince of Changshan, she should be able to spot flaws. If she knew Lord Can’s whereabouts, at least the Crown Prince’s side could have taken some precautions.

Otherwise, once that treacherous king brewed up some conspiracy again, it would probably be another world catastrophe…

After everyone ate their midnight snack, it was time to catch up on sleep.

No matter how much Xiaoxiao’s cultivation improved, three meals a day and regular rest were unchangeable. After meditation and quiet cultivation, she had to sleep.

Moreover, she had narrowly escaped death and just wanted to sleep well to recover her spirits.

The one who understood her best was naturally her chief disciple. While she was bathing earlier, he had silently cut dry grass, made a grass mattress, and spread clothes on it.

This way, Xiaoxiao could sleep beautifully on the dry, insulated grass mattress.

When Xiaoxiao lay on the grass mattress, she couldn’t help pulling Wei Jie’s hand to see if his wrists had healed.

But Wei Jie misunderstood, thinking she didn’t want him to leave, so he stroked Xiaoxiao’s hair and said: “Be good, rest assured, and sleep. I’m not going anywhere—I’ll guard you like this.”

After speaking, he sat beside Xiaoxiao and began meditating cross-legged.

He hadn’t told Xiaoxiao the truth. Although the blood from his wrists was easy to recover from, the heart’s blood he shed while crying earlier was most damaging to his vitality.

Having half succubus bloodline, he naturally had the weaknesses of the succubus clan—that is, he couldn’t be greatly saddened or emotional. Once emotional and crying, he always harmed himself. However, Wei Jie had no regret about the bloody tears he shed earlier.

He knew it was precisely with this bit of his heart’s blood that he pulled Xiaoxiao back from death’s door.

But he needed to quickly regulate his breathing and meditate to strengthen his foundation and vitality. Moreover, for the next several days, he shouldn’t use true qi in combat, or it would easily disturb his dantian’s true qi…

Xiaoxiao looked at Wei Jie’s profile as he regulated his breathing and felt her heart grow slightly sweet.

With Wei Jie’s eyes closed, she could look at him without restraint.

Although Wei Jie stubbornly refused to admit it earlier, Xiaoxiao guessed that he must have thought she wouldn’t make it, so he shed bloody tears…

From childhood to adulthood, it seemed only Mother had ever shed tears for her. But Mother had died early.

She had thought that in this lifetime, besides Mother and Master, she would never again meet someone who would be sad and cry for her.

Wei Jie—this name that once made her tremble with fear, somehow now felt suffused with indescribable sweetness when silently recited in her heart.

Thinking of this, Xiaoxiao fell asleep with a smile at the corner of her mouth.

But Wei Jie, who had been meditating, suddenly opened his eyes and gazed toward the Buddha Palm Phoenix Viewing Platform in the front mountain.

There seemed to be moving shadows there, probably also looking toward the back mountain…

At this very moment, on that high platform, Princess Yongning was still looking into the distance with her hand shading her eyes, murmuring: “There’s no movement at all. Where are the legendary phoenixes?”

Last night, she heard from mountain craftsmen reporting to guards that phoenixes and immortals were flying in the sky, so she specifically hurried here by carriage to see. Unfortunately, after finally reaching the high platform, everywhere was quiet, with only occasional bird and beast calls—no phoenixes at all!

Just then, someone behind her said coldly, “When phoenixes come to the world, it’s a once-in-a-millennium spectacular sight. How could it be seen casually? If there are any, time will tell—you’ll eventually see them.”

Hearing this, Princess Yongning turned to look at her father behind her, still somewhat disappointed: “They say praying to phoenixes is most effective. I hoped to see phoenixes to pray for your blessings, Father. Otherwise, with your injuries not healing, what should we do?”

As she spoke, she looked with heartache at the bandages wrapped around Prince of Changshan’s face.

Father had been attending a night banquet earlier, boating on the lake, when unexpectedly they encountered bandits attacking the boat. Fortunately, he was rescued by guards in time.

But the bandits had splashed vegetable oil on the boat and set it on fire. Father was unfortunately disfigured, though he was treated by a divine physician. Recovery would still take over a month.

Princess Yongning felt sorry for her father, which is why she wanted to pray to the phoenixes and accumulate some blessings for him.

Hearing his daughter’s such filial piety, Prince of Changshan, his face wrapped in bandages, said in a hoarse voice characteristic of smoke damage: “Already injured like this—how could prayers help? The physician said I just need to slowly recuperate. You’re about to get married, yet you run around everywhere daily. Return to the palace tomorrow to prepare for the wedding.”

Hearing her father’s words, the usually willful Princess Yongning obediently agreed.

Since Father was burned by fire, his temperament had greatly changed. He no longer enjoyed drinking and feasting all night, and disliked seeing outsiders.

This would have been unimaginable before, but people facing great changes having personality changes wasn’t strange.

After hearing Father say he wanted to stay on the high platform to enjoy the breeze and clear his mind, Princess Yongning withdrew to rest at the manor.

Prince of Changshan stood on the high platform with his hands behind his back, gazing at the densely forested back mountain.

He had arrived much earlier and naturally saw the entire scene of Xiaoxiao battling the five phoenixes.

One not accepted by heaven’s mandate… truly formidable, actually able to counterattack and burn five phoenixes!

It seemed Wei Jie’s fire tribulation was still borne by that girl!

Her fate was tough enough—able to withstand this great tribulation with a body not yet fully demonized.

Since this was so, he wanted to see whether Cui Xiaoxiao would become a demon or an immortal next!

Thinking this, Prince of Changshan’s bandage-wrapped face trembled slightly, as if smiling.

After watching for a while, he finally turned and left the high platform with his hands behind his back. His pace down the steps was slow and showed some aged frailty, quite inconsistent with his prime middle-aged years.

However, he soon gradually straightened his back and relaxed his hands, walking down the mountain like a steady middle-aged man.

As for the group resting in the back mountain, besides Xiaoxiao, none slept again.

Because Xiaoxiao had said today was the memorial day of Lingshan Talismonger Sect’s founder, Tang Youshu’s precious bamboo basket still contained incense, candles, paper ingots, and other sacrificial items.

They were just waiting for the sect master to wake up before going to the grave to pay respects.

Unfortunately, the sect master seemed to have lost too much vitality fighting phoenixes and showed signs of sleeping indefinitely. Despite Wei Jie’s repeated calls, Xiaoxiao didn’t wake up.

Yu Ling’er couldn’t help worrying: “Is Xiaoxiao… sick? I’ve never seen her sleep in like this before!”

Wei Jie reached toward Xiaoxiao’s forehead and neck, discovering that where the phoenix patterns were imprinted on her neck was hot!

Xiaoxiao also seemed restless in her sleep, her tightly closed eyelids trembling constantly, as if trapped in deep nightmares…

Xiaoxiao was indeed dreaming.

She even knew she was trapped in a dream she couldn’t wake from, because she had returned to that phoenix valley again.

It’s just that those five phoenixes resting on the branches seemed much larger than when she first saw them. They seemed unable to see her, contentedly standing on parasol tree branches preening their feathers.

Xiaoxiao’s sharp eyes immediately spotted a gray egg lying alone in the grass under the parasol tree. But this eggshell was unbroken, still intact.

She remembered Wei Jie saying this was a black phoenix egg representing bad luck, deliberately pushed out of the phoenix nest.

Without maternal incubation, it could only slowly grow cold, waiting to dry and petrify.

Xiaoxiao looked at the egg’s lonely appearance and felt quite sorry for it, wanting to go pick it up.

Just then, the leading red phoenix suddenly let out a shriek. The phoenixes became alert and spread their wings to fly toward the valley entrance.

Xiaoxiao looked in that direction and saw a figure descending from the sky, accompanied by a fishy wind as it landed at the phoenix valley bottom, startling the phoenixes into long cries.

After seeing the newcomer, though knowing it was a dream, Xiaoxiao couldn’t help being frightened.

Because that strange person… looked so much like Wei Jie!

But unlike Wei Jie’s lazy and unrestrained demeanor, this man with similar features to Wei Jie had mottled snake scales covering half his face. His strong arms gripping Yu Tiandou were similarly covered with dense snake scales. The whole person looked gloomy and dark, those purple eyes also tinged with an irresolvable killing intent. The entire person had an intimidating demonic aura.

He clearly couldn’t see Cui Xiaoxiao, but when Xiaoxiao met his gaze, she still couldn’t help being shocked by his emanating killing intent, temporarily unable to move.

Those five phoenixes were attracted by the demonic nature of this scale-covered man. They excitedly performed their pre-meal dance, then began besieging the scaled man together like they had with Xiaoxiao, wanting to feast.

Unlike Xiaoxiao’s panicked dodging, this scaled man was extremely vicious in his attacks, every move aimed at the phoenixes’ throats. He even tried several times to bite the phoenix’s necks with sharp teeth, causing phoenix blood to splatter.

He even tore off beautiful tail feathers from two phoenixes, making them cry out like fighting roosters.

Xiaoxiao watched silently from the side with a sense of “learning something”—so this was how to deal with these fierce birds, using methods for killing chickens and slaughtering sheep. Compared to this, she had been far too gentle before!

Unfortunately, a good man couldn’t fight five birds. When those five phoenixes breathed fire together at the man, the scaled man had nowhere to escape and was burned to charcoal like Xiaoxiao.

But he also used his last strength to slash those five phoenixes to the ground with one sword, breaking their necks.

Those five phoenixes also began burning spontaneously, falling to the valley bottom together with the scaled man.

Though knowing he wasn’t her disciple Wei Jie, Xiaoxiao still couldn’t help wanting to call out to him, but her throat seemed compressed by something, and she couldn’t make a sound.

Xiaoxiao could only watch helplessly as he collapsed weakly on the grass, flames still burning on his body…

Xiaoxiao had personally experienced that burning agony—it was extremely painful!

But that man stubbornly endured without making a sound, only grinding his teeth in pain, then roaring like a demon: “Heaven, how long will you force me!”

That cry contained the tragic despair of understanding worldly suffering!

Xiaoxiao felt her heart tremble violently, tears unconsciously overflowing her eyes. She wanted to embrace that man covered in wounds, but she seemed frozen and couldn’t move at all.

The man’s body was burning, and he crawled with difficulty toward the stream, seemingly wanting to extinguish the flames on his body and cool down.

Unfortunately, he had no strength left and couldn’t crawl halfway.

But just then, perhaps attracted by that burning heat, the gray egg that had fallen under the parasol tree rolled toward the man’s direction in a gust of wind.

At this time, the man still had True Crimson Fire unextinguished on his body—he was extremely hot all over.

But that egg seemed to have found a fluffy mother bird, trembling its shell as it burrowed toward the man’s burning arm. The man’s skin was burned, and being bumped by the egg hurt terribly, making him groan.

That egg seemed afraid of being abandoned again, immediately snuggled obediently against his elbow, carefully yet greedily absorbing the heat from his body.

The man felt that when this egg pressed against him, the heat from his body was absorbed, and that burning pain was greatly relieved.

When he finally caught his breath, he reached out his charred hand to grasp that egg, squinted to examine it, then placed it on his chest again.

Now that the gray egg more joyfully absorbed the hot air from the man’s body, the eggshell began to turn slightly reddish.

After those five phoenixes killed by the man underwent nirvana and rebirth, they became much smaller and no longer dared approach the man who glared at them with dead fish eyes. They obediently flew to perch on the tree, tilting their heads to watch the egg in the man’s arms.

Xiaoxiao didn’t know how long she had watched, only feeling the light in the phoenix valley dimming and changing constantly. When that man finally slowly sat up, the eggshell in his arms also began cracking.

When a wet, black little creature emerged from the eggshell, that charcoal-black man was shocked by its ugliness and couldn’t help frowning as he threw it away.

The newly hatched chick seemed hurt from being thrown and couldn’t help making tender “gah gah” cries that sounded somewhat like… a crow.

This chick had deep imprinting instincts. Even though mercilessly slapped away by the man, it still flapped its tiny meat wings and persistently rolled back, very pitifully nestling back into the man’s arms. It even used its tender little beak to peck at his slightly cracked charcoal shell, then made two more appeasing “gah gah” calls to the man.

It felt the man was also black as ink, making mother and child quite a matching black pair—the pitch-black mommy had no right to dislike its ugliness, right?

Unfortunately, the man’s heart was colder and harder than his scaled exterior. He mercilessly pushed away the little chick, then stood up, preparing to leave.
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Perhaps urgently calling for the “mother” who suddenly left, tender “gah gah” sounds came from behind the man.

The man walked a few steps, then inevitably glanced back.

The five phoenixes on the parasol tree branches were maliciously staring at that little black furry ball, pitifully flapping its wings in the grass, slowly spreading their wings, seemingly waiting for him to leave so they could tear apart this same-species chick that represented bad luck.

That man coldly glanced once, then walked forward several more steps. Those five phoenixes immediately swooped down, extending sharp claws to ruthlessly tear at the young bird.

Poor little thing—it was torn off several black down feathers, clamped by sharp claws, hanging in mid-air, crying “gah gah” in pain.

Just as Xiaoxiao felt sorry for the little chick and watched angrily, that man who had already left somehow returned, drawing his sword like lightning to slash and drive away those five attacking phoenixes.

Those five phoenixes, having suffered at Wei Jie’s hands, were quite sensible and immediately dropped the bird onto the grass.

The scaled, stern man bent down to pick up that wounded young bird.

The little thing immediately pitifully rubbed its head against his palm.

He was silent for a while, not caring whether this bird understood human speech, seeming to persuade himself: “The outside world is more cruel than here. I’m also not favored by heaven. If you follow me out, you’d be better off dying silently here…”

It seemed that little chick couldn’t understand his cryptic words at all, just fearing he would abandon it again. Using both its small beak and claws, it laboriously climbed to Wei Jie’s head, making a nest in his somewhat disheveled long hair.

After settling itself, the little thing weakly hid its small beak under its meat wings, then called out softly—after all, it had been scratched painfully just now.

The man seemed speechless, raising his long eyebrows, reaching to his head to grasp it in his palm. Still looking disdainfully at its ugly appearance, he smiled self-mockingly: “So be it. You’re like me—both not blessed nor expected by heaven. Since staying means certain death for you, I’ll take you into the mortal world for a journey. You can experience the suffering and tribulations yourself.”

Speaking, he came to a smooth large stone beside the tree, looking at the young bird in his palm sleeping peacefully with closed eyes, rubbing against his fingers to rest, seemingly completely unaware that its fate was about to change dramatically.

The man lowered his eyes and saw the wine gourd that had fallen to the ground when he crashed into the valley earlier. He picked up the wine gourd and drained it, then threw it aside. Raising his hand to draw his sword, he wrote the four large characters “Heaven’s Mandate Can Be Defied” on that smooth stone in flowing script.

After writing, he contemplated for a long time, let out several cold laughs, then tucked that wounded little black bird into his bosom and again flew away from the narrow valley on his sword…

As he soared away, those five phoenixes also followed closely behind, seemingly resentful that he took away that little black phoenix, letting out unwilling, long cries…

Xiaoxiao wanted to follow too, but her body felt light, as if pulled by someone, unable to fly no matter what…

When Xiaoxiao finally struggled to open her eyes, she saw the purple-eyed man calling her in a slightly tense voice.

Seeing her finally open her eyes, Wei Jie secretly breathed a sigh of relief.

Earlier, Xiaoxiao had slept so deeply, and the five-phoenix colored patterns on her neck became increasingly hot. Wei Jie didn’t know what her condition was.

When Xiaoxiao finally slowly opened her eyes, looking at the face similar to the serious man in her dream, she couldn’t quite emerge from the dream realm, not knowing if what was before her was a dream or an illusion. She reached out to search through the man’s inner robe, checking if there was a little black phoenix inside.

Wei Jie looked down at his collar being pulled open by Xiaoxiao. Because his collar was wide open, his solid chest muscles were already exposed…

He raised his thick eyebrows, saying softly to Xiaoxiao: “There are still people nearby… be good, pull more later…”

Xiaoxiao wiped the cold sweat from her forehead, only then belatedly looking toward Yu Ling’er and Tang Youshu nearby with their mouths agape.

As a forthright and unrestrained fox clan member, Yu Ling’er admitted she couldn’t do something so bold as opening her eyes and wordlessly pulling at a man’s clothes.

Cui Xiaoxiao truly deserved to be a succubus, determined to establish the Hehuan Sect—such initiative!

No wonder even the seemingly aloof and unapproachable Wei Jie couldn’t resist and was seduced by her…

After admiring her, Yu Ling’er also belatedly realized she shouldn’t disturb others’ romance here, so she quickly pulled Tang Youshu away, not forgetting to say: “It’s still early, perfect for cultivation! You two continue!”

After they disappeared into the trees, Xiaoxiao finally came to her senses and hurriedly fastened Wei Jie’s collar!

Wei Jie looked down at her, using his long fingers to smooth her temple hair and asking: “What did you dream about just now? Why are you covered in sweat?”

At this moment, dawn was bright, with bird calls coming from far away. Where Xiaoxiao had rested last night was quite peaceful, screened by trees on one side, suitable for their quiet conversation.

Xiaoxiao’s mind was still immersed in the earlier dream. She suspected that yesterday’s stimulation from entering the phoenix secret realm was too great, actually making her fantasize in dreams about the previous life’s Demon Lord Wei Jie’s encounter in the secret realm.

However, according to the Demon Pearl’s words, that he brought out a black phoenix should be true. She just didn’t know what happened to that black phoenix not blessed by heaven in the end.

Xiaoxiao suddenly remembered that when Wei Jie was executed, there were phoenix cries at Qilao Mountain’s Phoenix Pool, simultaneously releasing heavenly fire that burned a hundred li around Qilao Mountain.

This heavenly fire extinguished Qilao Mountain’s vitality, so that even two hundred years later, Qilao Mountain was still bare.

It seemed Wei Jie’s death back then wasn’t as simple as just Qin Lingxiao’s execution.

Having shouldered Wei Jie’s tribulations all this way, stumbling to the present, she didn’t know what calamities still awaited her ahead…

Thinking this, Xiaoxiao looked up at Wei Jie so close by and slowly told him about her recent dream.

Only by using the pretense of dreaming could Xiaoxiao dare reveal something about his previous life’s fate to Wei Jie.

However, this was a good method. Xiaoxiao was thinking whether she should use the excuse of dreaming to tell Wei Jie more about his previous life’s destiny.

This way, if one day she wasn’t there and no one replaced him in tribulations, Wei Jie could calmly face his destined calamities without having to be like that man in the dream covered in scales and radiating endless desolation and loneliness, facing life-and-death tests alone.

Unfortunately, when Wei Jie heard Xiaoxiao say she dreamed of him covered in snake scales, personally hatching an ugly phoenix, and taking it away to raise, he couldn’t help but laugh.

Such absurd and chaotic things could only happen in dreams.

However, the phoenix valley encounter had caused Xiaoxiao much suffering; otherwise, why would she have such nightmares, dreaming back to the place that nearly killed her?

Thinking this, he couldn’t help but comfort her by smoothing her temple hair, teasing: “Do you think I look like someone who tends flowers and grass, plays with birds and raises insects?”

Speaking this, Wei Jie absent-mindedly thought: If it was raising a little girl who loves to glare and lecture people while acting grown-up, that could be considered…

Hearing Wei Jie’s words, Xiaoxiao also felt it made sense—her dream was absurd.

But the heartache she felt in the dream, seeing that man wrapped in hatred, becoming cold and evil, was real.

She used to hate not being able to get rid of Wei Jie early and return to two hundred years later.

But now, when Xiaoxiao thought of herself leaving and Wei Jie having to bear all this alone, gradually becoming that serious, cold-as-demon man in the dream, her heart was full of reluctance.

Thinking this, she looked at Wei Jie’s handsome face and couldn’t help reaching out slender fingers to caress his cheek. Such a beautiful face now—if it grew snake scales, it would be too much of a pity…

Since she had already shouldered most of his fate, she might as well be more unlucky and walk the latter half for him.

All this way, although Xiaoxiao had borne most of Wei Jie’s destined tribulations, perhaps because they traveled together, it wasn’t as painful as bearing it alone.

If so, let her bear the suffering Wei Jie endured alone in his previous life, and let him keep this hard-won carefree nature of this lifetime.

After all, she was a future person with advanced knowledge. Even if she lost the secret manual, she remembered most of its contents.

Better than him knowing nothing and fighting against heaven. She was his master, so it was proper for the master to suffer for her disciple.

Xiaoxiao’s heart was now full of the bodhisattva’s measure of saving the world and people, just short of manifesting Buddha light to illuminate people’s eyes.

But just at dawn, she had first thoughtlessly pulled at his collar, and now, while they were alone, she was lovingly touching the man’s angular face.

How could a young man in his prime withstand such repeated teasing?

Wei Jie felt that if he said more now, he’d be unromantic. If he didn’t do something, wouldn’t he be failing his master’s favor?

So just as Xiaoxiao resolved to bear the latter half of Wei Jie’s path to demonhood, full of sacrificial tragedy,

The next moment, the little bodhisattva was unceremoniously pressed back onto the grass mattress by Wei Jie.

Wei Jie’s appearance was of the evil and somewhat aloof type, but when such a seemingly unrestrained man had an intoxicating expression in his purple eyes, his natural succubus bloodline was utilized to the fullest. Without even needing enchanting songs, just gazing steadily like this made people sink into it…

He slowly lowered his head, thin lips finally kissing his confused little master.

Xiaoxiao was momentarily bewildered, just habitually sinking into this lip-and-tongue entanglement.

The man kissed very forcefully. Even Xiaoxiao, kissed to distraction, could feel his impatience…

This time Wei Jie was less proper, not only kissing her but also being rather dishonest. Wait… where were his hands?

This time, Sect Master Cui finally awakened, forcefully pushing away the man on top of her, then sitting up with puffed, blushing cheeks.

She protected her front with one hand, pointing at the man’s nose with the other: “You… how dare you touch randomly? Where did you touch me just now?”

But Wei Jie looked completely innocent, blinking purple eyes: “I was distracted just now and forgot. Shall we practice again so I can tell you?”

After speaking, he leaned forward again, but was immediately grabbed by the ear by Xiaoxiao.

Practice your big head ghost! Xiaoxiao didn’t believe he didn’t know what mischief he’d done. This boy was quite slippery!

This proved the earlier fantasy was indeed just a dream!

She really couldn’t imagine to death that Wei Jie in front of her, showing his canine teeth in a smile and acting roguish, would become that serious man radiating a cold aura in the dream!

Wei Jie finally smiled and grasped her ear-pinching hand, leaning close to ask softly: “What? Are the Talismonger Sect rules changing again? Adding a clause that only kissing is allowed, no touching?”

Since joining the sect, he’d become accustomed to rules changing constantly. Adding another today wouldn’t be surprising.

Although Xiaoxiao was a street swindler who’d experienced all kinds of situations, this was her first time in romance.

Especially encountering such an unconventional Demon Lord ancestor, her experience in this area might be less than Yu Ling’er’s!

But he was right—having kissed already, not allowing touching seemed too prudish?

…Wait, this logic seemed wrong somehow? Following this, wouldn’t it become “having kissed already, not allowing sleep?”

Seeing Xiaoxiao puff her cheeks again, Wei Jie’s smile deepened. He intimately pinched her face, then pulled open his collar, slightly exposing his solid chest: “Alright, alright, I was wrong. Only letting you touch me is fine!”

Although his muscles were solid and looked well-developed,… who the hell wanted to touch him?

She finally retrieved her dignity as master, changing to pinch Wei Jie’s high nose: “You’ve rebelled! Go burn firewood and cook for me! Don’t be all clingy with me! If Yu Ling’er sees, she’ll laugh at me again!”

Though she thought she was putting on master airs to scold her disciple, to Wei Jie, this just-awakened little person with messy hair puffing her cheeks and acting grown-up looked adorable and lovable no matter how he looked.

So Wei Jie let her show off as master for a while, then, like coaxing an angry kitten, hugged her shoulders and coaxed: “I also find them bothersome. Since the remnant pages matter is temporarily settled with nothing else to do, after paying respects to Master Ancestor, let’s ditch them and go sightseeing together, alright?”

She had no intention of finding Yu Ling’er bothersome! Wait, ancestor worship?

A flash of clarity crossed Xiaoxiao’s mind—how could she forget today was originally for “ancestor worship”!

After finally coaxing Wei Jie away, she quickly got up, using the excuse of washing up to go to the stream and pace in circles, thinking of countermeasures.

Just then, Tang Youshu was holding a wooden bowl, preparing to wash newly picked mountain fruits.

Seeing Xiaoxiao there too, he held up the mountain fruits, asking: “Master Ancestor, for honoring Great Master Ancestor later, can we use these mountain fruits instead of fresh fruits?”

Xiaoxiao looked at those red fruits with mixed feelings: “As long as you like eating them…”

Tang Youshu awkwardly grinned: “This… Great Master Ancestor should like them. Oh, right, you haven’t told me where Great Master Ancestor is buried. Do I need to go pull weeds and add soil to the grave beforehand?”

Cui Xiaoxiao mysteriously turned in place, then said: “…The whole mountain wilderness is him.”

Seeing Tang Youshu’s wide eyes, Xiaoxiao took another deep breath: “My master wasn’t an ordinary person. Though he couldn’t cultivate immortality, he didn’t want to leave rotting bones in the world, so when buried, he was cremated. Then scattered in Lingshan’s back mountain, living and breathing with flowers, grass, and trees!”

In this era, two hundred years ago, where could she find Master’s grave? Having a sudden inspiration, she thought up cremation as an excuse.

Tang Youshu listened with sudden understanding, respectfully saying: “Worthy of being my Great Master Ancestor, so otherworldly! If I can’t become immortal in the future, I’ll be like Great Master Ancestor—phoenix nirvana, purifying the soul in fire!”

Xiaoxiao seriously spat twice: “Young Master Tang, how can you speak lightly of life and death at such a young age? You have the fate of living two hundred years!”

After the customary mutual praise between master ancestor and disciple grandson, Tang Youshu happily walked away with his wooden bowl.

Just while walking back, Young Master Tang couldn’t help walking on tiptoes, extremely carefully, muttering things like “Great Master Ancestor, excuse the disturbance, forgive this descendant’s ignorance and rudeness.”

He feared stepping on Great Master Ancestor’s ashes and disturbing his peace.

Thus, the Talismonger Sect’s first ancestor worship since its founding was conducted by walking the mountain.

Led by Cui Xiaoxiao, with Wei Jie and Tang Youshu, and other disciples and granddisciples following, plus Yu Ling’er and other fox clan members voluntarily joining the worship, they scattered paper ingots, carrying incense and candles, walking while honoring the Great Master Ancestor throughout the mountain wilderness.

Walking like this, they unknowingly reached the front mountain, just meeting head-on with Princess Yongning’s group preparing to descend.

Princess Yongning had been disappointed all night, not seeing phoenixes. Seeing the Talismonger Sect group cultivating in the back mountain, she happily ordered the sedan set down, lifting her skirts to run to Cui Xiaoxiao, asking: “Sect Master Cui, you were in the back mountain yesterday—did you see five phoenixes flying together?”

Cui Xiaoxiao thought: Not only did I see them, but those five are still clinging to my body!

She knew last night’s commotion was too big to deny seeing anything convincingly, so after thinking, she said: “I did see them, but later the five phoenixes underwent nirvana, ascending somewhere unknown—probably finding it too noisy here, so they flew elsewhere to roost.”

Princess Yongning felt somewhat disappointed, then remembering what Father told her before leaving this morning, said: “My father has always respected immortal cultivators. Hearing that the Talismonger Sect is cultivating here, he ordered me to gift this manor to the Talismonger Sect. A steward will give you the keys shortly. Please feel free to cultivate peacefully here.”

After speaking, not allowing Xiaoxiao to refuse, Princess Yongning had already turned to board her sedan, ordering the large group to descend the mountain.

Xiaoxiao hadn’t expected this Lingshan manor to circle back to the Talismonger Sect’s hands after all these twists.

This also made her curious about the Prince of Changshan. Although Wei Jie said that a prince was someone who scattered wealth only to regain it,

Could Prince of Changshan be so generous as to have his daughter gift a manor to a sect he’d never even met?

The ancestor worship ceremony was concluded, and the manor keys were handed to Xiaoxiao by the prince’s steward.

Though some buildings still needed lime whitewashing, most were already renovated.

Being newly built, compared to the mottled, aged appearance two hundred years later, the Talismonger Sect’s halls and pavilions looked extremely grand.

Yu Ling’er, an unworldly little fox, after nearly sleeping in caves last night, was suddenly able to move into such an elegant manor, and was naturally overjoyed.

Finally, she found a room near the lotus pool, even demanding that Tang Youshu live in the adjacent room for companionship.

Her demand made Tang Youshu very uncomfortable. After all, this wasn’t an inn—with so many rooms available, why must he stay next to a young lady?

Xiaoxiao didn’t choose an upper room, instead selecting the one she used to share with Second Senior Sister.

Walking through these clearly familiar yet strangely unfamiliar corridors and pavilions, Xiaoxiao truly felt like traveling through two hundred years.

Now, with changing circumstances, because of her arrival, many things seemed different. Though Xiaoxiao was determined to complete Wei Jie’s demonic tribulations for him, she didn’t know how much her willfulness would affect the future.

However, she didn’t want to stay long at Lingshan.

Qin Lingxiao had told her that another Demon Pearl seemed attached to someone else, so she needed to descend the mountain quickly to find it, preventing it from harming the world again.

Suddenly, Xiaoxiao sensed subtle air fluctuations—someone was hiding behind the lotus pool’s artificial mountain.

Xiaoxiao casually formed a fireball at her fingertips, transforming it into a fire arrow that shot straight toward the artificial mountain.

The person hiding behind seemed unprepared for Xiaoxiao to detect him so quickly. Caught off guard, he could only flash out.

Xiaoxiao looked closely and discovered the visitor was none other than Lingyun Pavilion’s Young Pavilion Master Qin Lingxiao, who had betrayed her last time.

While Qin Lingxiao had been hidden behind the mountain, unable to see Xiaoxiao’s face, after coming out to face her, his gaze couldn’t help but freeze on Xiaoxiao’s increasingly enchanting face, unable to look away.

Having lived over two hundred years and seen countless immortal cultivator women, none had ever caught his eye.

Yet this street swindler, so much younger than him, who never spoke kindly to him, somehow attracted him unknowingly, making it hard to look away.

He despised his taste—if he truly had worldly desires, he should like a better woman.

But seeing Xiaoxiao again today, though her appearance hadn’t changed, she had somehow gained an indescribable cold beauty. Her cold, dismissive glances gave people an inexplicable sense of shame.

Xiaoxiao also noticed Qin Lingxiao seemed afraid to meet her eyes directly, but deservedly so!

Last time, to cover for his father Qin He, this old boy used every means possible, just short of impaling her on a flagpole for public display. She didn’t know where he got the face to appear brazenly before her again.

Perhaps due to the five-colored phoenixes attached to her body, Xiaoxiao discovered not only had her movement become more agile, but her ability to sense and control spiritual power had greatly enhanced.

Though she was currently alone, if she fought Qin Lingxiao, she wasn’t afraid—this was probably the mysterious confidence that spiritual power improvement brought.

Cuo Shi – Chapter 70
Qin Lingxiao’s visit wasn’t to engage in a major conflict with Xiaoxiao.

Last time, under urgent circumstances, he had been forced to use this strategy as a last resort, betraying Xiaoxiao.

After returning, he naturally conducted a secret investigation with his father, angrily asking what exactly his relationship with Lord Can was.

Qin He was also pushed to the wall by his son and finally revealed the secret that he had once been in mortal danger and relied on Lord Can’s blood to sustain his life.

Once using Lord Can’s blood, there was no escape. Qin said he was also forced into becoming Lord Can’s minion.

Of course, Qin He’s words were half-true and half-false, but his reliance on Lord Can’s blood for survival was true.

Now that Lord Can had suddenly “died,” Qin He’s inner anxiety was greater than his son’s. Because he hadn’t received any news and didn’t know whether Lord Can’s death was real or fake.

However, Senior Brother’s tragic death was real because those remaining palm fragments from the prince’s mansion couldn’t be faked. This made Qin He uneasy, suspecting he had become an abandoned pawn like Senior Brother.

Helplessly, he could only tell his son about his current predicament—if he couldn’t obtain Lord Can’s blood to sustain his life on time, what should he do?

Although Qin Lingxiao hated his father for colluding with Lord Can, he was still his father after all. How could he watch him die from blood loss?

Since Lord Can couldn’t be found now, there was only one method—using a Demon Pearl to sustain life.

Although being attached by a Demon Pearl might ultimately result in being controlled by it, with Father’s cultivation, he could hold out for some time.

This would give him time to figure out a way to completely save his father.

At least he had lived again. If he watched his father die before his eyes again, what would be the meaning of his soul’s transmigration?

He knew there were two Demon Pearls total—one was on Xiaoxiao’s body and couldn’t be separated for now, while the other’s whereabouts were unknown, not knowing whose body it was attached to.

Qin Lingxiao originally had no time to search, but now he had to find a Demon Pearl to sustain his father’s life.

Two hundred years later, to find the Demon Pearl, he had sought out the Yellow Emperor’s compass as assistance.

This time, after much effort, he finally found this ancient compass again. With the Yellow Emperor’s bronze compass, finding the Demon Pearl’s direction became much easier.

Qin Lingxiao had followed the compass’s guidance all the way, eventually arriving at this mountain where he had once studied.

Looking at Ghost Stone Cliff, Qin Lingxiao felt mixed emotions. Because the compass’s indication was sometimes strong and sometimes weak, he wandered around the mountain for a while and happened to see the scene of Xiaoxiao fighting the five phoenixes in the back mountain.

At that time, Qin Lingxiao was extremely anxious and wanted to investigate the back mountain, but unexpectedly, the entire back mountain of Ghost Stone Cliff seemed to have a barrier that he couldn’t enter, no matter what.

After two days like this, when the back mountain barrier finally dissipated and he entered, he discovered Xiaoxiao had already taken the Talismonger Sect disciples to the front mountain.

When Qin Lingxiao stood at the familiar demon cult master’s gate, seeing that Xiaoxiao had completely replaced Wei Jie and become the new master of Ghost Stone Cliff, his heart went cold.

For some reason, every time Qin Lingxiao thought of how Xiaoxiao always mistakenly replaced Wei Jie and went through tribulations that should have belonged to that demon, he felt a chilling sensation. If this continued, what would be Xiaoxiao’s final fate?

So this time, he wanted to see Xiaoxiao again, not only to explain his previous offense to her, but more to persuade her not to get entangled with Wei Jie anymore.

Although Qin Lingxiao now knew that the previous life’s sins weren’t done by Wei Jie, this couldn’t completely whitewash that demon.

Wei Jie’s inner coldness was more terrifying than the sins he committed. Being with such a person was no different from seeking skin from a tiger.

Of course, though he mentioned searching for the Demon Pearl, he hid the fact that he wanted to use it to sustain his father’s life, only picking nice things to say.

Xiaoxiao impatiently interrupted Qin Lingxiao’s incoherent apologetic explanations and directly asked: “You say you came here to find another Demon Pearl—what’s your basis?”

Qin Lingxiao then took out the ancient compass.

Xiaoxiao looked and found this thing familiar. She remembered that when she and Qin Lingxiao subdued demons together at the silk farm in Fei County, she had seen sword sect disciples holding this compass-like object to determine the Demon Pearl’s location.

She glanced at it and said coldly, “Since you have proper business, go busy yourself. Lingshan doesn’t welcome you!”

Qin Lingxiao hadn’t expected his sincere apology to fail to gain Xiaoxiao’s forgiveness.

The Young Pavilion Master’s pride again covered his apology as he said coldly: “You keep saying your master taught you to subdue demons and eliminate evil, but when it comes to the crux, you only remember personal grudges? Will you ignore it and let Madam Bai’s tragedy repeat?”

Xiaoxiao raised her eyebrows, looking at Qin Lingxiao, who had again found the moral high ground, and suddenly couldn’t help but laugh mockingly: “Qin Lingxiao, your skills haven’t improved, but your sharp tongue has become more slippery. Does your Lingyun Pavilion practice swordwork with mouths?”

Every time Xiaoxiao smiled, that sweet smile seemed to gather sunshine, making people unconsciously sink into it. Qin Lingxiao stared blankly at her face for a moment, actually overlooking the mockery in her words.

When Xiaoxiao smiled while reaching out toward the fire-eyed Qin Lingxiao, Qin Lingxiao was slightly stunned, looking at Xiaoxiao somewhat incredulously, finally tentatively extending his hand, placing his large palm on her slender white hand…

Xiaoxiao suppressed an eye roll, reached out and slapped away the surname Qin’s paw, saying coldly: “I’m telling you to bring that compass for me to see!”

Earlier, though Qin Lingxiao had said so much, only the phrase “if ignored, letting Madam Bai’s tragedy repeat” reached Xiaoxiao’s heart.

That Madam Bai was the one who had previously transformed into a silkworm demon. Xiaoxiao still felt extremely sorry for her when thinking about it.

So, although Qin Lingxiao was a bastard, if there was a way to find the Demon Pearl, that would be best.

After all, those two Demon Pearls were also key to returning two hundred years later.

Having misunderstood earlier and been mercilessly slapped away by Xiaoxiao, Qin Lingxiao now felt somewhat unable to save face. He could only coldly take out the compass and hand it to Xiaoxiao.

Xiaoxiao carefully examined this compass—square-shaped, smaller than an ordinary inkstone, with many fine bronze inscriptions on top and a small bronze spoon.

Seeing Xiaoxiao repeatedly examining it, Qin Lingxiao knew she suspected trickery in this object.

So he coldly pointed and swore: “If I tampered with this object to harm you, I’m willing to suffer heavenly punishment and never ascend to immortality!”

Xiaoxiao ignored his poison oath and carefully examined it. The compass’s back had some inscriptions that Xiaoxiao couldn’t fully recognize, but they were generally related to the Yellow Emperor’s battle with Chiyou. The thick, steady aura on the compass also confirmed this was indeed an artifact left by ancient sages.

It’s just that this compass seemed insufficiently sensitive, capturing auras intermittently—no wonder Qin Lingxiao couldn’t find anything.

Xiaoxiao’s sharp eyes immediately spotted the flower-pattern-like writing carved on the compass.

These characters were completely different from the back inscriptions and had similarities with the Talismonger Sect’s talisman patterns—Xiaoxiao could understand them.

It turned out this compass could not only point north-south but was also the Yellow Emperor’s tool for subduing demons and eliminating evil. It had its method of enhancing sensitivity—it needed demon blood injected into the central magnetic spoon, then the spoon handle could guide the location of those with the same demonic aura. Using this compass could more quickly find the whereabouts of demonic creatures.

After studying this compass for a long time, Xiaoxiao suddenly asked: “Where did you obtain this object?”

Although Qin Lingxiao could read the back inscriptions, he couldn’t understand those talisman patterns, never expecting that Xiaoxiao could read them.

He honestly said, “This object was entrusted by Master Wan Lian to my father for safekeeping. It needs to absorb masculine righteous qi, and our Lingyun Pavilion happens to be due east, where purple yang auspicious qi rises. Originally, it would be kept in the pavilion for three more years before being returned to Master Wan Lian… but in the previous trajectory, this thing was always kept at our Lingyun Pavilion, and Master Wan Lian never came to retrieve it…”

Xiaoxiao guessed that in the original trajectory, Master Wan Lian later died at Wei Jie’s hands. Having lost to Wei Jie in the mirror realm battle and been killed by him, he naturally wouldn’t go to his junior brother Qin He to retrieve things.

In this lifetime, many things have advanced, like Mirror City, which they had experienced earlier outside Luoyi City.

However, with changing circumstances, Master Wan Lian ultimately couldn’t escape death.

And this compass, being used early, without absorbing three years of yang qi, apparently could only use demon blood to enhance its power…

Just as Xiaoxiao was checking whether this compass had other spell mechanisms or was a trap left by Master Wan Lian, Qin Lingxiao walked forward a few steps, looking down at the focused girl, but suddenly saw red marks on one side of Xiaoxiao’s neck…

Those were marks left when Wei Jie was passionately entangled with her the day she had nightmares.

Although Qin Lingxiao had lived two hundred years longer, he had never been romantically involved with women. He initially didn’t recognize them, only asking: “What happened to your neck? Were you bitten by a poisonous insect?”

But Xiaoxiao guessed he saw the kiss marks Wei Jie left on her neck. She immediately covered them with her hand, her cheeks involuntarily reddening, then glared at Qin Lingxiao: “Hmm… It’s none of your business!”

Even if Qin Lingxiao initially didn’t recognize what those red marks were, seeing Xiaoxiao’s uncomfortable covering, he immediately understood.

The scoundrel who could leave kiss marks on Xiaoxiao’s neck was none other than that bastard Wei Jie!

Realizing this, an indescribable sourness surged in Qin Lingxiao’s heart.

He could no longer hide his inner fury, saying coldly, “Do you think Wei Jie would truly be moved by women? To him, people are just tools to be used completely! Though the current Wei Jie hasn’t gone on killing sprees, do you think he’s kinder than his previous life? As a disciple who served him for years, I know him best! His heart only contains becoming stronger, making all who once looked down on him prostrate at his feet. For this goal, those who love him are just useful chess pieces! Didn’t you see Yu Ling’er’s fate in the previous life? She wholeheartedly served Wei Jie, but when she died, did Wei Jie shed even half a tear for her? Cui Xiaoxiao, why are you so obstinate, insisting on walking the path of no return to die for him?”

If Qin Lingxiao had said these words earlier, Xiaoxiao might have taken them to heart.

But now, even if his words were facts, they made Xiaoxiao feel slightly sweet.

Because… Wei Jie had indeed shed tears for her, and they were heart’s blood tears…

Seeing Xiaoxiao not speaking but with a reminiscent smile at the corner of her mouth, Qin Lingxiao struggled to suppress the sourness in his heart, saying in frustration: “Forget it, you’re already bewitched. No matter how much I say, it’s useless. But you should know, you’re not from two hundred years ago. If you keep staying and even marry Wei Jie, it might cause heavenly chaos. For cultivators, if they can’t even control small romantic feelings, how can they achieve the Way?”

Xiaoxiao looked at Qin Lingxiao’s exasperated lecturing appearance and sighed speechlessly. She didn’t want too much interaction with him.

This person was somewhat stubborn and rigid in his principles. Dealing with such self-righteous people was very tiring.

Moreover, he had previously embarrassed her in front of everyone?

But now that they could find the other Demon Pearl’s whereabouts, she could temporarily set aside her grudges with Qin Lingxiao.

If the Demon Pearl parasitized an inappropriate person, the consequences would be endless. Xiaoxiao didn’t want Fei County’s Madam Bai’s tragedy to repeat.

So she coldly said to Qin Lingxiao: “Shut up! Otherwise, hurry up and get off this mountain!”

Then she took out a dagger, cut open her palm, and dripped a drop of blood onto the spoon.

The moment the blood dropped, the spoon-like compass began clicking and turning.

This thing had been in Qin Lingxiao’s hands for nearly two hundred years, but he never knew it had such usage.

Yes, those two Demon Pearls came from the same source, both split from Wei Jie’s body. Since Xiaoxiao now had one on her body, her blood was naturally demon blood.

The spoon handle quickly spun a circle, then accurately pointed toward… Cui Xiaoxiao!

Cui Xiaoxiao’s eye roll almost flew out. She knew she had a Demon Pearl attached—did they need it to point that out?

This thing was useful, but could it find the other Demon Pearl?

Just as she was about to speak, the compass trembled slightly twice, then continued turning.

This time, after spinning rapidly twice, the spoon handle pointed toward the southeast.

Xiaoxiao and Qin Lingxiao exchanged glances.

Qin Lingxiao said urgently, “Only when the Demon Pearl is close does it vibrate so violently. It seems the other Demon Pearl is really near Ghost Stone Cliff?”

Without another word, Xiaoxiao picked up the compass and quickly flashed toward the southeast direction.

Her swift movement again secretly surprised Qin Lingxiao.

He knew that although Xiaoxiao progressed rapidly in talisman control, she was completely ignorant of wind-riding movement techniques.

Although Cui Xiaoxiao could occasionally show off using the Heaven’s Punishment Sword, she was still far from true sword-riding mastery.

Unexpectedly, after just a few days, her movement speed… seemed to surpass his own!

Not allowing Qin Lingxiao to think more, he also gathered his qi to follow, chasing Xiaoxiao toward the southeast.

This southeast direction happened to be where the mountain path up Ghost Stone Cliff was located.

At this time, Wei Jie was leading Tang Youshu and two fox clan men down the mountain to buy rice, flour, meat, and vegetables.

Because he had shed his heart’s blood in the phoenix secret realm, Wei Jie wasn’t suitable for using true qi these past few days.

Since nearby villages were far from the mountain, Wei Jie and Tang Youshu each rode foxes to make purchases, then returned.

When they reached the mountain base, they discovered a large crowd of people.

Wei Jie couldn’t help frowning, suspecting Xiaoxiao and Yu Ling’er had caused some trouble, and this crowd had come seeking revenge.

Tang Youshu recognized these people, saying quietly, “Oh no, those seeking apprenticeship tracked us here. We need to quickly tell Master Ancestor!”

Hearing this, Wei Jie learned that the Lingshan Talismonger Sect had become popular in the cultivation world, attracting so many talents competing for apprenticeship.

However, Wei Jie didn’t want his little master to widely accept disciples.

According to his thinking, Master only needed himself as a disciple to uphold the sect’s reputation. As for other senior and junior brothers, taking too many would only be a burden, affecting his future travels with Master…

So Wei Jie pretended not to see these tactless people, leading Tang Youshu and others with large and small packages toward the mountain gate.

But just as he stepped on the stone steps, Ling Zhishan also began leading people up the mountain.

That night, Cui Xiaoxiao’s group had left without anyone knowing. At dawn, people discovered Sect Master Cui had disappeared with her disciples.

Some people, seeing this situation, felt disheartened and wanted to return home.

But Ling Zhishan’s determination to seek an apprenticeship grew stronger. She had earlier learned from Yu Ling’er that they were going to Ghost Stone Cliff, so even if Cui Xiaoxiao secretly left, she could still find them.

With Ling Zhishan leading, others felt that finding a famous teacher required many tests, so under her leadership, they stuck like irremovable plaster, chasing all the way here!

Earlier at the mountain base, Ling Zhishan happened to see the renamed stone tablet—Ghost Stone Cliff had been renamed Lingshan.

It seemed Cui Xiaoxiao was right that this was truly the Talismonger Sect’s founding mountain range.

Actually, from afar, Ling Zhishan had encountered Wei Jie returning from shopping.

Seeing that man’s tall figure, Ling Zhishan’s eyes lit up as she quickly ran over to greet Wei Jie.

Unfortunately, Wei Jie remained as cold to her as before, not even acknowledging her before going straight up the mountain.

Seeing his non-stop pace, Ling Zhishan quickly gave chase.

The newly built mountain path wasn’t very smooth. Ling Zhishan slipped on loose stones underfoot—half accidentally, half deliberately throwing herself at Wei Jie.

Feeling someone attacking from behind, Wei Jie naturally wanted to dodge aside, but unfortunately, he couldn’t use true qi now, so his movement was somewhat slow. By the time he turned around, Ling Zhishan had coincidentally thrown herself into his arms.

Ling Zhishan didn’t know Wei Jie had injured his true qi, only thinking he deliberately didn’t avoid her. When she fell into Wei Jie’s broad chest, she couldn’t help but feel secretly pleased, half-blushing as she looked up at Wei Jie.

The man so close was truly handsome as a deity, making one’s heart unsteady…

Wei Jie disliked people casually approaching him. Just as he was frowning to push her away, he heard a familiar yet annoying male voice from the steps above: “Xiaoxiao, you see, I wasn’t wrong—he’s exactly this kind of person who seduces women’s hearts everywhere…”

Wei Jie looked up and saw Master Cui Xiaoxiao, her slender waist standing straight, long skirts fluttering in the wind, holding something like an inkstone in one hand while placing the other behind her back, looking down at them with a somehow murderous aura.

Beside Xiaoxiao was the persistent Qin Lingxiao—those slanderous words were spoken by this surname Qin bastard!

Seeing Xiaoxiao staring straight at him, Wei Jie instinctively felt that she seemed angry, so he forcefully pushed away Ling Zhishan and turned toward Xiaoxiao.

Caught off guard, Ling Zhishan fell on the steps, actually scraping her elbow bloody.

This made her senior and junior brothers heartbroken as they quickly helped up Ling Zhishan, then angrily glared at Wei Jie: “Our junior sister accidentally fell and bumped into you—why push her so hard? Don’t you have any gentlemanly demeanor?”

Before Wei Jie could speak, Cui Xiaoxiao had already walked down the steps, shouldering Wei Jie aside to stand before Ling Zhishan, defending her disciple: “Miss Ling, as a cultivator rather than a sheltered young lady, how do you keep slipping? These steps are newly laid without even half a moss growth. Your foundation… perhaps you shouldn’t cultivate. Let me apologize for my discipline—look at this big wound, scraped skin with several drops of blood… tsk tsk, do you want silver for medicine or to apply healing salve yourself?”

Ling Zhishan’s fall had indeed been mostly deliberate, and being ruthlessly exposed by Cui Xiaoxiao left her somewhat embarrassed.

She could only clutch her injured arm, forcing herself to say: “Perhaps from traveling continuously without time for meditation, I felt momentarily dizzy. Sect Master Cui, we followed all this way—please accept us for our sincerity!”

Unfortunately, Cui Xiaoxiao came here neither to catch adulterers nor to accept disciples. She looked down at the compass in her hands—after approaching this group of apprentice-seekers, the compass vibrated even more violently.

Xiaoxiao carried it around the crowd, with the spoon handle constantly trembling.

Unfortunately, with two demon pearl carriers too close, the handle pointed sometimes at Xiaoxiao, sometimes at the crowd.

The next moment, with a crisp crack, the spoon-like handle actually broke into pieces, completely unusable!

Xiaoxiao hadn’t expected Lingyun Pavilion’s treasure to be so fragile, looking at Qin Lingxiao in surprise.

Qin Lingxiao also hadn’t expected this ancient divine artifact to die so young in this lifetime!

He couldn’t help looking up at Xiaoxiao, saying quietly: “How… how did you use it?”

Xiaoxiao whispered: “According to the compass’s instructions! I’ll say upfront—our Talismonger Sect is poor. If you want compensation, I can at most… only pay you five taels!”

But this quiet exchange between her and Qin Lingxiao appeared endlessly ambiguous to Wei Jie, watching from the side.

His purple eyes darkened slightly, expression becoming somewhat stern.

Qin Lingxiao hadn’t expected the treasure passed down for two hundred years to break within days of getting it.

It seemed the compass that hadn’t absorbed three years of yang qi was truly fragile!

But one thing was certain—the person possessed by the Demon Pearl was among these apprentice-seeking disciples. It seemed “he” wanted to infiltrate Ghost Stone Cliff with unknown intentions!
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Ling Zhishan had just been pushed down by Wei Jie and injured her arm, then was mocked by Cui Xiaoxiao. When she asked to become a disciple, Cui Xiaoxiao ignored her.

Now the little princess of Wonderful Immortal Mountain had lost all face, unable to turn things around!

All this way, despite her sincerity, sleeping outdoors and dining on simple fare, she still couldn’t move Cui Xiaoxiao. She truly had no fate with the Talismonger Sect.

Thinking this, Ling Zhishan coldly turned away and said to the gathered disciples from various sects: “Lingshan Talismonger Sect’s threshold is too high—we’re not worthy. Since Sect Master Cui has no intention of recruiting talent, we should each disperse to avoid disturbing their mountain gate’s tranquility…”

Hearing this, others also became disheartened and dejected, preparing to leave in groups of twos and threes.

But just then, Cui Xiaoxiao called out: “Wait… Though the Talismonger Sect’s mountain gate isn’t large, we’re eager for talent. However, recruiting disciples requires several rounds of trials and selection to pick suitable talent for our sect… How about this—you can settle on the mountain first. After I conduct a careful selection, I’ll announce who becomes my disciple. Is that acceptable?”

Hearing Cui Xiaoxiao say this, everyone immediately cheered. It seemed sincerity could move even metal and stone—this Sect Master Cui was finally moved by their sincerity and was willing to accept them as disciples!

However, only Qin Lingxiao knew why Cui Xiaoxiao had suddenly changed her mind.

Now they were certain the other Demon Pearl was among these people. If they let them leave, it would be releasing a tiger back to the mountains.

So Xiaoxiao used a delaying tactic, first deceiving these apprentice-seekers onto Ghost Stone Cliff.

Anyone possessed by a Demon Pearl would reveal flaws.

Hearing Cui Xiaoxiao’s words, Wei Jie finally walked over, pulling her sleeve to draw her before him and asking quietly: “Why are you recruiting so many disciples for nothing?”

With things happening suddenly, Cui Xiaoxiao couldn’t tell him the truth, only saying vaguely: “There are some matters involved… I’ll explain to you later!”

After speaking, she turned and whispered privately with Qin Lingxiao for a few moments.

Wei Jie’s gaze grew even darker. He didn’t understand how Xiaoxiao could speak so intimately with the surname Qin after Qin Lingxiao had betrayed her.

From early on, he always felt there seemed to be some secret bond between Xiaoxiao and Qin Lingxiao that only they knew.

This point made Wei Jie very uncomfortable. For a moment, Wei Jie’s eyes showed traces of blood, but he forcibly restrained himself.

In any case, the sect master had decided—the Talismonger Sect would open its gates wide, and a huge crowd of disciples went up the mountain.

When the locust-like disciples swarmed up the mountain, Yu Ling’er and the others were dumbfounded.

Yu Ling’er looked at the meager supplies Wei Jie and Tang Youshu had bought back, her face falling: “Oh my, taking so many disciples at once—even if we peeled bark from mountain trees to make soup for them, it probably wouldn’t be enough!”

Xiaoxiao knew they couldn’t keep them long, or her modest resources would be eaten up. When going up the mountain, she had already thought of a way to test them.

So she pulled Wei Jie aside and said quietly: “Can you return to the Wei family overnight and bring back more fish and shrimp from the Underworld’s River of Forgetfulness?”

Wei Jie raised his eyebrows, asking somewhat incredulously: “…You want to treat your new disciples with River of Forgetfulness fish and shrimp?”

Xiaoxiao nodded: “You said yourself that people with insufficient spiritual roots can’t withstand the yin energy of the River of Forgetfulness fish and shrimp. I’m doing this to quickly screen for excellent disciples and avoid having the sect eat out of house and home!”

Wei Jie stared at her steadily, seeming not to believe her absurd words. However, from the day he met her, Wei Jie had always granted Cui Xiaoxiao’s every request.

So finally, he took out a silver whistle from his sleeve. After blowing it forcefully, a hawk flew from the sky.

This was Wei Jie’s messenger for rapid communication with the Wei family.

However, unlike usual, the hawk circled in the sky for a long time, refusing to land, as if something on the ground frightened it.

Wei Jie thought briefly and immediately understood.

Cui Xiaoxiao now had five phoenixes attached to her body. These kings of birds naturally made even raptors fearful.

Hearing this, Xiaoxiao quickly moved away. Indeed, only after she left did the hawk consent to land on Wei Jie’s shoulder, though its feathers remained ruffled as if startled.

Only then did Xiaoxiao belatedly realize that since returning from the phoenix secret realm, birds throughout Lingshan seemed to avoid appearing before her. Daily, she could only hear distant bird calls but couldn’t see even a single sparrow.

This showed how powerful the five phoenixes were.

Hawk-delivered messages were naturally extremely fast. Within three days, the Wei family sent fast horses to deliver five large boxes of fish and shrimp to Ghost Stone Cliff.

These fish and shrimp were extremely yin in nature—not something ordinary people could handle. On the entire mountain, only Wei Jie and Cui Xiaoxiao could fearlessly prepare these fish and shrimp.

So naturally, only Cui Xiaoxiao and Wei Jie cooked that day.

But Xiaoxiao wasn’t good at cooking—staying behind, she could at most help wash and clean, with most of the work done by Wei Jie.

Wei Jie was skilled at cleaning fish. His articulated, slender yet powerful fingers—removing gills, gutting, and cleaning entrails—all done in one smooth motion.

Xiaoxiao sat nearby, eating mountain fruits, watching his expressionless fish-cutting appearance. It overlapped with that evil, cold man from her dream who bit phoenix necks—the same murderous aura.

Though this man seemed gentle enough before her now, Xiaoxiao didn’t dare forget he was fundamentally the Three Realms Demon Lord, naturally carrying killing intent.

Thinking of Wei Jie cooking for so many people, she ingratiatingly held up a mountain of fruit to his mouth.

Wei Jie wasn’t polite, biting forcefully at the fruit and nearly biting Xiaoxiao’s finger.

Xiaoxiao quickly dodged, saying quietly: “Slower—it’s like you want to eat people…”

Since the apprentice-seeking disciples came up the mountain, this man hadn’t joked with her at all.

Sometimes, when she couldn’t help but initiate conversation, he responded coldly, seeming indifferent.

If not for pitying Wei Jie’s loss of heart’s blood and injured vitality, such a disrespectful attitude toward his master should warrant being made to run ten laps around the mountain carrying water buckets!

If Wei Jie wanted to put on senior disciple airs before those disciples and establish authority among them, that was understandable.

But now in this smoke-filled little kitchen with just him and her, why was that handsome face still as long as the long-armed shrimp in the water tank?

Xiaoxiao tried making small talk but only got one-word answers. Annoyed, she threw down her vegetable-picking basin, removed her apron, and prepared to leave the kitchen for fresh air.

But before she could leave, a cool voice behind her said: “You’re abandoning your work to leave—I’ll do all this myself. If it’s done slowly and your Young Sect Master Qin goes hungry, what then?”

Since recruiting disciples at the mountain base that day, Qin Lingxiao hadn’t left, even choosing a room on Lingshan to live in, acting like a new senior disciple of the Talismonger Sect.

Wei Jie wanted to drive him away, but that surname Qin used a tone of scolding juniors: “Your master and I have important matters to discuss. Your master’s affairs don’t require her disciple to decide for her. Is this Ghost Stone Cliff your territory? It’s none of your business—no need for you to drive away guests!”

Even Xiaoxiao said to temporarily keep Qin Lingxiao for a few days.

Wei Jie watched Qin Lingxiao secretly showing off before him, already holding much suppressed anger.

Xiaoxiao blinked, finally hearing the undisguised sourness in Wei Jie’s words. She turned to look at the tense-faced Wei Jie, walked over to take the fish from his hands, and explained while scaling: “Keeping him isn’t as a guest—there are truly some things needing him to do… If you don’t want to cook for him, let him starve and find his food!”

Once they found the person possessed by the Demon Pearl, separating the person from the pearl would require Qin Lingxiao’s assistance. Having inherited Wei Jie’s spiritual power, Qin Lingxiao knew Wei Jie’s demonic nature deeply.

Without this, Xiaoxiao would have driven Qin Lingxiao away long ago.

Hearing Xiaoxiao say this, Wei Jie’s expression became completely gloomy.

He had long sensed something between Xiaoxiao and Qin Lingxiao, so they always whispered privately when meeting.

But when he tried asking Xiaoxiao, she had no intention of telling him. These past days, every time he saw Qin Lingxiao deliberately appearing before Xiaoxiao, Wei Jie felt like swatting a disgusting fly, wanting to slap him dead!

After Xiaoxiao finished speaking, thinking Wei Jie would calm down, she was surprised to see the man still stern-browed, using his knife back to repeatedly slap cucumbers with such viciousness as if wanting to smash out someone’s brains…

She shrank her neck, only able to wisely circle behind Wei Jie to help wash vegetables.

Master, Xiaoxiao is sorry for your heavenly spirit! A master having to read her chief disciple’s mood—the Talismonger Sect’s reputation is declining, and a master’s dignity is naturally nonexistent…

However, thinking again, strictly speaking, Wei Jie should be her master ancestor, so receiving attitude from her master ancestor was what she, as a disciple-grandson, deserved.

Thinking this way, Xiaoxiao felt better and even stole cucumber pieces to eat under Wei Jie’s storm-like knife work.

Though Wei Jie was sulking with Xiaoxiao, when she stole food, he slowed his pace to avoid his sharp blade injuring her.

Finally, Wei Jie first stir-fried a plate of sweet and sour pork, then casually set it aside.

Xiaoxiao couldn’t help stealing bites with chopsticks, but after a few bites, she froze.

In Luoyi City, when she and Wei Jie ate at a restaurant, she found one sweet and sour pork dish particularly delicious. Unfortunately, at other restaurants, nothing matched that flavor. She had previously complained about this to Wei Jie several times.

Somehow, Wei Jie had learned to make this dish, and the taste was nearly identical to Luoyi City’s version.

After eating two bites, Xiaoxiao paused her chopsticks, asking somewhat incredulously in a low voice: “You… went to learn the recipe from that restaurant’s chef?”

Wei Jie chopped vegetables for a while, seeming to release much depression, and was finally able to turn and look at Xiaoxiao properly.

Seeing Xiaoxiao eating with sweet and sour sauce staining her mouth corners unknowingly, Wei Jie held back repeatedly, finally unable to resist pulling her close and roughly wiping with his finger.

But he seemed too lazy to answer Xiaoxiao’s question, turning to continue chopping and cooking.

When sunlight poured into the little kitchen, illuminating the man’s profile—sword-like brows, entering black hair, straight nose, and long lashes, all gilded with golden light. His strong, powerful arms steadily wielded the cooking spoon with skillful, graceful, flowing movements. What should have been a man like an immortal or demon was now enveloped in worldly cooking smoke and heat, sweat beads on face and neck rolling down to disappear in his slightly open collar…

Such a focused, handsome man was even more appetizing than the sweet and sour pork in her mouth…

Xiaoxiao suddenly felt sour and astringent inside. If he were truly a fickle playboy who only sweet-talked young girls, that would be fine. She could happily indulge in masculine beauty before returning to her era, playing along with him.

But Wei Jie wasn’t the evil, unrestrained man his appearance suggested. His kindness to her always fell on practical details without any tricks. If she didn’t treat him sincerely, she’d wrong her conscience…

Thinking this, Xiaoxiao couldn’t help hugging his solid waist from behind, pressing her face against his back and saying quietly: “I… indeed haven’t told you some things, but not telling is for your good… However, I have nothing with that surname Qin. Another Demon Pearl appeared on this mountain—I need to work with it to find it. In this lifetime, I’ve only been intimate with you… Why must you be jealous of irrelevant people?”

She and the soul-transmigrated Qin Lingxiao were both existences violating heavenly secrets. Matters concerning two hundred years ago couldn’t be told to anyone. If Wei Jie learned previous life secrets he shouldn’t know and suffered heavenly punishment, wouldn’t that be her fault?

So she could only roughly explain why Qin Lingxiao was here without going into detail.

When she hugged Wei Jie, the man’s arms stopped moving. He just straightened his back, letting Xiaoxiao’s face press against his back—this was Xiaoxiao’s first time actively hugging him while conscious…

Only when the pot suddenly flared up did he frantically cover it to extinguish the fire, annoyed: “Damn! The vegetables are burned!”

Next, Wei Jie said expressionlessly to the girl behind him: “Not helping but causing trouble—go! Set aside, finish the pork first. I’ll make you glazed shrimp balls shortly.”

Xiaoxiao knew that Wei Jie speaking so much meant he’d calmed down. She couldn’t help smiling brilliantly at Wei Jie, taking another piece of pork but stuffing it into the man’s mouth.

For a moment, they couldn’t help but smile at each other. In the firewood smoke and pot steam, a different kind of sweetness seemed to overflow.

In a slightly better mood, Wei Jie worked efficiently. Soon, he had prepared dozens of various fish and shrimp dishes through frying, stir-frying, braising, and deep-frying.

By evening, the Talismonger Sect’s great hall had dozens of tables set up. The newly recruited disciples preparing for trials were all seated, each showing joy seeing tables full of arm-thick large shrimp and plump, fresh fish.

Facing this feast, they couldn’t help but secretly sigh: changing to a famous master was right!

The Lingshan Talismonger Sect had previously kept a low profile. But unexpectedly, the mountain sect buildings were exquisite and spacious, and even the meals surpassed the other four great sects.

Such luxury was probably like imperial palace banquets! The Talismonger Sect was truly the cultivation world’s dark horse—becoming a famous, prosperous sect was just around the corner!

However, some disciples with higher cultivation looked hesitantly at the tables full of worldly banquets.

After all, cultivators emphasized reducing appetite desires while focusing on spiritual foundation building. Such hearty eating didn’t help cultivation!

Xiaoxiao sat in the main position, squinting at some people not using chopsticks, claiming they were used to plain food and unaccustomed to fish and meat.

Xiaoxiao snorted inwardly, knowing that among these people, there must be someone possessed by a Demon Pearl. They were making excuses about eating habits to avoid the trial—no way!

Thinking this, Xiaoxiao stood up, displaying a sect master’s bearing. Her long hair was crowned, white robes flowing, standing ethereally in the wind with deep phoenix eyes and a clear, cold tone: “Since you’re joining my Talismonger Sect, you must follow our sect’s teachings and forget previous sect practices. Our Talismonger Sect uses talismans to cultivate spiritual power, so spiritual power is far more important than dantian energy. How to cultivate? Naturally, by eating well, sleeping well, and being happy, only then are people spirited! So the first rule of becoming my Talismonger Sect disciple is… eating full meals every time! Those who can’t eat should consciously leave the mountain gate!”

As soon as she finished speaking, bootlicking disciples below frantically applauded and cheered.

Calling them pure flatterers was unfair, because the tears in their eyes weren’t fake. Previously, in the four great sects, they truly couldn’t eat or sleep well. Any indulgence in appetite brought the master’s scolding and fellow disciples’ disdain.

Unexpectedly, this naturally unadorned Talismonger Sect encouraged disciples to eat full and sleep well—how could this not move a group of growing young male disciples to tears?

Momentarily, everyone looked at their new master with worship and love!

Their new master was truly beautiful with a kind heart!

Qin Lingxiao sat at the corner table, staring at several traitors who had left Lingyun Pavilion.

Hearing that these seats were arranged by Wei Jie, Qin Lingxiao suspected that this table full of awkwardness was deliberately arranged by Wei Jie.

Speaking of plain eating, no sect among the four great sects was more extreme than Lingyun Pavilion!

Lingyun Pavilion cultivated the sword sect path. Without escaping worldly qi, how could one lighten the body for sword-riding? So drinking dew and eating flowers were routine for Lingyun Pavilion disciples.

Several at this table had previously served Young Pavilion Master Qin, never showing greed normally.

Unexpectedly, today at the Talismonger Sect’s dining table, they all showed their true forms. Hearing Xiaoxiao promote eating, drinking, and playing to invigorate spirits, each got so excited they were teary-eyed, looking ready to clap their hands off.

Qin Lingxiao despised these turncoats leaving Lingyun Pavilion, so when they began eating meat with chopsticks, he said coldly: “The Talismonger Sect’s teachings are truly relaxing. However, Cui Xiaoxiao just performed ancestor worship… Her master reportedly died of old age. Tsk tsk, cultivating to die of old age—quite pleasant…”

At these words, the disciples at the table found their delicacies hard to swallow. Right—if the Talismonger Sect’s teachings were correct, why couldn’t the master ancestor ascend to immortality?

Could he have died of old age from overindulging in appetite?

Just as they hesitated, Yu Ling’er appeared in light, translucent gauze robes with several fox clan women, wearing seductive fox smiles to offer toasts.

Tonight, Xiaoxiao’s task was to monitor whether people at each table heartily ate fish and shrimp.

Yu Ling’er adaptively remembered seeing singing girls and dancers circling wine tables in Luoyi City taverns, feeling that such monitoring seemed natural.

So she led several clan women with charming smiles and white wrists holding wine, circling each table while encouraging drinking and stuffing fish meat into those eating little…

Those disciples frightened by Qin Lingxiao, persuaded by these seductive fox women, completely forgot about ascending to immortality and unconsciously began eating heartily again.

When Xiaoxiao originally instructed Yu Ling’er, she only meant for her to watch who didn’t use chopsticks. She hadn’t expected this little fox to release her nature so thoroughly, completing the task so… excellently!

But watching disciples below eating heartily and toasting while fox spirits fluttered about like flower butterflies, Xiaoxiao felt momentarily dazed, feeling her sect increasingly resembled the Hehuan Sect…

Tang Youshu’s expression wasn’t good. Feeling restless watching Yu Ling’er smile at those men, he silently drank alone and accidentally picked up several pieces of fish meat with chopsticks.

Seeing this, Xiaoxiao quickly stopped him. Last time he merely absorbed yin lice blood and suffered severe vomiting and diarrhea.

With Young Master Tang’s foundation, he couldn’t handle these yin objects. Seeing Xiaoxiao’s prevention, Tang Youshu stopped eating, but soon he was clutching his stomach and rushing to the toilet.

This feast wasn’t to reward new disciples—the point wasn’t the wine but whether stomachs hurt afterward!

After that day’s banquet ended, Lingshan’s building toilets became hot commodities!

Disciples holding toilet paper and shivering while queuing formed lines! Some couldn’t endure and covered their stomachs while letting out continuous loud farts as they dove into the forest.

But soon the sect master’s new rule came down: As Talismonger Sect disciples, they must protect the flowers and plants here, so even if they soiled their pants, they absolutely couldn’t randomly enter the forest. Anyone discovered would be expelled from the mountain gate!

Additionally, she gave Young Pavilion Master Qin the most important task—Qin Lingxiao looked with an iron-blue face at the paper and pen Xiaoxiao handed him, listening to her words and asking in a cracked voice from anger: “Why must I enter the toilet to accompany them in diarrhea?”

Xiaoxiao blinked: “Demon Pearls are most cunning. What if it makes its host also pretend to have diarrhea to get through? Naturally, we need someone careful to investigate whether they’re truly suffering from yin cold! Otherwise, why are you staying—like a master eating and drinking at our Talismonger Sect while waiting for me to report to you? I’m female and can’t enter men’s toilets—only you can do this. Here, I’ve given you paper and pen—don’t forget to write down their names!”

Qin Lingxiao was momentarily speechless at her words, but having already promised to stay and help Xiaoxiao, refusing now would earn this woman’s disdain again.

So the immortal-like, otherworldly elegant Young Pavilion Master could only gloomily hold paper and pen, cover his nose, and enter the toilet, then stare at everyone entering like a pervert…

That night, the new disciples all looked sallow, suffering until very late before settling down.

Xiaoxiao took the roster from the dazed, somewhat swaying Young Pavilion Master who had vomited, carefully checking it over. She discovered all the new disciples who came up the mountain seemed unable to withstand the River of Forgetfulness, fish and shrimp’s yin cold—all were affected.

Including Ling Zhishan, who nearly fainted from pain in the toilet and was helped out by Yu Ling’er.
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It seemed the Demon Pearl hadn’t attached itself to any of these newly admitted disciples!

Could it be that the damaged compass had malfunctioned and was displaying incorrect readings?

But seeing Qin Lingxiao’s face pale from vomiting, he truly looked pitiable. While lost in thought, Cui Xiaoxiao casually handed him a cup of tea.

Qin Lingxiao accepted the fragrant tea Cui Xiaoxiao offered, drinking a few sips to finally suppress his nausea.

He looked at the young girl deep in contemplation. When she lowered her head in thought, her eyes half-closed and long eyelashes fluttering slightly, she appeared much more serene—one really couldn’t tell she was such a mischievous little girl.

Qin Lingxiao stared at her directly, finally speaking in a low voice: “Now that you’ve had your fun teasing me, we’re even. Can you stop holding my previous wrongdoing against me?”

Xiaoxiao suddenly snapped back to reality, blinking her eyes before understanding that Qin Lingxiao was referring to his earlier betrayal of her as a demoness in front of others.

It seemed Qin Lingxiao also knew she had been deliberately making things difficult for him, yet he had endured it all.

But Xiaoxiao considered herself and Qin Lingxiao to be walking different paths entirely—what was there to forgive or not forgive?

With this thought, Xiaoxiao changed the subject: “Since we can’t detect the demon pearl-possessed person using yin-cold objects, could the compass have been wrong? Maybe the Demon Pearl isn’t among these people at all?”

Qin Lingxiao had considered this question early on and immediately replied: “Impossible. This compass is an ancient sacred artifact, most accurate at detecting demonic nature. If it weren’t for you and another Demon Pearl being too close together, creating mutual interference, the compass wouldn’t have shattered on its own! Moreover… not everyone present that day underwent the test!”

Hearing Qin Lingxiao’s meaningful words, Xiaoxiao slowly raised her head, eyes widening as she looked at him.

Because he was right. Among the crowd at the foot of the mountain that day, besides the disciples seeking masters, there were several other people.

Namely, Wei Jie and Tang Youshu, who had gone down the mountain to purchase supplies!

Including the fox clan man who accompanied them on their shopping trip, there were four people in total!

And at tonight’s yin-cold feast, apart from Tang Youshu, who had accidentally eaten a few bites after being angered by Yu Ling’er, the other three hadn’t eaten at all.

At this thought, Xiaoxiao’s heart seemed to plummet like iron, sinking.

The other two fox clan members would be easy to test.

But Wei Jie was a descendant of the Wei family, naturally unafraid of yin-cold foods. Using fish and shrimp from the River of Forgetfulness wouldn’t reveal whether he bore the Demon Pearl!

Moreover, she had already told him about another Demon Pearl hidden among the mountain’s people. If Wei Jie had prepared defenses in advance, what could she do to him?

Xiaoxiao knew that compared to others, Wei Jie’s constitution was more suitable for demonic possession.

Especially since the Demon Pearl of Wrath, like the Greed Pearl, had both been refined from within Wei Jie’s body. Once that Demon Pearl attached itself to Wei Jie, it would return to its original host—the consequences were unimaginable!

Xiaoxiao didn’t know if the other Demon Pearl would be as loose-lipped as the Greed Pearl, revealing to Wei Jie the heavenly secrets from the original timeline that should not be disclosed.

Once Wei Jie learned of his original fate, whatever he did would change the course of events. What kind of consequences might this cause, even Heaven’s Way might find difficult to control.

At this thought, Xiaoxiao couldn’t help but pace in place. Thinking of Wei Jie’s recent cold-faced sarcasm made her increasingly uneasy!

If Wei Jie truly became demonized, given his nature, his demonic development would advance by leaps and bounds daily. Wouldn’t all her previous efforts be in vain?

Xiaoxiao felt anxious and had no mind to continue talking with Qin Lingxiao.

Afterward, she tested the two fox clan men with the fish meat and found they also reacted, causing her heart to sink further!

This meant that among those present that day, only one person hadn’t undergone the trial… Xiaoxiao dared not think further.

Because of this gluttonous feast, all the newly admitted disciples of the Talisman Sect had collapsed and couldn’t get up.

At least the mountain had regained some of its former tranquility.

After the banquet ended, Xiaoxiao thought it over and decided to seek out Wei Jie to probe the truth.

She had never suspected him before, but if he truly was possessed by the Demon Pearl, snake scale characteristics would appear on his body.

At worst, she could make an excuse about helping him change clothes or something similar, and thoroughly examine him from head to toe…

But Wei Jie was nowhere to be found at the moment. Xiaoxiao searched the quarters thoroughly but couldn’t locate him, so she could only circle the corridors looking.

When she reached the small path behind the quarters, she encountered Tang Youshu emerging from the bushes, clutching his stomach.

Lingshan’s latrines were too in demand tonight. Tang Youshu hadn’t managed to secure a spot for his last few visits, so he had no choice but to violate his master’s new sect rules and slip into the woods.

He didn’t expect to run into Xiaoxiao. Tang Youshu quickly apologized to his master, begging for her forgiveness.

Xiaoxiao’s new rules weren’t meant to punish Young Master Tang, and she was currently anxious to find Wei Jie, so she quickly interrupted Tang Youshu’s nervous apology and only asked: “Did you see your master just now?”

Tang Youshu pointed toward the path leading to the back mountain: “The Master seemed to head toward the back mountain earlier.”

Hearing this, Xiaoxiao quickly headed for the back mountain. Tang Youshu, seeing how dark it was, hurriedly took down a lantern from a nearby lamp post and chased after his master.

When Xiaoxiao reached the back mountain, near the cave where she used to practice with her master, Tang Youshu, she immediately saw Wei Jie lying unconscious on the ground with his eyes tightly closed.

Xiaoxiao recognized Wei Jie at once and immediately rushed over, calling out urgently: “Wei Jie! What happened to you?”

There were obvious signs of blunt trauma on the back of Wei Jie’s head. Someone who knew he couldn’t use his true qi at this time and that his alertness was greatly diminished had ambushed him.

No matter how loudly Xiaoxiao called to him, he didn’t open his eyes, but fortunately, his breathing was steady—he had likely just fainted.

The ground at night was both damp and cold, and Wei Jie’s back clothing was soaked through. Just then, Tang Youshu arrived, panting and carrying the lantern.

Xiaoxiao had Tang Youshu help move Wei Jie to a nearby large rock, then used her outer robe as a pillow for Wei Jie’s head.

Anyone capable of ambushing Wei Jie possessed considerable skill. That they didn’t kill Wei Jie but only knocked him unconscious—what were their intentions?

Tang Youshu was also heartbroken that his master had been ambushed. After checking his pulse and confirming his master was unharmed, he took the lantern to search for the culprit.

Just then, by the lantern’s light, Xiaoxiao spotted a clear set of footprints on the ground where Wei Jie had been lying, leading straight into the dark cave.

Could the person who ambushed Wei Jie be hiding in the cave?

After confirming Wei Jie’s breathing was steady and he was unharmed, Xiaoxiao took the lantern from Tang Youshu and cautiously approached the cave.

But as she neared the cave, Xiaoxiao felt a subtle resistance at the entrance, as if there was some kind of barrier.

This cave would be Tang Youshu’s retreat cave two hundred years later. Xiaoxiao had once entered the cave with him for closed-door cultivation, and there had been no such barrier!

Her thoughts stirring, she formed hand seals with one hand and directed water from a nearby pond toward the cave entrance. Under the water’s effect, an invisible barrier net with orderly spacing appeared.

Although bats and insects could still enter and exit the cave opening, people of much larger size obviously couldn’t pass through this net-like barrier.

When they had stayed outside the back mountain cave last time, because Yu Ling’er was afraid of bats, they hadn’t entered at all and hadn’t discovered this hidden barrier at the entrance.

The footprints lingered here—could the person who ambushed Wei Jie be hiding inside the cave?

At this thought, Xiaoxiao became alert. She had Tang Youshu watch over Wei Jie while she tentatively used her true qi to break the barrier.

But after she struck twice, her neck suddenly grew hot. The five phoenix marks suddenly emitted scorching heat, and needle-point colored light shot out. The barrier sealing the cave entrance suddenly dispersed as if it had encountered its master.

Xiaoxiao frowned slightly, conjuring palm fire for illumination, and slowly entered the cave.

Unlike the well-ordered cave two hundred years later that had been renovated, this place was full of stalactites and stalagmites.

In the center of the stone cave stood a stalagmite three zhang high. At the tip of the stalagmite was carved a phoenix bird, and in the phoenix’s forehead was embedded a mysterious five-colored gemstone.

This gemstone, illuminated by Xiaoxiao’s palm fire, refracted mesmerizing light that lit up the entire cavern.

The phoenix appeared ready to take flight, its talons grasping a giant python that seemed about to soar skyward. Its cold, piercing gaze made one hesitant to approach.

Xiaoxiao dared not look too long and only wanted to first confirm whether there were any suspicious people in the cave.

But after searching around, there were no footprints in the cave. The mysterious person probably hadn’t been able to pass through the earlier barrier.

Only then did Xiaoxiao finally look at the cave walls…

Xiaoxiao clearly remembered that two hundred years later, the cave walls were covered with many colorful paintings. They included scenes praising her master Wei Jie’s territorial expansion, Tang Youshu’s solitary adventures, and many legends of ancient deities.

Those colorful paintings varied in color depth and artistic style. Many were sketched by her master during boring moments of retreat, but another portion was said to have been preserved from ancient times.

By the lantern’s light reflecting on the damp stone walls, the stone cave now still contained many paintings with faded, mottled colors.

However, these murals lacked the paintings that Tang Youshu would later add, praising Demon Lord Wei Jie’s great achievements. Only those ancient deity stories remained.

Without her master’s later additions, these originally inconspicuous ancient legends became particularly prominent.

But what most caught Xiaoxiao’s attention was a mural depicting a phoenix tree and phoenixes. Because that phoenix tree… was identical to the one she had seen in the Phoenix Secret Realm!

Xiaoxiao focused her gaze. The tree branches in the mural also perched five colorful phoenixes, but above the treetop circled a phoenix much larger than the five phoenixes.

That phoenix was entirely black, painted with some unknown pigment that seemed to glimmer with golden light under the lantern’s illumination.

After looking for a while, Xiaoxiao moved to another mural. This painting also featured a black phoenix, but it was circling in the sky, seemingly crying out with spread wings.

Standing opposite the black phoenix was a man of imposing stature.

The man wore black robes with strange flame patterns on his forehead, standing in the clouds, holding a sword in one hand, with brilliant light radiating from behind him—the appearance of a celestial god.

However, this celestial god was raising his sword toward the black phoenix, as if to strike it down!

Tang Youshu, seeing that Xiaoxiao hadn’t emerged, also entered the cave. He walked to Xiaoxiao’s side, looked at the murals, and suddenly made a strange sound: “This… isn’t this the ancient legend of Emperor Gu Yan battling the evil phoenix?”

Xiaoxiao turned in surprise: “Emperor Gu Yan?”

She had heard of this ancient emperor’s great name. Emperor Gu Yan governed all demons and ghosts under heaven and was lord of the underworld’s Mount Feng.

All six realms of ghosts and spirits were under his management after death. He controlled reincarnation and balanced the three realms.

Why would such an ancient, great god draw his sword against a phoenix? Did he also consider black phoenixes inauspicious?

Tang Youshu’s life, aside from studying medical texts and pharmaceutical classics, was devoted to various supernatural histories and mystical studies.

Hearing Xiaoxiao’s question, he shared the wild historical legends he had read.

It was said that this Emperor Gu Yan once had a dispute with another celestial god to save the collapsing underworld.

The two gods disagreed and fought a great battle. Its intensity was no less than the heaven-and-earth battle between Gonggong and Zhurong.

Both Emperor Gu Yan and that celestial god suffered severe injuries and had their divine status stripped. To escape his enemy, Emperor Gu Yan could only transform into a black-scaled giant python and hide beneath lotus ponds.

Unexpectedly, his enemy devised a clever plan, releasing an evil phoenix to patrol. It immediately found Emperor Gu Yan’s hiding place and used its sharp talons to drag him out from under the lotus leaves.

However, when Emperor Gu Yan battled the black phoenix, he revealed his human form. His beautiful and pure appearance shocked the evil phoenix, allowing Emperor Gu Yan to escape safely.

The evil phoenix was therefore punished by the celestial god, who sealed its soul in the Eternal Valley.

Such an earth-shaking battle naturally disrupted the heavenly and earthly order. So while Emperor Gu Yan’s divine status was damaged, he also had to accept punishment—his divine memories were erased, and he was cast into reincarnation. Only after offsetting his karmic sins could he restore his divine status and return to the underworld.

It was precisely because the lord of the underworld was absent that families like the Wei needed demon-suppressing guardians to protect the underworld entrance at Mount Qilao, preventing chaos in the underworld’s Mount Feng during the true lord’s absence.

Hearing this, Xiaoxiao’s thoughts stirred slightly, suddenly recalling what Grandmother Wei had said about a god with damaged divine status who had deceived the Xia royal family for two hundred years of imperial fortune.

Could that fraudulent celestial god be the one who fought Emperor Gu Yan? Emperor Gu Yan was demoted and punished with damaged divine status, while the celestial god seemed completely unharmed. Could he have used his deceptive skills to trick the foolish Xia family, promptly repairing his divine status and avoiding reincarnation’s suffering?

Looking at it this way, Heaven’s Way was truly biased and unfair. Two people had fought, so why punish only one?

But when Xiaoxiao asked which celestial god had disputed with Emperor Gu Yan, Tang Youshu shook his head, indicating that those supernatural histories were also unclear in their accounts.

Xiaoxiao had once dreamed of a black phoenix in her dreams, though it was just a tiny newly-hatched one. Could it be… that unfortunate evil phoenix who was blinded by masculine beauty and sealed as a result?

This showed that whether human or bird, one must not be too lustful, or else one misstep leads to eternal damnation… She just wondered what the true appearance of Emperor Gu Yan was like to be so enchanting?

There were many more murals about these deities, but Xiaoxiao had no mind to continue looking, as Wei Jie was still lying outside the cave.

When Xiaoxiao and Tang Youshu emerged, Qin Lingxiao, Yu Ling’er, and several fox clan members had also arrived. They had been helping Xiaoxiao search for Wei Jie.

Qin Lingxiao had probably seen Tang Youshu running toward the back mountain with a lantern and followed.

Perhaps due to the surrounding noise, Wei Jie finally slowly opened his eyes. But the moment his eyes opened, they were bloodshot throughout—the appearance of demonic possession.

Qin Lingxiao had long suspected the Demon Pearl of Wrath was attached to Wei Jie and had been secretly vigilant.

Now seeing Wei Jie’s eyes truly red, he immediately shouted: “Careful!”

At the same time, he quickly moved to Xiaoxiao’s side, grasping her hand to prevent her from approaching Wei Jie.

But when the red-eyed man saw Qin Lingxiao’s large hand reaching for Xiaoxiao, he became completely enraged!

The next moment, Wei Jie’s temple veins bulged as he suddenly leaped toward Qin Lingxiao, extending his fingers to claw at him.

Qin Lingxiao quickly raised his qi sword to block, but Wei Jie’s palm shattered the qi sword with one strike, directly attacking his throat.

Consider that the white woman at the silk farm in Feixian County was merely an ordinary woman, yet once possessed, she became quite formidable. Now, if it were attached to Wei Jie’s body, it would truly be like giving a fierce tiger another set of man-eating claws!

Qin Lingxiao, somewhat embarrassingly parrying, could only turn and shout to Xiaoxiao: “He’s already demonized and will go on a killing spree. When that happens, everyone on the mountain will die! You have the Heaven’s Punishment Sword that can subdue demons. You must split his skull and extract the Demon Pearl!”

Hearing this, Tang Youshu immediately cried out: “Master! Absolutely not! Master will die!”

Hearing this, Qin Lingxiao was so frustrated that his teeth ached.

Among these people, only he had truly experienced the terror of Demon Lord Wei Jie’s demonic outbursts!

When Wei Jie’s demonic nature reached its peak, even killing him would become impossible! Such women’s compassion, when the time came, wouldn’t everyone on the mountain become ghosts under Wei Jie’s blade?

At this thought, Qin Lingxiao suddenly turned to seize the Heaven’s Punishment Sword that Xiaoxiao wore.

This sword carried Heaven’s punishment power that demonic beings couldn’t resist. Only by splitting Wei Jie’s spiritual platform as he had done in his previous life could he destroy this murderous demon!

Unfortunately, Xiaoxiao had already anticipated that he would seize the sword. In desperation, she immediately activated a fire-summoning talisman, causing Tang Youshu’s lantern to suddenly burst into flames, then formed a fire ring that attacked Qin Lingxiao.

Having no choice, Qin Lingxiao could only retreat repeatedly. This completely exposed Xiaoxiao to Wei Jie’s view.

Wei Jie, red-eyed and seemingly not recognizing anyone, suddenly pounced toward Cui Xiaoxiao.

Xiaoxiao dared not dodge, fearing he would attack Tang Youshu and the others, so she could only steel herself and engage Wei Jie in battle!

Although Cui Xiaoxiao had taken Wei Jie as her disciple, she had never deeply understood her disciple’s cultivation and abilities. She only knew Wei Jie was exceptionally talented, a rare immortal cultivation prodigy, but such talented prodigies often didn’t reveal their potential limits until the most critical moments.

Even Wei Jie himself probably wasn’t entirely clear about his cultivation level.

Now Wei Jie had completely lost consciousness, his expression murderous, muscles tense throughout his body, clearly in the madness of fighting for his life.

So his every move used full strength, leaving no room for mercy.

Since knowing him, Xiaoxiao had never even sparred with him as master and disciple, yet their first fight was such a desperate, thrilling encounter. For a moment, she was overwhelmed and flustered.

Qin Lingxiao naturally wouldn’t let Xiaoxiao face the enemy alone, so he again condensed a qi sword to fight the crazed Wei Jie alongside Xiaoxiao.

For a time, the three fought together in close combat, exchanging moves, spiritual energy surging violently, the oppressive wild winds forcing others to retreat repeatedly.

Xiaoxiao discovered that when Qin Lingxiao wasn’t involved, things were somewhat better, but once he stood beside her, Wei Jie’s killing intent became more intense, his qi shield pressing over like mountains and seas, even the spikes on the qi shield suddenly grew several times larger…

So Xiaoxiao made a quick decision, shouting to Qin Lingxiao: “Quickly withdraw and find somewhere to hide. Don’t let Wei Jie see your face!”

Huh? Qin Lingxiao was stunned. In his two hundred-plus years of subduing demons and devils, he’d never heard of this tactic of hiding one’s face when fighting demons!

But Cui Xiaoxiao wasn’t joking. Seeing Qin Lingxiao’s lack of response, she shouted again, even conjuring more flames to burn Qin Lingxiao’s behind.

Forced into it, Qin Lingxiao had to temporarily withdraw and hide in nearby bushes.

After Qin Lingxiao disappeared from Wei Jie’s view, Wei Jie’s offensive indeed slowed considerably, though he remained agitated and continued attacking Xiaoxiao.

Xiaoxiao had once been possessed by a Demon Pearl during her fight with Wan Lian Shi, losing consciousness and temporarily becoming demonized. She knew that feeling best.

But facing this red-eyed Wei Jie, Xiaoxiao felt something was wrong…

Why did she always feel her supposedly demonized, talented disciple was more interested in her clothing buttons and sash, seemingly impatient to tear open her clothes?

This being the case, Xiaoxiao paid closer attention to his techniques. After several exchanges, she was certain her beloved disciple was using nothing but the moves of a scoundrel flower-picker!

He was indeed desperately trying to tear her clothes!

Under everyone’s watchful eyes, what kind of demon had Wei Jie become possessed by? A lustful demon?

Looking at his blood-red eyes, Xiaoxiao’s cheeks flushed with embarrassment and anger. Even knowing he didn’t want her life, she still dared not breathe too freely!

After all, with everyone watching, if she slowed her movements and Wei Jie suddenly tore her sash, wouldn’t she have a wardrobe malfunction and lose all face as the Talisman Sect’s leader?

Moreover, Xiaoxiao noticed that although Wei Jie’s eyes were red, his fingernails hadn’t turned black from demonization—very different from her demonic episode.

His urgent manner of wanting to tear her clothes was somewhat similar to his reaction in the secret passage of Prince Can’s mansion when he’d inhaled the aphrodisiac powder, only much more intense this time.

Just then, Yu Ling’er, watching from the side, saw what was happening. She covered her eyes with her hands, then peered through her fingers at the battle, shouting: “This… did Wei Jie secretly practice Hehuan Sect techniques and suffer qi deviation? Xiaoxiao, be careful your sash doesn’t get torn!”

If circumstances allowed, Xiaoxiao wanted to roll her eyes. Pressed ever more urgently by Wei Jie and unable to use water summoning spells, she desperately called to Tang Youshu and Yu Ling’er: “Quickly get some water and splash it on Wei Jie!”
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Yu Ling’er reacted fastest, immediately running to the nearby pond, scooping water with a large lotus leaf, then rushing back to splash it on Wei Jie’s face.

When the icy water splashed onto Wei Jie’s face, his figure paused momentarily, and the red in his eyes diminished considerably.

Seeing this, Xiaoxiao knew she had guessed correctly—Wei Jie truly wasn’t demonized, but had been affected by aphrodisiac powder or something similar!

She simply put away the Heaven’s Punishment Sword and actively leaped toward Wei Jie.

When Wei Jie saw Xiaoxiao pouncing toward him, he neither dodged nor evaded, only extended his long arms to catch her instinctively.

Xiaoxiao took the opportunity to embrace him tightly, wrapping her arms around his sturdy waist. Simultaneously, she silently recited water incantations, causing the pond water to rise like water serpents, entwining the two of them and lifting them into the air before plunging straight into the pond’s depths.

After entering the water, Xiaoxiao struggled to open her eyes underwater while looking at Wei Jie, whom she held tightly.

Surrounded by the icy pond water, the red finally faded from Wei Jie’s eyes, but the adverse effects of using true qi while his vital energy was severely damaged also manifested.

When his reason returned, he couldn’t even swim in the water, relying entirely on Xiaoxiao’s strength to support him.

Seeing Wei Jie had just regained consciousness and seemed unable to catch his breath, Xiaoxiao quickly pressed her lips to his, transferring true qi to the man.

In the undulating, turbulent water waves, their wide robes floated, fine long hair tangled like swaying water grass. Their tightly pressed lips occasionally released strings of pearl-like bubbles. The tall man took the initiative, tightly embracing the girl in his arms. Like one black and one white fish, they nourished each other in the water…

Unknowingly, their fingers intertwined as they swam at the pond’s bottom, stirring up ripples in the water…

Qin Lingxiao rushed to the pond’s edge, seeing the rising bubbles and turbulent ripples, his heart racing with anxiety.

He wanted to dive in to investigate, but ironically, this great master of the Sword Sect couldn’t swim and temporarily couldn’t enter the water.

Fortunately, the two didn’t stay underwater very long. When Xiaoxiao realized Wei Jie had completely regained his reason, she again silently recited water incantations, carrying them both to shore.

At this point, the consequences of Wei Jie’s reckless use of true qi fully manifested—even with Xiaoxiao’s support, he couldn’t stand at all.

Qin Lingxiao took the opportunity to draw his qi sword again, wanting to attack Wei Jie, but Xiaoxiao waved her long sleeves, deflecting his qi sword and angrily said: “Can’t you see he was ambushed and lost his reason? Would you kill an innocent person?”

But Qin Lingxiao remained certain his earlier speculation was correct, saying angrily: “That Demon Pearl is attached to Wei Jie’s body! If this wasn’t a demonic outbreak, how can you guarantee there won’t be a next time? You should know best what violent acts Wei Jie commits when his demonic nature erupts!”

Wei Jie slowly raised his head, showing no weakness, only saying coldly: “How is it you know what I’m like when demonized?”

Qin Lingxiao was stunned by the question—of course, he couldn’t say he knew very well!

In his previous life, Wei Jie had indeed borne too many injustices, but Qin Lingxiao believed that after Wei Jie’s humanity was crushed by various blows, the demonic nature that erupted was genuinely terrifying!

Even if his father Qin He had truly done wrong back then, the crime didn’t extend to other disciples, yet Wei Jie had wiped out the four great sects in one breath. Apart from him and the surviving Ling Zhishan, no other survivors remained!

Even at the risk of Xiaoxiao’s hatred, Qin Lingxiao wanted to prevent disaster before it struck. While Wei Jie’s Demon Pearl had just attached, he would split open his spiritual platform and eliminate the threat at its root!

Of course, the deeper reason was that his father still awaited the Demon Pearl to extend his life. Qin Lingxiao had come specifically to retrieve the Demon Pearl of Wrath.

If Wei Jie didn’t die, who would save his father?

Seeing Qin Lingxiao only glaring without speaking, Wei Jie snorted coldly, becoming much weaker again and softly leaning into Xiaoxiao’s embrace.

No one knew better than he how wonderful it was to rely on Xiaoxiao’s soft bosom…

At this moment, Cui Xiaoxiao only felt heartache. While wiping the water from Wei Jie’s cheeks, she said with certainty: “You’re mistaken. The Demon Pearl truly isn’t on his body!”

Qin Lingxiao thought Xiaoxiao was making excuses for Wei Jie and said coldly, “If it’s not on his body, then where is it?”

Xiaoxiao said slowly: “Whoever ambushed Wei Jie is the one possessed by the Demon Pearl…”

Just then, Wei Jie seemed to catch his breath. Covering his chest, he spoke lowly of his experience before being ambushed: “A black-clothed, masked person secretly went to the back mountain. I discovered him and tracked him here. I fought with him, but was suddenly overcome by powder he threw, affecting my mouth and nose. Somehow, I fell for his trick…”

Hearing this, Xiaoxiao pondered for a moment, then slowly turned to look at the footprints extending toward the cave, saying regretfully: “Terrible! We may have been deceived!”

When following the footprints into the cave earlier, she had wondered why the footprints only lingered outside the cave while there were none inside.

It turned out the cave entrance had a barrier seal similar to the Phoenix Secret Valley. Except for the cave’s regular inhabitants like bats and insects, no one could enter or exit freely.

But her five phoenix marks could precisely unlock the seal, so she had been tricked by the footprints into entering the cave, unwittingly becoming the key to unlock the cave’s seal for the mysterious person!

It seemed that the person’s drugging of Wei Jie wasn’t the real objective—he deliberately left footprints around Wei Jie to guide Xiaoxiao into opening the cave’s barrier.

Understanding this, she had several fox clan men care for the fallen Wei Jie, then entered the cave again.

When Xiaoxiao ran into the cave, she found it seemed much dimmer than before. The blue gemstone embedded in the phoenix atop the stalagmite had disappeared, leaving only an empty hole in the stone statue!

Xiaoxiao’s guess was correct. Though the mysterious person had been discovered by Wei Jie, he had adapted his plan and, with a small trick, stolen what he truly wanted!

Though Xiaoxiao didn’t know what the blue gemstone was, if the Demon Pearl-possessed person had schemed so deliberately to obtain it, it must be extremely important.

Just then, someone outside the cave cried out in alarm—Wei Jie’s injuries were too severe, and he had just coughed up blood profusely!

When he shouldn’t have used his vital energy, he had acted against his qi flow, showing signs of vital energy damage.

Seeing this, Qin Lingxiao’s face showed a trace of joy. If Wei Jie’s spiritual platform was damaged this way, it would be nearly impossible to repair, making him an ordinary person from now on. Such an outcome would be even more satisfying than killing Wei Jie!

Meanwhile, Tang Youshu was so anxious that his eyes reddened with tears, wanting to go to the front mountain to fetch the hemostatic medicine he usually prepared for his master.

But if it was truly the aftereffects of severe vital energy damage, how could a few dried herbs cure it?

Xiaoxiao only regretted her usual laziness in cultivation. At such a critical moment, she couldn’t produce a formed inner core to extend Wei Jie’s life.

Wei Jie himself barely suppressed the surging blood tide and said to Xiaoxiao: “First… first find a secluded place. I need you to help regulate my meridians and stabilize my pulse. We cannot be disturbed during this time… help me to that cave over there…”

Xiaoxiao knew she needed to quickly treat Wei Jie’s injuries. That cave would work. Two hundred years later, Master Tang Youshu had led her and the disciples to retreat in that very cave.

Wei Jie, perhaps avoiding Qin Lingxiao and the mixed group of disciples seeking masters on the mountain, allowed no one to approach except two fox clan members guarding the cave entrance.

According to Master Tang Youshu’s explanation, this place gathered heaven and earth’s spiritual energy—an excellent location for meditation and foundation building.

Xiaoxiao had never treated anyone’s injuries before. When the two sat facing each other on the round stone in the cave’s center, she didn’t know how to help him circulate qi for healing.

When she anxiously asked Wei Jie, he leaned weakly in her embrace: “Just hold me for a while first. Let me stabilize my qi and blood…”

So Xiaoxiao obediently rested her chin on Wei Jie’s broad shoulder, letting him embrace her.

At Wei Jie’s life-and-death moment, as long as he wasn’t too excessive, he could hold her as long as he wanted.

But this man, who should have been weak and breathless, had particularly… dishonest hands.

Xiaoxiao endured and endured, finally snatching back her half-loosened sash and glaring with her charming, large eyes, saying in a low voice: “This… could this be the Hehuan Sect’s yin-yang healing method? Where exactly is your blood flowing?”

Wei Jie was again breath-thin, completely unlike his earlier deftness with the sash: “You know I was drugged. Though I was immersed in water, some drug effects remain… Perhaps if you help me eliminate the drug’s effects, my blood deficiency will be cured.”

Xiaoxiao squinted at him, suddenly reaching out to pinch his cheeks, then looking into his mouth. Besides white teeth, the bite marks on his tongue still showed fresh blood.

Indeed, as she suspected, this Wei fellow had deliberately bitten his tongue to produce that frightening mouthful of blood!

Understanding his trick, Xiaoxiao was so angry she nearly condensed a water sword to chop him: “Are you trying to scare me to death? Don’t you know how worried I was, thinking you were going to die! Could it be… that your ambush was also fake?”

Wei Jie smiled slightly while grasping her small fists that were hitting him, then showed her the back of his head: “Such a large bump—how could I have hit myself… But the person who ambushed me was truly strange!”

Xiaoxiao didn’t understand: “Strange how?”

Wei Jie’s purple eyes narrowed as he said quietly: “Just like in Luoyi’s Mirror Illusion City, encountering a false body that looked exactly like me. That person’s build was shorter than mine, but his techniques and methods were identical to mine, from the same school…”

Hearing this, Xiaoxiao couldn’t help frowning.

Wei Jie was self-taught, his every move incorporating various schools’ strengths while having his improvements and refinements. Throughout the world, there might be many similar techniques and moves, but who besides the false bodies in the Mirror Illusion City could be the same?

While Xiaoxiao was lost in thought, Wei Jie stood up, squinting at the murals. When he saw the mural about the Phoenix Secret Realm’s phoenix tree, he was also startled.

However, what he most wanted to discuss wasn’t these murals. He had pretended to cough blood specifically for this moment alone with Xiaoxiao. Only now could he voice his inner doubts.

Only… what he wanted to say, Xiaoxiao might not want to hear…

With this thought, he looked at Xiaoxiao, pondered for a moment, and finally spoke: “Xiaoxiao, don’t you think someone is very strange?”

…

While the two conversed intimately in the cave, the people on the front mountain waited anxiously.

Fortunately, their retreat didn’t last long. When dawn broke, they emerged from the cave.

Yu Ling’er and Tang Youshu had been guarding the entrance early, waiting for them to come out.

Qin Lingxiao hadn’t left either. Now, along with the Talisman Sect disciples who came to the back mountain, he wanted to see Wei Jie’s actual condition.

To Qin Lingxiao’s disappointment, Wei Jie’s injuries seemed much better—at least he could walk out of the cave himself.

Instead, Xiaoxiao looked as if she’d suffered a serious illness, her complexion slightly haggard. Treating Wei Jie’s injuries had cost Xiaoxiao considerable spiritual power.

When emerging from the cave, Xiaoxiao’s eyes were slightly red, perhaps from crying out of worry for Wei Jie, swollen quite high.

The front mountain had also changed.

After this night, the disciples who had been vomiting and having diarrhea had all recovered.

However, some disciples quietly left the mountain as soon as their bodies recovered.

After all, everyone having diarrhea and vomiting after a meal looked like poisoning. Most suspiciously, except for Tang Youshu, all other Talisman Sect members, including Cui Xiaoxiao, showed no such symptoms.

Some sharp-minded people inevitably became suspicious, thinking that Cui Xiaoxiao’s behavior was too sneaky! If she didn’t want to accept them, she could have directly driven them away—why torment people like this, secretly giving them laxatives?

No wonder the four great sects’ elders all called her a demon. Her thoughts were truly devious, her actions perverse!

When Tang Youshu mentioned the departed disciples, Xiaoxiao only absent-mindedly nodded.

The Talisman Sect allowed free coming and going. Since they hadn’t formally become disciples, if they didn’t want to stay, they could simply leave.

Xiaoxiao knew that after these disciples left, they would probably continue slandering her reputation outside, pushing her further toward being labeled an evil sect demon lord.

But having taken Wei Jie’s predetermined fate, being cursed while bearing the demon lord’s reputation was inevitable. Moreover, she had indeed caused their diarrhea, so the scolding wasn’t undeserved.

Unfortunately, despite bearing this infamy, she still hadn’t identified who bore the Demon Pearl.

So Xiaoxiao again issued eviction orders, telling Qin Lingxiao: “Since none of these mountain disciples is the one, I won’t keep you longer. Please search elsewhere.”

Qin Lingxiao was naturally unwilling. For some reason, he instinctively felt the Demon Pearl should still be at Ghost Stone Cliff.

Moreover, he had never entered that back mountain cave in the original timeline two hundred years ago.

But he clearly remembered that in his previous life, even Wei Jie had never entered that barrier-sealed stone cave.

Later, Wei Jie had designated the back mountain as forbidden territory, and no cave theft had ever occurred.

But in this life, Xiaoxiao had effortlessly broken the cave’s barrier, causing another accident that hadn’t happened in the previous life…

Thinking this, Qin Lingxiao even less wanted to leave. He felt that staying would better help Xiaoxiao handle upcoming accidents.

Unfortunately, Xiaoxiao wasn’t consulting him. After politely asking him to leave and finding Qin Lingxiao seemed not to understand her meaning, she could only be blunt: “You’ve stayed here long enough. Please leave. If you remain, Wei Jie will be unhappy!”

Hearing this, Qin Lingxiao felt like he’d swallowed a fly. Thinking of Xiaoxiao and Wei Jie spending a night alone in that cave, not knowing what had happened, made his heart sour and bitter.

Sometimes he truly wished he could immediately find that Zhulong statue. If he could return to when he first met Xiaoxiao, that would be even better.

He definitely wouldn’t be so arrogant again, leaving so many bad impressions in the young girl’s heart…

Seeing Xiaoxiao’s weary, powerless appearance, Qin Lingxiao decided not to argue with her further.

He also needed to return to Lingyun Pavilion to check on his father and find another way to locate that Demon Pearl.

After driving away Qin Lingxiao, Xiaoxiao unceremoniously “persuaded” the other disciples seeking masters to leave.

The reason was ready-made—just from eating one meal, they had such severe vomiting and diarrhea, showing their shallow foundations. They weren’t suitable disciples for the Talisman Sect’s inheritance.

Failing to become disciples, these people immediately cursed loudly, bringing up Xiaoxiao’s demonic possession again.

It seemed that when seeking masters, they didn’t mind Xiaoxiao’s demonic facts, but after failing, they became righteous warriors again. When cursing, they showed no fear of Cui Xiaoxiao’s demonic nature erupting.

Tang Youshu felt sorry for his master. Wei Jie was also strange—after leaving the cave, Xiaoxiao had sent him to his bedroom, where he slept continuously, seemingly healing in his dreams.

Now with everyone gone from the mountain and Wei Jie not getting up, cooking duties naturally fell back to Tang Youshu.

After asking Xiaoxiao if she wanted beef soup, Tang Youshu cooked a pot and brought a small stone pot to Xiaoxiao’s study.

When he entered carrying the stone pot, Xiaoxiao was flipping through cultivation histories she’d requested from him, searching for traces of the black phoenix and Emperor Gu Yan.

However, her reading seemed unsmooth, with books scattered all over the floor.

After placing the beef soup on the table, Tang Youshu crouched down to gather the books Xiaoxiao had thrown everywhere, collecting them in one place.

Xiaoxiao collapsed on the table, lacking any dignity of a sect leader, saying despondently, “Did they all leave completely?”

Tang Youshu knew she meant the disciples seeking masters and quickly said: “Most left, but Miss Ling Zhishan still refuses to leave, seeming determined to stay on the mountain. Seeing you and Master both appear to have damaged vital energy and haven’t recovered, I didn’t mention this. When that young lady gets bored, she’ll probably leave.”

Xiaoxiao couldn’t be bothered with such trivial matters, only taking the soup Tang Youshu ladled for her, blowing on the steam, and taking a large gulp.

But as soon as the soup entered her mouth, Xiaoxiao frowned tightly, carefully controlling her throat and barely swallowing before saying quietly: “Young Master Tang, why is this beef soup bitter again?”

Tang Youshu said, puzzled: “Bitter? That shouldn’t be right. Ling’er drank a bowl in the kitchen and said it tasted very good!”

Xiaoxiao ladled another bowl and handed it to him: “Here, try it if you don’t believe me.”

Tang Youshu dubiously took the bowl, drank a sip, and also frowned—the beef soup’s fresh flavor indeed had an indescribable bitter taste. It seemed Yu Ling’er had learned to flatter and lie, actually managing to drink a whole bowl without changing expression, even lying that it tasted good…

Tang Youshu was used to his cooking and said apologetically, “Master, I didn’t do well again. Shall I make you a fresh bowl?”

Xiaoxiao lazily shook her head, thought for a moment, then took up a brush to draw the flame pattern she’d seen on the gemstone in the cave, asking: “You’ve read the most cultivation histories. Have you ever seen this pattern?”

Tang Youshu picked it up and examined it carefully for a while, shaking his head: “I’ve never seen it before, but… isn’t this the pattern on the missing gemstone from the cave?”

Xiaoxiao nodded and slowly spoke: “I checked Ghost Stone Cliff’s local records again. This place is called Ghost Stone Cliff because there’s a story. Legend says there’s a ghost-god stone in the mountain, a divine object left by ancient gods that can communicate with ghosts and spirits, hence the name Ghost Stone Cliff. Do you think the stolen gemstone is the legendary ghost-god stone?”

Tang Youshu heard this and said, “Master’s speculation makes sense. It might be so.”

Xiaoxiao poured herself tea to clear the bitter taste from her mouth. She drained it in one gulp, then drank several more cups, looking less like tea drinking than heroic wine consumption.

Tang Youshu saw the teapot nearly empty and picked it up, wanting to go to the kitchen for more hot water.

But Cui Xiaoxiao pressed down his hand with one hand, her large eyes seeming to reminisce, looking through Young Master Tang before her toward someone distant and unknown.

She said gently, “Since our first meeting, unknowingly, so much time has passed. But I still remember clearly the circumstances of our first meeting.”

Tang Youshu was slightly startled, withdrawing his hand from beneath his master’s palm and smiling slightly: “I also remember meeting Master and you. If not for you both, I would have died at the Corpse-eating Beast’s mouth.”

Xiaoxiao said wistfully, “Actually, when subduing the Corpse-eating Beast that day, you had two choices—become my disciple or Wei Jie’s disciple. Though I’m Wei Jie’s master and my skills that day were respectable, treating you better, you were single-mindedly determined to become a disciple of that Wei Jie who was cold to you…”

Tang Youshu seemed not to expect his master to bring up old accounts at this time and quickly said apologetically: “If possible, I naturally wanted to bow to both. But Master, you looked too young then… I just felt it was inconvenient to have a woman as master. Please forgive your disciple’s negligence…”

Xiaoxiao nodded again, seeming lost in memories: “Later, as we traveled, why did we go to Tuyun Mountain’s fox tribe? Oh, it seemed I originally wanted to go to Lingyun Pavilion to find Qin Lingxiao to unlock the shackles on mine and Wei Jie’s hands. I wasn’t good at reading maps, so you guided us, leading us to Tuyun Mountain…”

Tang Youshu shamefully lowered his head, only saying quietly: “It was my stupidity that nearly harmed Master and you…”

Xiaoxiao laughed self-mockingly: “How was it harmful? If we hadn’t gone to Tuyun Mountain, how would Wei Jie and I have accidentally drunk the spiritual spring water and greatly increased our power? But speaking of this, I’m reminded of events in Luoyi City. Then, I didn’t want trouble and decided to take you both away from Luoyi City, but you let slip in front of your master about Prince Can’s invitation to the birthday banquet, so Wei Jie secretly went to the banquet behind my back, staying to expose Prince Can.”
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Hearing Xiaoxiao’s words, Tang Youshu knelt on the ground and said quietly: “This disciple is foolish and has failed Master’s trust. My mistakes are too numerous to count. Please punish me, Master…”

Normally, when Young Master Tang performed such formal courtesy, Xiaoxiao would have hurried to help him up.

But today she seemed lost in memories, sitting still as a meditating monk, only blinking as she said sadly: “Speaking of which, our coming to Ghost Stone Cliff was due to your guidance. That day when Wei Jie pressed me about where Lingshan was, I merely pointed randomly at the map, but you happened to bring fruit and immediately identified Ghost Stone Cliff. Don’t you find it amusing? I didn’t even know that Ghost Stone Cliff was our Talisman Sect’s Lingshan.”

Tang Youshu remained kneeling motionlessly, not speaking, seemingly waiting for Master Xiaoxiao’s continued lecture.

Xiaoxiao smiled bitterly, took a deep breath, and said wistfully: “I always thought taking Wei Jie’s predetermined fate was Heaven’s arrangement, beyond my control. But now I discover everything seems controlled by one person. I’ve been in this chess game for so long, becoming a playing piece without knowing it…”

Tang Youshu finally slowly raised his head, saying solemnly: “If this disciple has erred, Master may punish me as you see fit, but what you’re saying, I truly don’t understand.”

Seeing he still wouldn’t admit it, Xiaoxiao closed her eyes and pointed at the stone pot, asking: “Do you know why today’s soup is so bitter?”

Tang Youshu was startled and said, “It’s because my cooking skills are poor…”

“Yu Ling’er was right. Your beef soup today tasted quite good, except just before serving, while you were away, I added a fish’s bitter gall to the pot… Can you guess what kind of fish that gall came from?”

The gall she’d added was from a large fish in the River of Forgetfulness. This fish’s organs were even colder.

Earlier, claiming the taste was wrong, she had tricked Tang Youshu into tasting the soup too.

But the cold poison that normally took effect within moments did not react to entering Young Master Tang’s stomach.

The fish was still from the River of Forgetfulness, its cold nature unchanged.

The only difference was that, unlike Tang Youshu’s previous two episodes of cold poisoning, this time, Tang Youshu didn’t know there was cold poison in the soup.

Saying this, Xiaoxiao pressed her lips tightly, seeming to breathe hard to suppress her inner agitation, and said calmly to Tang Youshu: “Actually, that Demon Pearl of Wrath has always been… on your body!”

When Qin Lingxiao initially traveled back with the Demon Pearl of Wrath, he lost that Demon Pearl when his soul transmigrated into his younger body.

Perhaps Tang Youshu had been possessed by the Demon Pearl much earlier.

During the banquet, Xiaoxiao had thought thoroughly and supervised everyone, yet uniquely overlooked Tang Youshu, only because he had also eaten the fish meat.

But thinking about it now, had he eaten the fish meat because he was jealous of Yu Ling’er? Maybe he did it deliberately, eliminating her suspicion of him early on. After all, when he went into the woods to relieve himself, no one went to supervise whether he had diarrhea.

Tang Youshu looked at Cui Xiaoxiao with a calm expression. He suddenly smiled slightly and spoke gently: “When I first saw you, I felt wisdom radiating from you. You were a clever child who would surely revitalize the Talisman Sect. Watching this journey, I was indeed correct.”

If Xiaoxiao could barely maintain composure during their earlier conversation, when Tang Youshu spoke these words, the faith she’d always maintained seemed to collapse thunderously!

Tang Youshu had memories from two hundred years later! He’d always known she was his final disciple, yet could call her Master for so long without showing it!

At this thought, Xiaoxiao held back tears, filled with endless shock and confusion, crying out grievously and angrily: “Master…”

Tang Youshu still looked like that seemingly frail scholar, but when a person’s gaze changes, their entire aura becomes completely different!

Now he completely overlapped with the wise, peaceful old man in Xiaoxiao’s memory, but what once seemed kindly now appeared so profound and unfathomable to Xiaoxiao…

“Didn’t you pass away? How did you manage to travel back?”

Tang Youshu hesitated, seeming unwilling to speak.

Xiaoxiao didn’t want to cry in confusion and disappointment at this moment. She bit her tongue hard, using pain to force back the sobs threatening to burst from her throat, then slowly asked again: “Master, you didn’t die. At Feixian County’s silk farm two hundred years later, that mysterious black-clothed person who induced Madam Bai’s demonization… that was also you, wasn’t it?”

After Master’s death from old age, according to his final wishes, his coffin remained for three days before burial.

But now Xiaoxiao even suspected whether the corpse they and fellow disciples had buried was Tang Youshu; otherwise, why would he appear in Feixian County, guiding Madam Bai’s demonization?

Hearing Xiaoxiao’s questioning, Tang Youshu seemed to close his eyes in shame. When he opened them, his tone was indifferent: “Those who would save the great world should not be constrained by minor details. To awaken the Demon Pearl required someone with inner demons as a catalyst… I thought using the gold-dissolving curse to force you down the mountain for training, then guiding you to Feixian County, could save that woman in time. I never expected Qin Lingxiao would arrive first and kill that woman with one sword stroke.”

Xiaoxiao couldn’t listen anymore. She slammed the table and stood up, asking painfully: “You only feel sorry for that woman, but what about the people she killed after becoming demonized? Weren’t those lives human lives, too? Master… were all your usual teachings to us false words against your true heart?”

Tang Youshu again closed his eyes guiltily, but when he opened them, he still repeated firmly and powerfully: “Those who would save the great world should not be constrained by minor details… Xiaoxiao, when you know the cause and effect, you’ll probably make the same decision as I.”

Xiaoxiao shook her head in disbelief. The aftershocks of her faith’s collapse were comparable to the devastation left by an earth dragon’s rampage.

She truly couldn’t imagine such callous, high-sounding words coming from the mouth of the master she’d always respected.

Now, many things that had once left Xiaoxiao confused and puzzled gradually became clear.

Thinking of how she’d found Zhulong’s statue under the Demon Pearl’s guidance, but the seal on it bore Tang Youshu’s talisman, Xiaoxiao suddenly felt that her ability to travel back two hundred years hadn’t been a mere coincidental opportunity.

She’d been manipulated like a marionette by her most respected mentor all along.

Regarding Xiaoxiao’s suspicions, Tang Youshu still didn’t deny them, making Xiaoxiao’s heart slide further into an icy abyss.

Tang Youshu was now willing to resolve some of Xiaoxiao’s doubts: “Actually, like Qin Lingxiao, I attached my soul to the Demon Pearl of Wrath and traveled back. The moment I arrived, my aged body had already died. He soul-transmigrated back to his own body from two hundred years ago, and so did I.”

Listening to all this, Xiaoxiao gritted her teeth, eyes red as she asked: “Master… what is your purpose in doing this?”

Tang Youshu said, “Your fate is unique—you’re the key to activating Zhulong’s statue and completely reversing time. To return to two hundred years ago required you, though your possession by the Demon Pearl was beyond my expectations… I originally intended to guide Qin Lingxiao to be possessed by the Demon Pearl, then have you activate the statue…”

Xiaoxiao’s head buzzed as she listened. Throughout this journey, she’d suffered countless hardships, especially when her demonic nature erupted—that pain of ten thousand ants gnawing at her heart was unimaginable to ordinary people.

She’d always thought this was merely bad luck from her “ten injuries” fate, accidentally harming herself.

But now she learned that all the suffering she’d experienced was deliberately orchestrated by someone.

If it were anyone else, Xiaoxiao would have been cursing loudly by now, even ready to fight.

But facing the mentor she’d always loved like a father, who had reshaped her beliefs, Xiaoxiao’s grievances could only explode silently within her heart, paining her so she couldn’t breathe.

Just then, the hall’s main door was suddenly kicked open. Wei Jie, whom Xiaoxiao had immobilized with a sleep talisman, appeared in the doorway.

It turned out Yu Ling’er thought today’s beef soup was well-made and wanted to share it with everyone, saving them from always criticizing Young Master Tang’s cooking.

When she brought it to Wei Jie’s room, Yu Ling’er found Wei Jie sleeping with a paper slip stuck to his back. She casually pulled it off, and before she could see what it was, Wei Jie, who’d been sleeping so deeply no one could wake him, suddenly opened his eyes like a demon and rushed out frantically.

Only then did Yu Ling’er realize the paper in her hand seemed to be a sleep talisman drawn by Xiaoxiao.

She thought, “Oh no,” wondering if Wei Jie was having another demonic episode, so she hurriedly chased after him, unexpectedly witnessing the moment when Cui Xiaoxiao and her disciple had their falling out.

When Wei Jie entered, he immediately saw Xiaoxiao’s expression. Since knowing Xiaoxiao, he’d never seen such a painful, heartbroken expression on this girl’s usually cheerful, gentle face.

The tears flowing from Xiaoxiao’s eyes struck Wei Jie’s heart like bone-piercing hail.

Remembering how in the cave, just because he’d suspected Tang Youshu, Xiaoxiao had flown into a rage and argued with him, Wei Jie found this beloved disciple of his extremely uncomfortable to look at!

He didn’t bother with courtesy and attacked Tang Youshu.

He moved quickly, immediately tearing open Tang Youshu’s robe front. Tang Youshu’s chest was covered with snake scales—given their extensive coverage, he’d been demonized for quite some time.

The Demon Pearl of Wrath was on his body!

Regarding the Demon Pearl possessing Tang Youshu, Wei Jie had suspected earlier than Cui Xiaoxiao.

Though the black-clothed person that day had worn a face covering, Wei Jie felt that his gait seemed familiar.

But the clumsy, slow-witted disciple couldn’t be connected to that exceptionally agile masked man, so Wei Jie hadn’t made the connection then.

But when that man suddenly attacked him fiercely from behind, he smelled a familiar, faint fragrance on him.

It was the scent of the sachet Yu Ling’er had stuffed into Tang Youshu’s pocket during dinner.

Since so many people on the mountain had diarrhea and Tang Youshu was also affected, Yu Ling’er worried he carried bad luck that would tarnish his scholarly image, so she gave him a sachet she’d made.

That spice had even been bought together when Tang Youshu went down the mountain shopping with Wei Jie.

When Wei Jie was pulled from the water by Xiaoxiao and regained consciousness, his first thought was whether the person who knew he shouldn’t use true qi at this time and carried this spice scent might be Tang Youshu.

So he’d pretended to cough blood, tricking Xiaoxiao into entering the cave with him, then gradually revealed his suspicions to her.

Xiaoxiao had indeed reacted as he expected—she couldn’t accept any accusation against Tang Youshu and even argued with him over it, getting so angry her eyes reddened.

But Xiaoxiao wasn’t stupid either. After hearing Wei Jie describe the various clues he’d discovered, she couldn’t help suspecting her master.

However, Xiaoxiao disagreed with his idea of directly confronting Tang Youshu face-to-face.

This girl had drugged him with a sleep talisman while he wasn’t paying attention.

When Wei Jie first woke up, he naturally rushed to find Cui Xiaoxiao, fearing she’d be ambushed by that hypocrite Tang Youshu.

Tang Youshu, being possessed by a Demon Pearl, wasn’t frightening—what was frightening was why he’d kept it hidden all along.

That Demon Pearl’s nature was utterly evil. Did Tang Youshu harbor other malicious intentions?

After seeing the demonic scales on him, Wei Jie immediately struck at the thin young master.

Yu Ling’er hadn’t expected Tang Youshu’s chest to have so many snake scales, and even less expected Wei Jie to suddenly attack Tang Youshu. She immediately prepared to intervene and protect Young Master Tang.

But the next moment, Yu Ling’er stared wide-eyed in complete bewilderment.

That usually submissive, frail scholar suddenly leaped into the air, his white robes flying, nimbly dodging Wei Jie’s several fierce attacks.

Wei Jie had long expected that Tang Youshu was pretending to be weak, but what he never anticipated was that Tang Youshu’s technique variations were identical to his own.

Though Tang Youshu was nominally his disciple, Wei Jie, like his master Cui Xiaoxiao, practiced the “lead sheep into the mountain gate, then let sheep graze themselves” method.

He’d never taught Tang Youshu any techniques before. Rather, Tang Youshu had learned many talisman skills from Xiaoxiao.

But now, when they fought, whether Tang Youshu’s spiritual energy application or techniques seemed personally taught by Wei Jie himself, which couldn’t help but secretly astonish Wei Jie.

But Yu Ling’er was even more shocked. Previously, when encountering danger, Yu Ling’er always thought first of protecting Tang Youshu, but she truly hadn’t expected the person she’d been determined to protect could match Wei Jie!

For a moment, Yu Ling’er forgot to break up the fight and could only stand stunned like Xiaoxiao, feeling her heart torn and shaken.

Wei Jie and Tang Youshu fought together, evenly matched for the moment.

Wei Jie didn’t forget to question this traitorous disciple coldly: “You bastard! You dared to ambush me! And drugged me with aphrodisiac powder—are you sent by Prince Can?”

Tang Youshu parried flawlessly but spoke in his previously humble tone, only explaining helplessly: “Things aren’t as you think. I have no connection to Prince Can. That powder was just a narcotic I prepared to temporarily confuse one’s mind. When your consciousness was unclear, you only acted according to your heart’s desires…”

This explanation made things worse. Hearing this, Cui Xiaoxiao, already red-eyed nearby, felt somewhat devastated with grief and anger.

So Wei Jie’s heart desired to tear Qin Lingxiao apart, and also… to untie her clothing sashes?

But Wei Jie raised his eyebrows, completely shameless and unafraid of exposing his private thoughts, only bypassing the drugging topic to continue: “You schemed deliberately, using footprints to trick Xiaoxiao into opening the cave barrier and stealing that ghost-god stone—why?”

Tang Youshu said, “Master, please be patient and let me explain slowly…”

Just then, Wei Jie suddenly changed his movements dramatically, attacking Tang Youshu’s throat from an unexpected angle.

Such a fierce attack seemed to surprise Tang Youshu, and Wei Jie’s move was unprecedented in his previous life. Tang Youshu was suddenly caught by the throat and pinned against the wall.

Tang Youshu smiled bitterly—he’d forgotten his master was extremely quick-witted. It seemed his identical techniques had instead aroused his master’s competitive spirit.

In just this brief exchange, Wei Jie had figured out how to counter his ultimate techniques…

Wei Jie now held Tang Youshu’s thin neck in his hand and sneered coldly: “Good, now you can speak slowly.”

Tang Youshu seemed to be choosing his words, while Wei Jie unhesitatingly tightened his grip, about to crush his throat the next moment.

Xiaoxiao and Yu Ling’er simultaneously shouted “Stop!” and rushed over to make Wei Jie release his grip.

Yu Ling’er’s reaction was understandable—she was a simple fox who’d be pleased with a sweet treat from anyone.

But even now, Xiaoxiao still wholeheartedly protects Tang Youshu!

Thinking of how in the cave, Xiaoxiao had quarreled with him over this thin troublemaker and, fearing he’d confront Tang Youshu first, had used a sleep talisman on him, Wei Jie felt stifled with anger.

Her favoritism toward Tang Youshu was like a blind girl in love, completely unable to see any fault in Tang Youshu!

How did this scheming, thin, weakling deserve to bewitch all the Talisman Sect’s women?

Compared to that bug Qin Lingxiao, Tang Youshu was the greatest threat, occupying most of Xiaoxiao’s thoughts…

At this thought, Wei Jie’s mood was quite unpleasant, really wanting to kill this fellow first.

But seeing Xiaoxiao red-eyed and tearful as she pushed him, Wei Jie ultimately released his grip, only maintaining a cold expression like a man-eating beast, staring directly at Tang Youshu and saying word by word: “Don’t lie about anything you say, or I’ll show you something more terrifying than the underworld’s hell!”

Tang Youshu covered his neck, which was bruised from being choked, smiled bitterly, then said to Yu Ling’er: “Ling’er, please go out first. I have private matters to discuss with Master and the other Master.”

Yu Ling’er couldn’t understand the situation’s cause, but saw the fact that Wei Jie and Tang Youshu had turned against each other, so she worried and didn’t want to leave.

But Tang Youshu spoke gently yet somewhat heartlessly: “This is our Talisman Sect’s internal affair, nothing to do with your fox clan. Please leave quickly.”

Hearing this, Yu Ling’er could only reluctantly exit the study.

When only three people remained in the study, Tang Youshu solemnly knelt before Wei Jie: “Honored Master, please accept this disciple’s bow. This disciple is incapable and has caused the Master suffering…”

Wei Jie frowned handsomely, not understanding what Tang Youshu was up to.

But Xiaoxiao understood—this was Tang Youshu formally recognizing his mentor from his previous life. That phrase “caused suffering” actually referred to their separation by death across two hundred years.

After Tang Youshu’s solemn bow to his two-lifetime master, he spoke with weariness inappropriate for his youthful face: “I used to think cultivation was merely inner purification, foundation-building, and cultivation. But how similar are the Way of Heaven and life’s circumstances—it’s not that all who have ambition can succeed. Most hateful is watching someone you deeply admire lack certain opportunities, ultimately being used by others, and ending in complete defeat. With such regret, how could one peacefully become an immortal? This remorse lingered in my heart for years, making me always wonder what would have happened if that day hadn’t been like that…”

Wei Jie obviously couldn’t understand Tang Youshu’s mystical words and couldn’t help frowning: “Speak plainly!”

Tang Youshu smiled bitterly. Looking at Wei Jie, then at tearful Xiaoxiao, he seemed to steel his heart and finally spoke: “Master, you’ll understand later. All this was your arrangement. I merely followed your instructions step by step… Only you and Cui Xiaoxiao… this was truly beyond our original expectations and shouldn’t have happened!”

Hearing this, Wei Jie’s eyes showed killing intent. This disciple was more creative than that male bitch Qin Lingxiao, even knowing how to sow discord and frame others like this!

But Tang Youshu didn’t care anymore. Having said this much, he might as well tear away all pretenses: “Xiaoxiao, though I used you and wronged you, that you could replace Master’s fate and bear tribulations for him step by step until now truly exceeded my expectations. The coming tribulations aren’t what ordinary people can endure. I can only prepare early. But you and Master shouldn’t have this destined connection. You should know that you and he originally had no intersection. If I let your romantic roots grow deeper, I fear it will cause immeasurable consequences.”

Only Xiaoxiao could understand these words.

It turned out in her mentor’s eyes, she was like cattle and sheep placed for sacrifice—merely tribute, Tang Youshu used to honor his mentor.

He’d guided her step by step to find Demon Pearls filled with demonic power, guided her to find Zhulong’s statue, then used her to activate time-reversal methods—all just to restart the past and spare Wei Jie from his final fate of execution!

And all this… was Wei Jie’s arrangement? More precisely, the arrangement of that cold, ruthless Demon Lord Wei Jie from the original timeline?

No wonder Qin Lingxiao had said the former Wei Jie was always seeking women with the unique “ten injuries” fate. Everyone thought Wei Jie feared this fate and wanted to eliminate it, not knowing that Demon Lord Wei Jie was planning, early seeking the key to restart time…

Unfortunately, he couldn’t find one and was killed by Qin Lingxiao. But fortunately, he had a loyal, devoted disciple, Tang Youshu, who persevered and finally found Cui Xiaoxiao with this unique fate two hundred years later!
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What Demon Lord Wei Jie had done in those days was nothing more than trying to change his fate, contend with Heaven, and ultimately transcend demonhood to become an immortal.

In Tang Youshu’s view, having witnessed his master’s tragic death, compared to changing his master’s miserable previous life, what did petty romantic feelings with a woman matter?

Hearing this, Xiaoxiao looked at Wei Jie in disbelief, then at her former mentor, Tang Youshu.

At this moment, Xiaoxiao seemed to understand: Tang Youshu must have been coldly observing for a long time, feeling that her seduction of a great Demon Lord into wallowing in romantic love was truly outrageous.

So he chose this moment to warn by making an example, breaking up an ill-fated romance that shouldn’t have happened…

Wei Jie could no longer listen—all the male bitches in the world should be used as firewood and burned alive.

And the first one that should be burned was his traitorous disciple, Tang Youshu.

This Tang fellow acted sneakily and was now putting all the blame on his head!

He gripped Tang Youshu’s neck again and said coldly: “What nonsense are you spouting? What do you mean I arranged it? What did I arrange? Xiaoxiao, don’t listen to his gibberish. This boy’s tactics of sowing discord are so clumsy they’re painful to watch!”

This time, he truly showed no mercy!

Tang Youshu harbored malicious intentions and must be sent by Prince Can!

Tang Youshu seemed to sense Wei Jie’s killing intent. At this life-and-death moment, he suddenly raised his hand and turned it, as if pulling something from thin air, producing a blue gemstone in his palm.

Xiaoxiao recognized it—this was the ghost-god stone stolen from the cave!

When the ghost-god stone rose into the air, both Xiaoxiao and Wei Jie instinctively felt something was wrong.

Wei Jie even forgot about Tang Youshu and immediately rushed to embrace Xiaoxiao, preventing the ghost-god stone from harming her.

The flame patterns on the ghost-god stone glowed with an eerie light, enveloping the entire room in a mysterious blue radiance.

The next moment, as if recognizing its master, it flashed and shot straight toward Wei Jie.

Though Wei Jie raised his qi shield to block it, everything was futile. The gemstone, carrying blue light, penetrated the qi shield and struck his forehead directly.

The next moment, the gemstone vanished from sight, and on Wei Jie’s previously smooth, full forehead appeared the same flame pattern as on the stone—when in the cave, Xiaoxiao had seen the ancient Emperor Gu Yan bear the same mark on his forehead.

After being possessed by the ghost-god stone, Wei Jie immediately collapsed backward. Xiaoxiao caught him in time, placing him on the floor cushion and calling to him several times, but he never opened his eyes.

Xiaoxiao’s heart burned with anxiety as she finally drew her sword and held it to her former mentor’s neck: “Master! What… what did you do to him?”

Tang Youshu covered his neck, sore from Wei Jie’s grip, and with the Heaven’s Punishment Sword at his throat, coughed miserably for a while before saying: “Nothing much, just returning something to its rightful owner. This ghost-god stone contains the sealed divine power of the ancient god Emperor Gu Yan. Though only half remains, it’s not to be underestimated. In this lifetime, he was spared the original trials by you taking his place. Given his current cultivation level, he could hardly endure the coming tests. All my efforts are merely hoping Master has better odds… Xiaoxiao, you’ve been to the back mountain cave and know the legend of Emperor Gu Yan. Demon Lord Wei Jie is a god reborn to face tribulation. He should have experienced hardships to regain his divine status. You two were never meant to meet, know each other… and fall in love!”

Cui Xiaoxiao didn’t lower the Heaven’s Punishment Sword, only asking urgently: “If he’s truly a god, why in the original timeline was he killed by Qin Lingxiao and unable to return to his divine position?”

Tang Youshu’s expression turned hateful as he recalled the past: “Because someone didn’t want him to return to his divine position. They set traps and arranged for someone to steal his divine status, completely changing Master’s fate!”

Xiaoxiao clearly understood that in the previous life, the cunning Prince Can had ultimately achieved immortal cultivation—he must be the one who stole Wei Jie’s divine position.

But such a heaven-shaking deed, without secret support, how could Prince Can alone change fate against Heaven? Who was secretly supporting Prince Can, guiding such actions?

Tang Youshu then said, “Originally, when Emperor Gu Yan fell to the mortal realm for trials, he needed to endure seven tribulations to restore his divine status and return to the underworld to govern ghosts and spirits. But Master experienced six trials and was at the final moment of regaining his divine status when Qin Lingxiao ambushed him. I later learned by chance of the conspiracy—his immortal position was stolen by that despicable usurper, Prince Can. Now with a second chance, if I can’t help Master achieve immortality soon, what’s the point?”

Xiaoxiao looked into Tang Youshu’s eyes and, for some reason, chose to believe his words.

She slowly withdrew her sword, then crouched down and placed her finger under Wei Jie’s nose. His breathing was steady, and the intervals grew longer—a sign of cultivation improvement.

It seemed Tang Youshu wasn’t lying. This ghost-god stone truly greatly benefited cultivation.

For some reason, Tang Youshu looked at Xiaoxiao with constant pity, saying softly: “This ghost-god stone contains Emperor Gu Yan’s divine power. Master originally discovered how to open the back mountain barrier when breaking through the sixth tribulation and found this ghost-god stone. Unfortunately, he discovered it too late. Though he expelled the demonic nature from his body in time, he gave Qin Lingxiao that scoundrel an opportunity… Now that I can help Master obtain the ghost-god stone early, even if I’m deeply sinful and condemned to hell afterward, I have no regrets!”

Perhaps because Tang Youshu’s expression remained so frank and his reasons so compelling, Cui Xiaoxiao felt that making more accusations would be useless.

She looked down at Wei Jie, still in deep sleep, and asked quietly: “What will happen to him now that you’ve given him this ghost-god stone?”

Tang Youshu again looked away somewhat guiltily, silent for a moment before saying: “To become a god, one must eliminate emotion and desire. Once possessed by divine power, he’ll inevitably be influenced by the original god’s nature. Emperor Gu Yan governs the underworld—though Master will retain memories of you, he’ll likely achieve great enlightenment and no longer have human love and desire… Before Master achieves immortality, I can’t send you back two hundred years, or it would surely disturb fate greatly. You see… would you consider leaving Lingshan temporarily to cultivate elsewhere in peace?”

Xiaoxiao couldn’t help but laugh: “If he still remembers me, how could he suddenly cut all ties with me? The matters between him and me—when is it your place to decide?”

Tang Youshu saw that though Xiaoxiao was laughing, her complexion had turned pale, clearly believing his words.

A flash of heartache crossed his eyes, but he finally hardened his heart: “Originally I couldn’t bear to separate you two early, but short pain is better than long pain… You two were never meant to be together anyway, and won’t be together in the future!”

Xiaoxiao trembled with anger but ultimately couldn’t bring herself to be rude to her former mentor.

She finally sheathed her sword and only helped Wei Jie up, planning to take him away from Tang Youshu.

How could she not know that countless treacherous mountains lay between her and Wei Jie? But whether she and Wei Jie were good together should be their own decision. It was none of Young Master Tang’s business!

Tang Youshu anticipated Xiaoxiao would blame him and sighed deeply again.

These past days, he’d observed every detail between Master Wei Jie and this young girl. Master had shown tenderness never seen before, which both alarmed and saddened him.

If possible, he wouldn’t want to be the one breaking up lovebirds.

But after Master’s death, he had once infiltrated the capital’s regent Prince Can’s mansion and seen those torn pages, clearly knowing that Emperor Gu Yan, whether as immortal or human, was destined to have no worldly romantic ties.

So this romance between Master and the wrongly-born Xiaoxiao was destined to be an ill-fated attachment!

Since so, better to break it cleanly while their feelings were still shallow.

Unfortunately, Xiaoxiao didn’t know the ghost-god stone’s power and stubbornly tried to help Wei Jie up.

Just then, the man lying on the herb mat suddenly opened his eyes and slowly sat up.

Xiaoxiao carefully studied his face. Except for the flame mark added to his forehead, Wei Jie’s face showed no other changes, yet somehow he seemed completely transformed.

Wei Jie’s gaze was now profound, his face cold, no longer showing his former lazy, unrestrained aura. Instead, he resembled the stern, unsmiling Demon Lord from her dreams.

Now, his gaze toward Xiaoxiao also held endless coldness, without a trace of former warmth.

Just as Xiaoxiao reached out to help him, he coldly swept his sleeve, pushing Xiaoxiao away.

The ghost-god stone’s power was formidable—his true qi had improved considerably!

Under this great force, Xiaoxiao was caught off guard, lost her balance, and even hit her head on the nearby table corner, bringing tears to her eyes from the pain.

Though the Talisman Sect wasn’t large, everyone in the sect had always cherished Xiaoxiao like the apple of their eye.

Seeing Xiaoxiao fall so hard accidentally, even Tang Youshu was moved and went to help his beloved disciple.

The newly awakened Wei Jie’s body reacted faster than his mind—he also reached out, wanting to embrace the crying girl. But as soon as his slender arm extended, the flame mark on his forehead faintly glowed.

Being moved by emotion was taboo in cultivation, especially for a deity who once governed the underworld and suppressed countless ghosts and spirits—such a being wouldn’t have the slightest worldly sentiment in his heart.

When Wei Jie merged with the ghost-god stone containing Emperor Gu Yan’s divine power, the spiritual connection opened, and like a monk achieving sudden enlightenment, he understood the path to immortality.

He would instinctively seek benefit and avoid harm, naturally blocking previous worldly thoughts, like having his emotional channels sealed, no longer experiencing great joy or sorrow.

So while Wei Jie’s mind still held memories of his past with Xiaoxiao, they seemed covered by a thick veil—though visible, they lacked that real warmth of feeling, like a stranger viewing someone else’s past.

The intense affection that once made him want constant companionship instantly became insignificant…

Seeing Xiaoxiao’s tears now, Wei Jie even felt inexplicably irritated. He closed his eyes like a meditating monk and no longer looked at Xiaoxiao.

Xiaoxiao pushed away Tang Youshu, who came to help her, and slowly sat up holding her head. Since knowing Wei Jie, she’d never seen this man so cold and heartless.

She slowly turned to Tang Youshu and said word by word: “Why does he seem not to recognize me? Did you erase his memories?”

Tang Youshu sighed silently and said flatly: “He simply won’t be moved by human desires anymore. Didn’t you always know you’d separate from him someday? This day just came earlier—you should have been prepared…”

Just then, the man who’d been cold-faced since awakening finally spoke coolly: “Cui Xiaoxiao, go out first. Tang Youshu and I still have things to discuss.”

This use of her full name felt worse than not being called at all, because since they’d known each other, Wei Jie rarely addressed Xiaoxiao by her full name.

When happy, he’d affectionately call her Xiaoxiao. When sulking or being sarcastic, he might use a less respectful “Master.”

But this polite yet distant full name seemed to come from his mouth for the first time.

Xiaoxiao suspected Tang Youshu had manipulated him and probed: “Wei Jie, do you know who I am and what’s happening now?”

Wei Jie said coldly, “How can he explain the situation’s origins if you don’t leave? Don’t you also have many secrets you’re hiding from me? Compared to you, Tang Youshu’s lying skills are still clumsy—at least human eyes can see through them, unlike you, a female swindler who lies without blushing or heart racing!”

Wei Jie’s tongue had always been sharp—Xiaoxiao just had never experienced it before.

No wonder he could always make Yu Ling’er cry and leave a noble lady like Ling Zhishan torn between shame and anger.

Once wisdom awakened, and he saw through petty romantic feelings, in Wei Jie’s eyes, she was just a shameless street swindler.

Tang Youshu felt his previous life’s master had returned—Demon Lord Wei Jie had always been like this!

But seeing Xiaoxiao’s pale face, Tang Youshu felt no satisfaction, only silently sighed.

He’d witnessed how these two had supported each other through hardships, and knew how much Master had once cherished his little master.

But he’d helped his mentor achieve early divine power possession as planned, while personally breaking up a pair of lovebirds.

As the culprit, he always felt somewhat sorry for Xiaoxiao.

How could Xiaoxiao leave Wei Jie alone under unclear circumstances? Ignoring her aching head, she walked to Wei Jie’s side and tugged his sleeve to speak.

But before getting close, Wei Jie again swept his sleeve to push her away, though this time he controlled his strength somewhat.

But it was still enough to make Xiaoxiao’s heart ache again. She stared wide-eyed and asked incredulously: “Wei Jie, do you recognize me?”

Wei Jie raised his cold purple eyes and said icily: “Aren’t you just my nominal master who bears the master’s title but teaches me nothing? What would it matter if I didn’t remember someone like you?”

If this were a different time, facing such vicious, merciless mockery, Xiaoxiao might have nervously applauded her beloved disciple.

But now, Xiaoxiao hazily felt she was hearing Wei Jie’s true thoughts—so after having his emotions sealed, she was worth so little in his heart…

Perhaps not wanting to see the pitiful, tear-streaked expression on the young girl’s face, Wei Jie waved his hand again, actually pushing Xiaoxiao out of the study door and tightly closing it.

When only Wei Jie and Tang Youshu remained in the room, Tang Youshu’s face suddenly received a vicious slap that split his lip and drew blood.

Wei Jie understood that Tang Youshu’s earlier actions seemed meant to boost his cultivation and bore no malice, so he held back somewhat. After punishing Tang Youshu with one slap, suppressing his earlier irritation at seeing Xiaoxiao’s tears, he said coldly: “What’s this all about? Explain clearly, or don’t blame me for not tolerating you!”

Emperor Gu Yan was a god cursed by Heaven’s evil star—solitary and cold by nature, carrying a natural killing aura, a deity who intimidated all demons.

In Wei Jie’s original fate, after experiencing countless tribulations, he should have become such a baleful star.

Unfortunately, in this lifetime, he’d been mixing with Xiaoxiao constantly, daily eating, drinking, and making merry in romantic bliss, his character growing ever further from divine status.

So though he’d received Master’s harsh slap, Tang Youshu was moved to tears. Only now did he truly feel he’d returned to his youth, back under Master’s tutelage, daily receiving stern scolding from his mentor.

But where to begin this story was quite lengthy.

With this thought, he pulled a thick, old book from his robes and handed it to Wei Jie.

Wei Jie squinted at the familiar cover—wasn’t this the book Cui Xiaoxiao often read?

She was always mysterious when reading it, never letting others touch it.

So Xiaoxiao’s lost bundle had been taken by Tang Youshu.

Tang Youshu had originally kept this manual to give to Wei Jie, guiding him to avoid his fate. He hadn’t expected Xiaoxiao to use it thoroughly, taking Wei Jie’s place in destiny.

Now with this manual recording Wei Jie’s original life, Tang Youshu could calmly reveal that he and Cui Xiaoxiao had traveled from two hundred years in the future.

Only by telling Master his original fate could he calmly face the coming unknown tribulations and defeat enemies lurking in the shadows.

He hadn’t spoken before because Wei Jie had emotional entanglements—speaking rashly would have ruined everything.

But now Wei Jie had returned to divine status, showing Emperor Gu Yan’s proper cold nature and seeming much cooler toward Xiaoxiao, Tang Youshu dared to show him this manual that revealed heavenly secrets everywhere.

This time, even risking violation of heavenly rules, he would support Master Wei Jie’s smooth ascension to immortal status!

Wei Jie took the manual Tang Youshu handed him, stared at it for a while, then slowly opened to the first page with his long fingers…

When Xiaoxiao was pushed out of the study by Wei Jie, Yu Ling’er was anxiously waiting outside the door.

Seeing Xiaoxiao stumble out, Yu Ling’er quickly went to support her, asking urgently: “What’s wrong with your Talisman Sect today? How can you randomly hold court and judge people? What did Young Master Tang do wrong for Wei Jie to treat him like that… Oh my, what happened to your head? Why are you bleeding?”

Xiaoxiao had hit the table corner earlier, scraping her skin, and blood had seeped out after a while.

Yu Ling’er was frightened and quickly dragged Xiaoxiao back to her room, applying medicine to the wound.

But when she asked what had happened, Xiaoxiao said nothing, only threw her arms around the little fox’s neck and sobbed heartbrokenly.

Earlier in the study, she’d wanted to wail several times because of that damned master-disciple duo, but had endured throughout.

Her mentor’s image had collapsed, and her formerly playful disciple was the mastermind manipulating her! Before she, the victim, could settle accounts with this great swindler, Wei Jie had without warning become cold as ice, suddenly acting like an emotionless immortal.

In Xiaoxiao’s life, only when her mother sold her had she cried so miserably and helplessly.

Though Yu Ling’er didn’t know why Xiaoxiao was crying, she’d always known Xiaoxiao to be strong, easygoing, and naturally optimistic.

Whether trapped in Luoyi’s mirror illusion or facing any danger, Xiaoxiao was always calm and composed, their pillar of strength. She was like warm sunshine, touching everyone around her.

Heavens, what great injustice must such a Xiaoxiao have suffered to cry so earth-shatteringly now?

Foxes were naturally emotional creatures, and under Xiaoxiao’s tears, Yu Ling’er couldn’t help crying loudly too, only heartbrokenly holding Xiaoxiao, whimpering fox cries while patting her head: “Good girl, crying it out will help. Whoever bullied you, I won’t forgive them! Even if it’s Young Master Tang… Young Master Tang isn’t allowed to bully you either!”

Finally, when Xiaoxiao looked up to see the little fox with snot bubbles, crying more miserably than she—the genuine victim—she couldn’t help laughing through tears, then held up a mirror for Yu Ling’er.

Seeing herself crying so wretchedly caught Yu Ling’er off guard. She gave a sharp fox cry and quickly grabbed Xiaoxiao’s sleeve to wipe her nose. Xiaoxiao hurried to pull back her sleeve, but the little fox wouldn’t let go.

After great sorrow, the two women finally managed to collect their emotions somewhat.

Xiaoxiao took a deep breath. Her “ten injuries” fate was real—since she was destined to suffer all worldly hardships, she might as well face them calmly.

As for Wei Jie, some things couldn’t begin just because he said so, nor be forgotten just because he suddenly became indifferent!

Others had used her as a chess piece, but she couldn’t demean herself so. Even if it ended like flowers in a mirror or moon in water, she needed to demand an explanation from that pair of swindling master and disciple!

That day, Wei Jie and Tang Youshu talked privately in the study for a long time. When Xiaoxiao finally calmed down and came to the study door, she arrived just as Wei Jie and Tang Youshu were coming out.

This time, even Yu Ling’er, following behind Xiaoxiao, felt the tall man’s aura had completely changed.

The lazy, casual smile Wei Jie once wore had completely disappeared, replaced by an ice-cold expression as if sealed by snow.

Xiaoxiao looked at his cold face with some emotion: no wonder everyone said Qin Lingxiao’s proud, cold immortal act was completely imitating Master Wei Jie.

Now it seemed that to cultivate immortality, one needed such a half-dead demeanor…

Xiaoxiao didn’t know what she was still hoping for. As Wei Jie prepared to pass by her without a sideways glance, she grabbed his large palm and held their hands tightly together.

His palm was still warm, feeling the same as every time their fingers intertwined, with the same heart-stirring sensation.
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This warm sensation stirred endless imagination.

Xiaoxiao anticipated that Wei Jie would, as always, intertwine his fingers tightly with hers, then sway their clasped hands while revealing his snow-white canine teeth in a smile as he said, “Just now I was afraid you’d scold me, so I deliberately acted cold to tease you. How was it? Were you frightened…”

But this time, before she could even grip his hand tightly, that powerful arm swept her away with a single motion.

Wei Jie finally turned to face her directly, his tone clear and cold: “Tang Youshu has already informed me of your origins. You’ve shouldered tribulations for me all this way until now, which has been hard work. From now on, there’s no need for you to take my place anymore. Your master will arrange a suitable destination for you…”

Xiaoxiao tightly gripped her empty palm and gave a self-mocking laugh: “Destination? Do you master and disciple think that after using me completely, you can discard me like worn shoes and cast me aside?”

Wei Jie faltered. Just now, when he heard Tang Youshu recount everything and learned that all of this was originally part of his past life’s schemes, the first thought that flashed through his mind was: How could they use and deceive Xiaoxiao like this?

Of course, such absurd and unbearable thoughts passed in a flash. Wei Jie truly felt that his former self, who had his heartstrings pulled by a mere young woman, was utterly useless.

Those who accomplish great deeds should not be constrained by trivial matters. To indulge completely in romantic feelings would indeed make one short-sighted, obsessing over petty trifles.

No wonder even Tang Youshu couldn’t stand it and found ways to sever his emotional ties.

However, Wei Jie was clear that he ultimately owed this woman much. Looking at Xiaoxiao’s moist eyes that seemed swollen from crying, he remained silent for a long while before saying: “You should understand in your heart that I am your grand-master! How should I treat you? Should I hold you like coaxing a child every day? Since you’ve chosen the path of cultivation, you should be clear about your ultimate purpose! If you want to engage in romance, you might as well split off and establish your own Hehuan Sect to indulge your whims! Don’t stay at Ghost Stone Cliff seeking fish from a tree, wasting time in vain! But if you’re determined to become an immortal through cultivation, then cultivate properly under my tutelage. Your master, Tang Youshu, will naturally help you ascend and attain enlightenment soon!”

The first half of these words sounded like what Xiaoxiao would say when scolding Wei Jie in anger. But what was the second half about? Was it some kind of reward for her?

Thinking about it this way, Wei Jie had truly been good-tempered before, able to continue coaxing her as if nothing had happened after hearing such dismissive words.

Xiaoxiao knew there was karmic retribution in the world, but she hadn’t expected it to manifest so quickly between him and her.

Wei Jie hadn’t lost his memory—he clearly remembered everything about their past together.

But now his heart seemed filled only with various dissatisfactions toward Xiaoxiao, with not a trace of romantic affection left.

Tang Youshu also offered gentle consolation from the side: “Xiaoxiao, why must you persist… Master’s destiny contains no romantic fate to begin with. You should listen to him and work hard to cultivate your immortal destiny…”

Xiaoxiao gave a self-mocking laugh. What a fine “his destiny contains no romantic fate”!

So she, a person born in the wrong era, had become someone who shouldn’t exist before Wei Jie’s eyes?

Unfortunately, she would have to disappoint this pair of deceitful master and disciple’s high expectations!

Cui Xiaoxiao considered herself an ordinary mortal. Regarding matters like ascending to immortality and seeking the Dao, she only worked hard so as not to disappoint her benefactor, Tang Youshu, in her cultivation.

If left to her true nature, rather than existing alongside heaven and earth, she’d prefer to live carefree and happy in the mortal world like an immortal.

This master-disciple pair of Wei Jie and Tang Youshu had already used her thoroughly, and Wei Jie’s cheap compensation to her was to cultivate under his tutelage.

If she agreed to this, Xiaoxiao would look down on herself. They could find another fool to deceive with such handouts fit for beggars.

Life was short—why should she torture herself by looking at his cold face day after day?

If it truly came to that, it would be better to part ways among green mountains and clear waters, never to meet again.

But before leaving, she still had a few words to say to someone from the past she couldn’t let go of.

Thinking this, Xiaoxiao reached out to touch Wei Jie’s cheek. Wei Jie squinted with disgust and immediately raised his hand to swat hers away.

But Xiaoxiao glared at him with eyes even colder than his, saying icily: “The tribulations I’ve shouldered for you are enough for you to cycle through life and death several times. Before you ascend to immortality and bring glory to your ancestors, I am your reborn parents! If you have even an ounce of conscience, endure it now! I just want to bid farewell to the Wei Jie of the past—it has nothing to do with you, this Demon Lord. Keep your mouth shut and don’t interfere!”

This openly domineering embrace of a man while acting completely justified—such a bandit-like feminine aura could indeed intimidate gods and demons!

Wei Jie was momentarily confused by her reasoning, only glaring with eyes full of cold energy while allowing the petite girl before him to gently caress his cheek.

Seeing he wasn’t dodging, Xiaoxiao finally contentedly pressed her cheek gently against his chest.

This embrace still held the familiar scent, but the steady heartbeat she felt through his clothes no longer danced along with her…

If she had known this embrace would become a luxury, Xiaoxiao should never have pushed away that man who flashed his canine teeth at her with unrestrained, hearty laughter time and again…

Thinking this, she ignored Wei Jie’s resistance and tightly embraced the man’s rigid waist.

Burying her face in his chest and closing her eyes, Xiaoxiao said softly: “Jie’er, I’m leaving. Though I knew there would be a day when we’d part, I didn’t expect it to come so quickly… I wasn’t a good master—I always scolded you and never taught you any real skills. I hope when you occasionally think of me in the future, you’ll remember my good points. After all, we shared a master-disciple bond, didn’t we? After you recover your divine status, your temper will probably be much more insufferable than before. But whether as a person or an immortal, one needs friends. If all emotional ties are severed, what’s the point of becoming an immortal? In the future, leave yourself and others a way out in all matters—don’t make your path too narrow. Though you had many disciples before, the truly useful one is only Tang… Young Master. Treat him well, don’t constantly raise your hand to discipline him. Even the best disciple, if beaten and scolded too much, will become a rebellious traitor like Qin Lingxiao… Alright, I won’t say more. You and I part ways here. May… for the rest of our lives, we never meet again!”

While speaking these words, though Xiaoxiao’s face bore a smile, her voice was slightly choked with emotion. Tears fell like broken pearls down her cheeks, moistening the front of Wei Jie’s robes.

The dampened area felt like scalding water, burning Wei Jie’s chest with sudden, unbearable pain!

Just as Wei Jie could no longer endure it and was about to forcefully push away the girl clinging to him like adhesive plaster, Xiaoxiao suddenly released her hands first. Swinging her long ponytail and raising her arms high, she waved toward her back and strode down the mountain with large steps, never looking back.

She left very gracefully, taking only her usual traveling bundle and not even bringing the Heaven’s Punishment Sword.

It seemed she had completely thought things through and wanted to sever all ties with Wei Jie.

Tang Youshu had just heard Xiaoxiao’s words, especially her advice for Wei Jie not to casually beat and scold his disciples, which made his heart feel uncomfortable too.

Xiaoxiao must have seen his swollen cheek when he came out of the study and guessed that Demon Lord Wei Jie had thrown a tantrum, which was why she gave Wei Jie that warning.

Although this girl came from a background of street swindlers and could lie without blushing or her heart racing, she possessed a magnanimous heart, rare among worldly people.

At this moment, Tang Youshu felt ashamed and inferior, believing that Xiaoxiao’s broad-mindedness was truly the bearing of a great master…

Yu Ling’er watched Xiaoxiao bid farewell to Wei Jie through tears.

Though she didn’t understand the inside story, she could roughly see that Tang Youshu and Wei Jie had joined forces to bully Xiaoxiao, actually coaxing and driving the master of this mountain away from Lingshan!

Yu Ling’er knew best that it had always been Wei Jie, that lustful man, who had been pursuing Xiaoxiao.

Now that Wei Jie had successfully wooed Xiaoxiao, he was using some bullshit excuse about cultivation requiring detachment from emotions to dump her?

Bullshit! When had their Hehuan Sect ever been so particular about such things?

Thinking of how Xiaoxiao had left without even taking her sword, going down the mountain alone, Yu Ling’er couldn’t help but worry. She tugged at Tang Youshu’s sleeve: “Why don’t you stop Xiaoxiao and persuade Wei Jie again! It’s just a quarrel and disagreement—must the two of them separate?”

Tang Youshu looked at Ling’er with mixed feelings and said quietly: “They were never meant to be together. Xiaoxiao’s leaving is good for everyone.”

Hearing this, Yu Ling’er’s face flushed red with anger. She could only threaten Tang Youshu: “If… if you don’t go stop Xiaoxiao, then I’m leaving too!”

Ling’er was accustomed to Tang Youshu’s usual compliance with all her wishes.

Tang Youshu had always been gentle and accommodating, reluctant to make her angry!

She thought that using such a trump card would surely make Tang Youshu rush to stop Xiaoxiao.

Unexpectedly, this damned scholar pondered and nodded, fumbling in his chest before pulling out a money pouch and placing it in Yu Ling’er’s hands.

Yu Ling’er was somewhat dumbfounded and couldn’t help asking what this was for.

Tang Youshu replied matter-of-factly: “If you go down the mountain, you’ll surely need money for many things. This pouch contains silver coins and banknotes. Spend them sparingly, be careful, and bargain more with people—it should last you for a while.”

Yu Ling’er’s fox eyes nearly popped out. She had only been using herself and the fox clan to frighten Tang Youshu.

She hadn’t expected that the usually soft scholar would be so bold today, unhesitatingly producing a money pouch to send her away!

Immediately, the fox’s sharp cries echoed through the mountain ravine: “Tang Youshu! How dare you treat me like this! Is it because I took the initiative to kiss you in the woods the other day that you now look down on me?”

The fox clan members hiding in the nearby woods all pricked up their fox ears upon hearing this—oh my, their fox princess had truly grown up and could already use seduction techniques! They had never known about such precious growth moments before!

Though Tang Youshu possessed the wisdom of two hundred years, facing such an unpredictable, unrestrained little fox woman also gave him a headache.

In his urgency, he hastily removed even his jade pendant to give to Yu Ling’er. Rubbing his temples and looking at the crying Yu Ling’er with mixed emotions, he finally only sighed quietly: “Your eye for picking men is poor. In the future, choose someone more honest…”

Only he knew that Yu Ling’er truly had poor judgment in choosing men.

Whether it was her past life’s infatuation with the heartless Wei Jie or this life’s fondness for Qin Lingxiao and himself, none were good matches.

His and his master’s future fates were uncertain. If Yu Ling’er remained at Ghost Stone Cliff, he feared she would repeat her past life’s tragic death. So Yu Ling’er leaving now wasn’t actually bad.

But to Yu Ling’er, it sounded like Tang Youshu was truly driving her away!

She had thought Tang Youshu was different from other heartless men, but he turned out to be another bastard who aided tyranny and bullied women!

Now Yu Ling’er didn’t even need to feel sad for Cui Xiaoxiao—she was completely heartbroken herself, crying so hard she couldn’t maintain human form. Swishing her snow-white long tail, she also ran down the mountain.

As for Xiaoxiao, shortly after descending the mountain, she saw groups of foxes appearing behind her.

Leading them was the teary-eyed Yu Ling’er.

The last time Xiaoxiao had seen her this heartbroken was during the old Fox King’s recent passing. But Tang Youshu had been there to comfort her then, so Yu Ling’er hadn’t had time to cry with her.

When Yu Ling’er transformed into human form and chokingly recounted how Tang Youshu had given her money to drive her away, Xiaoxiao sighed deeply.

Even if Tang Youshu hadn’t driven Yu Ling’er away, the two of them probably wouldn’t have had a good ending anyway.

If humans and demons were separated by mountains, then immortals and demons were separated by an unbridgeable chasm.

Looking at Tang Youshu’s two hundred years of cultivation foundation, plus having the Demon Pearl, after returning two hundred years to the past to help his master regain immortal status, he would probably achieve enlightenment too.

With that master-disciple pair both single-mindedly pursuing immortality, how could they keep romantic feelings in their hearts? Demons like Yu Ling’er were even more easily discarded!

However, Yu Ling’er had fallen out with Tang Youshu for her sake, which moved Xiaoxiao greatly as she patted the little fox ears poking out of her head.

She had thought Yu Ling’er always put men first, but unexpectedly, at the crucial moment, the little fox had placed their friendship in the first position!

How could such deep sisterly affection not move Xiaoxiao?

Hearing Xiaoxiao’s praise, Yu Ling’er drooped her ears, looking very dejected as she admitted she had messed things up.

She now really wanted to shamelessly return to the mountain and make up with Tang Youshu.

Yu Ling’er even asked if Xiaoxiao wanted to be shameless together and return as companions.

Cui Xiaoxiao helplessly rolled her eyes, stood up, patted the dust off herself, and continued walking forward without looking back.

Yu Ling’er hurried to catch up and asked: “Xiaoxiao, where are you going? That Lingshan was your sect—are you just going to let Wei Jie have it for nothing?”

Xiaoxiao waved her small bundle carelessly: “It’s not really for nothing, just returning things to their rightful owner… I don’t have anywhere particular to go, but I thought I’d first return to Luoyi City to eat some good food. I left too hastily last time and have too many lingering regrets. How about it? Will you treat me? Once we spend all the money, you’ll have a good excuse to go back and ask Young Master Tang for more, right?”

She was just teasing, but Yu Ling’er’s eyes lit up, thinking this made perfect sense. So she eagerly pulled Xiaoxiao toward Luoyi City.

Since Cui Xiaoxiao had crossed over two hundred years ago, she had spent almost all her time in layers of crises, sometimes traveling day and night.

Now, having cast off all her disciples and grand-disciples, she felt light and free. Walking and playing with Yu Ling’er along the way, she felt like she was enjoying a rare moment of leisure in life.

As for the other fox clan members, they transformed into their original forms and protected the two girls from the dark depths of the dense forest.

So suddenly leaving Lingshan didn’t seem so bad after all.

But while traveling was fine, when one was idle, one inevitably thought about random things.

For instance, today, when Xiaoxiao wanted to wash and change clothes, she opened her travel bundle only to find the hairpin Wei Jie had bought for her nestled among the clothes.

Xiaoxiao treasured the expensive hairpin and usually couldn’t bear to wear it, so she kept it wrapped in her bundle.

Now, seeing the hairpin accidentally fall onto the grass, she felt momentarily dazed with a sense that things remained but people had changed.

Besides the hairpin, more than half the clothes in her bundle were also ones Wei Jie had originally bought for her…

Back then, he had watched her spin in her beautiful dress with a smile full of joy, saying he would buy her even more beautiful clothes in the future, since the future Sect Leader of Hehuan Sect needed to dress charmingly…

Remembering those honey-sweet memories, Xiaoxiao couldn’t help but giggle.

But her laughter, like spring flowers hanging on branches, was dampened by tears on her cheeks before it could fully bloom.

Yu Ling’er came bouncing back with many wild fruits, but seeing Xiaoxiao secretly crying, she involuntarily slowed her steps and sat beside her.

Looking at the hairpin in Xiaoxiao’s hands, she suddenly understood: “Xiaoxiao, you’re thinking of Wei Jie again, aren’t you? Why don’t we stop being stubborn and go back!”

Xiaoxiao shook her head, putting the hairpin back in her bundle and taking a deep breath.

How could she explain to Yu Ling’er that the Wei Jie she missed had already disappeared the moment the Ghost God Stone possessed him?

If she returned, she would be just as detestable as Qin Lingxiao—both were sinners obstructing the divine destiny.

Fortunately, there was nothing that good wine and delicious food couldn’t cure.

When the two gluttonous girls returned to Luoyi City for the third time, seeing the street full of delicious food immediately livened them up.

With the money Tang Youshu had given them, the two girls ate while buying takeout, soon carrying several oil-paper packages.

By now, it was nighttime. Yu Ling’er didn’t want to sleep in the wilderness again, so they simply booked rooms at the same inn where they had stayed before.

Yu Ling’er originally wanted to share a room with Xiaoxiao, since she didn’t need a bed when sleeping—just curling up on a cushion would do.

But Xiaoxiao firmly refused, so they had to book two rooms. The room Xiaoxiao stayed in happened to be the same one she had used before.

When the clear moonlight streamed through the window, Xiaoxiao lay on the comfortable bed but still couldn’t sleep. She simply grabbed a string of small wine jars, wine cups, and several packages of preserved meat, then climbed onto the roof.

The moonlight was at its most intense now—the perfect time for drinking under the moon.

After taking two sips, Xiaoxiao seemed to hear a man’s voice with laughter, saying lowly: “The moonlight is beautiful—perfect for admiring beauties under the moon. It would not disappoint this fine evening!”

The moonlight and wine were just right, but there were no more beauties to admire under the moon. Only she alone, drinking with her shadow, sipping memories that were beautiful yet tinged with bitterness…

Just as she was about to drain another cup, a large hand gripped her wrist.

Xiaoxiao’s heart tightened. She looked up sharply to see a tall man in white standing behind her. Half-drunk, she couldn’t help complaining: “Why did you only come now? I’ve been waiting for you so long!”

The newcomer was bewitched by Xiaoxiao’s charmingly innocent smile and said in a low voice: “You… have been waiting for me?”

Xiaoxiao had wanted to say, yes, waiting to admire you, this absolutely beautiful person, under the moon.

But the man’s voice was completely different from the playfully irreverent tone in her memory.

She moved the wine cup away and squinted to look carefully, only to discover that the person standing before her was… Qin Lingxiao!

Looking at him now with that coldly arrogant demeanor, she seemed to see his equally bastard master through Young Sect Leader Qin!

Upon recognizing Qin Lingxiao, Xiaoxiao immediately withdrew the hand he was holding, swaying as she stood and stepped back: “Why are you here too?”

Qin Lingxiao had originally been dazzled by Xiaoxiao’s smile, but seeing her guarded expression and backward step, his voice turned cold: “What else? Who did you think it would be?”

Xiaoxiao was questioned by Qin Lingxiao and gave a self-mocking laugh.

Yes, did she think that person would drink with her under this enchanting moonlight again?

Thinking this, she extended the wine jug toward Qin Lingxiao: “Since you’re here, have a drink!”

This unpretentious, straightforward manner of the martial world was something Qin Lingxiao had never seen in other female cultivators.

She never seemed to take the grudges and romantic entanglements that many people valued seriously. That inexplicably carefree temperament unconsciously attracted people.

Earlier, seeing her lonely figure drinking alone, Qin Lingxiao had felt uncomfortable. Now, receiving Xiaoxiao’s invitation, he felt somewhat flattered and sat beside her, accepting the wine jug.

But just as he was about to speak, Xiaoxiao ruthlessly cut him off: “Shut up, don’t say anything, don’t ask anything. I just want someone to drink with me right now!”

Hearing this, Qin Lingxiao’s face turned ashen with anger. How could the former pride of the world’s number one sword sect tolerate being treated by a mere girl as a drinking companion?

But seeing the dried tear tracks at the corners of Xiaoxiao’s eyes, he ultimately endured it and silently poured wine for her from the side.

Actually, after being coaxed away from the mountain that day, he hadn’t gone far. When Xiaoxiao and Yu Ling’er descended the mountain, he followed behind them.

Qin Lingxiao had never neglected his cultivation during this time.

With Wei Jie and Cui Xiaoxiao as foils, Young Sect Leader Qin’s sense of crisis had always been intense. Under such arduous training, his lightness skill had also improved remarkably.

After all, he was also Wei Jie’s disciple, so when he stayed close to Xiaoxiao and the others, he concealed his aura so well that they didn’t notice him.

He had also heard Xiaoxiao and Yu Ling’er’s tearful complaints.

Though he didn’t understand the reason for Wei Jie’s sudden change of attitude, it was a fact that Xiaoxiao had fallen out with Wei Jie and been driven from the mountain.

Upon hearing this, Qin Lingxiao’s heart leaped with joy: If Xiaoxiao recognized Wei Jie’s vicious and cold true nature and was no longer bewitched by him, that would naturally be best!

So when Xiaoxiao arrived in Luoyi, Qin Lingxiao followed and revealed himself to drink with her.

Xiaoxiao was drinking Wei Jie’s favorite Luoyi vintage—sweet and mellow with a powerful aftertaste.

Before Qin Lingxiao arrived, she had already drunk two small jars. After Qin Lingxiao accompanied her for another jar, the alcohol’s effects surged up. Xiaoxiao’s eyes could barely stay open.

She rested her head softly on her knees and said drowsily, “Hey, I can’t walk anymore. Help me back to my room!”
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Hearing Xiaoxiao’s words, Qin Lingxiao couldn’t help but look down at her.

At this moment, Xiaoxiao was hugging her knees, her face slightly turned to the side, revealing cheeks flushed red from the wine’s influence.

Qin Lingxiao’s heart stirred slightly. He lowered his head to help her up, but when he extended his hand, it happened to touch Xiaoxiao’s tender cheek. That soft, silky sensation made him reluctant to move his hand away.

So his extended long fingers hesitated and slowly curved, lingering between the closed-eyed girl’s cheek and neck.

Gradually, he drew Xiaoxiao onto his shoulder, and his head slowly lowered toward the girl’s wine-fragrant, full lips…

Just at this moment, on a tall pavilion not far from the inn’s rooftop, a man stood in the dim shadows of the building, his eyes radiating cold air as he watched the scene of that pair of drinking companions cuddling together on the distant rooftop.

Tang Youshu had been accompanying his benefactor’s master here for most of the night.

Though it was already deep into the night, both men had excellent eyesight. Even if they couldn’t hear voices, they could see the rooftop situation.

The two of them had come to Luoyi City to investigate Lord Can’s whereabouts.

If it were the previous Wei Jie, naturally, accompanying his little master in eating, drinking, and merrymaking would be most important. As for Lord Can hiding like a rat, as long as he didn’t emerge to cause trouble and disturb him and his little master, he would be an insignificant figure.

But now that Wei Jie’s divine status had returned, nothing was more important than cultivation and ascending to immortality. After reading Tang Youshu’s secret manual and hearing him recount his ultimate fate in the original trajectory, he immediately determined that Lord Can, who had usurped his immortal position, absolutely could not be allowed to remain!

However, Lord Can had faked his death, and whose identity he now relied on and where he was hiding were completely unknown.

So after staying at Ghost Stone Cliff for two days, Wei Jie brought Tang Youshu to Luoyi City again to see if they could find any clues in this place where Lord Can had lived for decades.

They just hadn’t expected that upon entering the city, they would see Cui Xiaoxiao and the others.

After she and Yu Ling’er entered the city, they ate and drank throughout the streets. Wei Jie and Tang Youshu couldn’t help but notice them.

Lord Can had always wanted to harm Xiaoxiao, so they became excellent bait. Therefore, Wei Jie brought Tang Youshu to observe secretly, watching to see if anyone would try to approach Cui Xiaoxiao and the others.

However, the result of following them for a day was visiting all the various food stalls throughout Luoyi City.

Wei Jie looked coldly at the two girls wandering the streets with nothing to do, unable to understand why he had been so foolish as to take Cui Xiaoxiao, such a lazy good-for-nothing, as his master.

Even if it was originally just a casual bow to pass boring time, there were many better choices in this world.

Tang Youshu carefully observed his master’s cold expression, which didn’t seem to show any rekindling of old feelings, and felt slightly relieved.

Since Cui Xiaoxiao left the mountain, Wei Jie had been in a bad mood almost every day. It wasn’t that he lost his temper with his disciple, but he would always sit silently on the mountaintop meditating, gazing at the vast emptiness, looking displeased with everything in the world.

Tang Youshu had once asked Wei Jie if there was something he couldn’t let go of.

But Wei Jie looked at him like he was looking at an idiot and asked back: “What should there be that I can’t let go of?”

After such suffocating conversations that left no room for continuation, the master and disciple pair were left with only dry silence.

Now, even Tang Youshu began to miss the days when Cui Xiaoxiao and Yu Ling’er were around.

But thinking of the tribulations his master would face next, Tang Youshu still felt he wasn’t wrong to break up this pair of lovebirds.

In the original trajectory, after the tribulation of being burned in Phoenix Valley, Wei Jie returned from the Phoenix Secret Valley but gained black scales forged by fire that were impervious to blades and spears.

He had brought back a small crow at that time. His master, who was usually cold to everyone, had his temper improve somewhat after having the little crow’s companionship during that period, occasionally even personally feeding the crow pine nuts and hazelnuts.

At that time, because his reputation was too foul and his personality too cold, he had a very strained relationship with the main Wei family.

The Wei family’s old grandmother seemed unwilling to let her grandson continue degenerating and secretly met with Wei Jie once. Who knew that during this meeting, Wei Jie fell into a mysterious person’s trap, triggering his demonic nature and attacking the Wei family grandmother.

When Wei Jie’s demonic nature erupted, even ghosts and gods dared not approach. Later, just as Wei Jie was about to personally kill his grandmother and be completely controlled by his demonic nature, that small crow revealed its true form, transforming into a black phoenix that blocked Wei Jie’s most fatal strike and awakened him.

Only then did Tang Youshu learn that the crow his master had brought back had such great origins!

Unfortunately, the phoenix was severely injured and near death as a result. Logically, that little phoenix should have been reborn through fire, but since it was a black phoenix representing ill fortune and had no divine blessing, it couldn’t achieve nirvana and rebirth.

Tang Youshu still remembered his master holding that tiny phoenix with an expressionless face…

Later, Tang Youshu didn’t know where his master had buried that little phoenix.

His master just disappeared alone for a long time. When he returned, he began refining and separating his demonic nature, seemingly wanting to make a complete break with that dark self, which was why he was ambushed by Qin Lingxiao…

Although everything in this life had changed, Tang Youshu boldly guessed that the tribulations to be faced next should still be related to inner demons.

But that black phoenix had come from the time-eternal Phoenix Secret Realm, and after death, there would be no reincarnation. This time, it couldn’t shield his benefactor master from disaster again.

Xiaoxiao now completely occupied Wei Jie’s destiny. If the enemies hiding in the shadows still wanted to trigger Xiaoxiao’s demonic nature, they would inevitably make her kill the person closest to her.

If Wei Jie were still with Xiaoxiao, Tang Youshu dared not imagine the scene of Xiaoxiao’s inner demons erupting and killing Wei Jie.

So Tang Youshu could only beat the mandarin ducks apart before this fate arrived, letting both people scatter and reducing their weaknesses…

He just hadn’t expected that fate would come full circle, and these two people who shouldn’t meet again would encounter each other in Luoyi City!

As for Wei Jie, seeing Cui Xiaoxiao so unambitious made him increasingly displeased.

Look at this—at night when the moonlight was intense, the perfect time to absorb heaven and earth’s spiritual energy, if she meditated quietly, it would surely be twice as effective!

But what was she doing? She ran alone to the eaves to face the wind and drink wine!

Wei Jie originally didn’t want to watch, but for some reason, seeing her alone on the eaves, raising wine to invite the bright moon in that lonely manner, made his heart slightly irritated.

But he couldn’t move his feet for a moment, only looking coldly at that thin figure on the eaves, absent-mindedly thinking that she had indeed helped him. According to Tang Youshu’s account, she was his grand-disciple.

Since she was his grand-disciple, how could he watch her degenerate like this? After he finished dealing with Lord Can, he still found this unworthy grand-disciple and guided her to cultivate properly…

Just as he was thinking this and preparing to leave, he saw Qin Lingxiao appear, and Cui Xiaoxiao unhesitatingly invited that traitor Qin Lingxiao to sit down and drink together.

The Demon Lord, who had already turned around, now completely turned back.

Tang Youshu understood his benefactor’s master best. Seeing Wei Jie looking at Qin Lingxiao with flames accumulating in his cold eyes, he quickly consoled: “Master, we are currently investigating Lord Can from the shadows and shouldn’t reveal ourselves. Qin Lingxiao’s betrayal of his master will eventually face your thunderous punishment. But for now, we’d better remain calm and respond to changes with constancy…”

Tang Youshu’s consolation was originally quite good, and Wei Jie knew he made sense, so he continued steadily watching the man and woman toasting each other on the eaves.

But who would have thought that Cui Xiaoxiao, this usually clever and mischievous girl, would get drunk beside Qin Lingxiao, a person of such vile character!

Was her brain also suitable to be eaten as a drinking snack?

And that Qin Lingxiao indeed lived up to his male prostitute character, actually extending his foul mouth toward the woman beside him when her mind was unclear…

Tang Youshu was also very angry seeing this scene. After all, Xiaoxiao was his final disciple. For Qin Lingxiao, as Xiaoxiao’s martial uncle, to act without shame like this was truly despicable!

Just as Tang Youshu was preparing to throw hidden weapons to stop Qin Lingxiao from taking liberties with Xiaoxiao, his master, who had been coldly composed beside him, had already instantly shot out like a bullet, heading straight for the man and woman on the eaves.

Qin Lingxiao had already caught the sweet wine fragrance from the girl’s cherry lips, but just as he was about to approach Xiaoxiao’s mouth, he felt a sharp true energy attack.

That true energy was like a sharp sword, carrying endless cold intent. This oppressive true energy that made one unable to breathe—Qin Lingxiao had only experienced it from one person in his entire life.

So all his romantic thoughts scattered, and he quickly dodged to the side.

When Qin Lingxiao looked carefully, the newcomer was indeed Wei Jie!

He knew that Xiaoxiao and Wei Jie had fallen out. It seemed this surnamed Wei had taken regret medicine and came eagerly searching for Cui Xiaoxiao.

Thinking this, he sneered: “I was drinking under the moon with your master by mutual consent. What are you suddenly jumping out for? Are you trying to make decisions for your master?”

If it were usual, Wei Jie would be like a hothead, angered by his words, and then coldly argue with him.

But today, for some reason, Qin Lingxiao felt that the man before him seemed to have undergone indescribable changes. The sharpness in his eyes seemed to have been soaked in the Underworld’s River of Forgetfulness, piercingly cold to the bone.

Moreover, he looked at himself with the gaze one would use to look at a stinking insect, yet was too lazy to say even a single word of nonsense. Just the moment after Qin Lingxiao spoke provocatively, Wei Jie’s black long sleeves swept his arms, bringing out hurricane-like true energy. The energy shield he wielded was no longer in its previous spiky form, but like a fierce tiger, baring its fangs and bringing dragon roars and tiger howls as it attacked Qin Lingxiao like a violent storm.

Such an aura—Qin Lingxiao had only seen it from one person in his over two hundred years of experience…

When that overwhelming true energy attacked, it didn’t even allow for dodging, forcing one to stand in place and take the blow head-on.

Qin Lingxiao’s cultivation had improved quite quickly recently, and he had thought he could at least match Wei Jie, whose inner core was just forming, in even combat.

But he never expected that Wei Jie would improve his cultivation at an inhuman speed in just a few short days.

The result of their confrontation was that Qin Lingxiao’s snow-white, immortal-like robes were shattered into white butterfly fragments by Wei Jie’s dragon roars and tiger howls. His entire body uncontrollably fell backward, tumbling from the high building while spitting out blood mid-air!

He couldn’t gather his true energy now and would surely have his head smashed like an eggshell when it hit the ground.

At this life-or-death moment, a white fox jumped out from the inn, instantly transforming into human form and lunging toward Qin Lingxiao.

Yu Ling’er hadn’t been sleeping. With Xiaoxiao forcing smiles all the time, how could she sleep peacefully?

After experiencing the mortal world, Yu Ling’er was no longer the naive little fox from Tuyun Mountain and had learned something about human relationships.

So she had been keeping her fox ears alert, listening to the movements of Xiaoxiao drinking alone on the eaves.

But later, when Qin Lingxiao came, Yu Ling’er wanted to go up and drive him away. However, hearing Xiaoxiao invite him to drink, she held back.

Qin Lingxiao was somewhat petty-minded, but he was very handsome. Yu Ling’er felt that among all the men she had seen in her life, only Wei Jie could surpass him in looks.

If Xiaoxiao wanted to gather yang energy to heal her heartbreak, this strong and well-developed Young Sect Leader Qin wouldn’t be a bad choice either.

But she never expected Xiaoxiao’s healing path to be so bumpy. Just as it looked like the new was replacing the old, that old one somehow popped out from some corner and knocked Qin Lingxiao down.

Yu Ling’er had always been clear about gratitude and grudges. Although Qin Lingxiao was no longer someone she admired, he had saved her life and was genuinely her lifesaver.

Now that Qin Lingxiao was about to have his head smashed like a broken egg, Yu Ling’er naturally had to help save him.

Qin Lingxiao had just been attacked by Wei Jie’s true energy, shaken like scattered leaves. After Yu Ling’er used her power to intercept him, he flew sideways and crashed into a nearby wall before stabilizing his form.

However, when Qin Lingxiao was attacked by Wei Jie, he naturally also knocked over the thoroughly drunk Xiaoxiao. She rolled down the eaves, tumbling head over heels.

Yu Ling’er had just saved her benefactor Qin Lingxiao, but looking up, she saw Xiaoxiao also falling.

She pushed off with her toes to flash over like lightning, but it was somewhat too late.

However, at this critical moment, a black shadow flashed by. With a sweep of his long arm, he caught the falling girl.

When he used his spiritual power to slowly descend while holding the girl, Xiaoxiao happened to open her hazy, drunken eyes. Seeing the handsome man who had appeared countless times in her dreams, she smiled sweetly: “Stinky Jie’er, why did you only come halfway through drinking? Could it be there were prettier beauties elsewhere that attracted you to admire them?”

When Xiaoxiao smiled, her eyes narrowed into crescents, and her brilliant smile could dispel the deepest gloom in one’s heart.

But the man who would usually smile along with her was now glaring at her with an extremely cold expression.

Seeing that he seemed angry, Xiaoxiao smiled and reached out, wrapping her slender arms around his neck and lightly tapping his nose with her finger: “Your face is pulled long like a mantis shrimp. Who bullied you? Come, I’ll get revenge for you!”

This action was perfectly normal for disciple Jie’er. Everyone in the Talisman Sect knew that once Sect Leader Cui got deeply drunk, her drinking behavior was poor, and she would molest her chief disciple!

But for Demon Lord Wei Jie, such frivolous treatment was like frantically knocking on the gates of the King of Hell’s palace.

Tang Youshu, who had followed closely behind, watched as Cui Xiaoxiao escalated further, using two fingers to pinch Wei Jie’s cheeks and trying to pull his face into a smile. He immediately gasped in terror.

She… was she seeking death?

Sure enough, the next moment, Wei Jie’s hands loosened, heavily dropping the girl in his arms to the ground.

Xiaoxiao fell hard on her bottom, crying out in pain, and most of her drunkenness cleared.

On the other side, Qin Lingxiao had just been shocked that Wei Jie’s current strength and methods were so similar to the former Demon Lord, when he saw Wei Jie treat Xiaoxiao so roughly, his eyes widened in surprise again.

However, next, Qin Lingxiao felt secretly delighted.

He had earlier overheard fragments and thought Cui Xiaoxiao and Wei Jie were just quarreling, with Wei Jie not knowing how to coax people, so Xiaoxiao left in anger.

But today he discovered that Wei Jie wasn’t just bad at coaxing—he was destined to die alone!

Treating Xiaoxiao like this, how could she possibly forgive him?

Indeed, after Xiaoxiao was dropped and became somewhat sober, she first looked around, bewildered at the several people surrounding her, then rubbed her temples. Without even looking at Wei Jie, she just got up and went to Yu Ling’er’s side, pulling her along: “It’s getting late. Let’s go back and rest.”

At this moment, Xiaoxiao wouldn’t even glance at Wei Jie, didn’t even ask why he had appeared in Luoyi City, just pulled Yu Ling’er toward the building.

But Yu Ling’er was still holding onto Qin Lingxiao.

For a moment, Qin Lingxiao also involuntarily followed the two girls into the inn.

Such an absurd scene was something even those who had practiced the Hehuan Sect techniques couldn’t tolerate!

Tang Youshu saw that Yu Ling’er was still pulling Qin Lingxiao and was about to speak when Wei Jie’s energy sword shot toward Qin Lingxiao again.

This time, Wei Jie’s killing intent wasn’t concealed at all. Qin Lingxiao could only shake off Yu Ling’er’s hand and leap up with all his might to barely dodge to the side in embarrassment.

Unfortunately for the inn’s bluestone courtyard wall, it couldn’t withstand a Demon Lord’s overwhelming energy sword and collapsed with a thunderous crash.

“Wei Jie, are you insane? In this city, you dare to openly commit violence?” Qin Lingxiao, seeing Wei Jie use such heavy methods, couldn’t help but roar angrily.

Wei Jie glanced at him coldly sideways, as if looking at a stinking bug that could be crushed at will: “Does something that murdered its master deserve to live in this world?”

Upon hearing this, Qin Lingxiao’s eyes widened again, looking at Wei Jie in disbelief.

What did he mean by this? Could it be… he had also recovered his past life memories?

Although he never wanted to admit it, Qin Lingxiao knew too well how he had luckily managed to kill Wei Jie in the original trajectory.

That time truly carried one in ten thousand luck to succeed in one strike.

Since being reborn, Qin Lingxiao had engaged in verbal battles and even physical fights with Wei Jie multiple times, all while relying on his two-hundred-year advantage, believing that the current Wei Jie could at most fight him to a draw.

But he had never even considered what hellish situation it would be if that Demon Lord master who once stood invincibly on the mountaintop truly returned! This seemingly impossible day had arrived without any preparation!

Qin Lingxiao’s body reacted before his reason. The next moment, four energy swords shot out simultaneously. Qin Lingxiao stepped on the four energy swords and fled on his sword, applying oil to his feet.

He had been diligently training since returning two hundred years ago, and this moment activated all his potential, so he disappeared in the blink of an eye.

Yu Ling’er was stunned. She was used to Qin Lingxiao’s secretly competitive and arrogant behavior whenever he met Wei Jie.

But today’s scene of him running like a mouse seeing a giant cat, nearly losing his shoes, truly left her speechless.

Wei Jie again used the gaze one would use to look at a stinking insect, coldly glancing at Cui Xiaoxiao: “To be able to drink with such trash, you’re not picky!”

Xiaoxiao had now adapted to her former beloved disciple’s cold, immortal-like demeanor and poisonous tongue.

She acted as if she didn’t understand Wei Jie’s sarcasm and smiled slightly: “I’m never picky when drinking. Men are just for their freshness and good looks, a handsome appearance worth playing with. Speaking of which, Young Sect Leader Qin is quite a bit younger than you! I used to be fine even with someone like you, so what’s wrong with him?”

Unfortunately, Young Sect Leader Qin had fled too quickly on his sword, or else Sect Leader Cui’s praise would have been worth him drinking three more large bowls!

Even with his divine status fully awakened and having seen through worldly love, Wei Jie hadn’t seen through how thick-skinned Cui Xiaoxiao could be!

She had nearly been taken advantage of by Qin Lingxiao, yet felt no guilt or remorse, and could still shamelessly say such things about toying with men!

Wei Jie’s purple eyes seemed ready to drip blood for a moment, but the blue flame on his forehead flashed again, finally allowing him to suppress the nameless rage that suddenly surged up, along with an indescribable emotion.

Finally, he clenched and unclenched his fists several times, still glaring at the unrepentant Cui Xiaoxiao, but his mouth scolded Tang Youshu beside him: “Are you dead? Your disciple is so improper, don’t you, as her master, know what you should do?”

Tang Youshu’s mouth twitched slightly—please don’t bring up him being Cui Xiaoxiao’s master! Now, girl Cui looked at him like seeing an enemy.

Tang Youshu had deceived and used his naive beloved disciple before, then personally broken up a sweet pair of lovebirds, and now watched as the formerly loving pair now viewed each other with hostility. If he could still put on master’s airs to lecture people, how thick would his skin have to be?

So, hearing Wei Jie say this, Tang Youshu sighed deeply and helplessly waved at Xiaoxiao and Yu Ling’er: “Well… It’s getting late. The Yellow Emperor’s Classic says that not lying down and not sleeping is the source of all diseases. Young ladies should still sleep early, or else their skin won’t be good…”

Wei Jie squinted his eyes slightly, coldly glaring at his disciple from two lifetimes, suspecting he had cultivated his brain into emptiness.

He wanted Tang Youshu to clean up the Talisman Sect, but this thing was worrying about his female disciple’s skin?

But Xiaoxiao burst into laughter and said to the two uninvited guests, “In that case, you two should also go back and rest early. But before leaving, please give the boss some money to repair this broken wall—it will cost quite a bit!”

At this time, the residents around the inn had also been awakened by the thunderous sound of the stone wall’s destruction and came out wearing their clothes.

But by the time they reached the wall, Xiaoxiao had already pulled Yu Ling’er away and disappeared.

After Tang Youshu apologetically explained to the inn’s owner and promised to pay for damages, when he turned around, he found that his master, Wei Jie, had also vanished without a trace.
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Tang Youshu looked around in all directions, finally gazing at the lit windows on the inn’s second floor.

Through the casement windows, he still seemed to see Yu Ling’er’s figure. Earlier, Yu Ling’er had managed to say a few words to him, something about running out of money. Unfortunately, before he could give her more silver, she had been dragged upstairs by Xiaoxiao.

Touching his now-empty money pouch from paying compensation, Tang Youshu slowly sighed.

After just a few days apart, why had Ling’er’s cheeks become thinner? It must be that the silver he gave wasn’t enough. Young girls were at the age of growing, and that pouch of silver he’d given was truly too little.

With his master’s divine status returned, it seemed he wouldn’t go to the Wei family for banknotes anymore. It looked like he’d have to find opportunities to sell some aphrodisiac love talismans to continue supporting the household!

As for Yu Ling’er and Xiaoxiao returning to their inn rooms, Yu Ling’er worriedly touched Xiaoxiao’s cheek and asked if she should go to the kitchen to prepare a bowl of egg and vinegar sobering soup.

Xiaoxiao smiled and told Yu Ling’er not to worry about her, just to go rest.

Wine doesn’t intoxicate people—people intoxicate themselves. Most so-called drunkards throughout history were just using alcohol to act crazy.

She was the same—her drunkenness was real, about seventy percent. Her inability to walk was also real at the time, but it wouldn’t have let anyone take advantage of her for anything.

Xiaoxiao had long ago detected someone following her. She had even secretly hoped it might be Wei Jie, unable to rest easy about her, following all the way.

After all, since crossing over two hundred years ago, Wei Jie had never voluntarily separated from her. There had always seemed to be some inexplicable connection between them.

But when Qin Lingxiao appeared tonight, Xiaoxiao was greatly disappointed. So the one following her was just Qin Lingxiao after all.

Having merged with the Five Phoenix, her six senses were even sharper. So, after Qin Lingxiao appeared and they had drunk half their wine, Xiaoxiao vaguely sensed that someone else seemed to be watching from the shadows.

Xiaoxiao simply acted more thoroughly drunk to see if she could draw the snake from its hole, but never expected Qin Lingxiao to grow bold with lust and try to take liberties while her eyes were closed!

Even if Wei Jie and the others hadn’t appeared, once Xiaoxiao focused and sobered up a bit, she wouldn’t have let Qin Lingxiao take advantage.

But when Wei Jie appeared before Xiaoxiao’s eyes, it truly made her think in a daze that her good disciple Jie’er had returned!

However, facts proved that seeing some people would only increase unhappiness. The greater the wild joy in one moment, the greater the disappointment in the next.

Xiaoxiao was even too lazy to ask why Wei Jie and Tang Youshu had appeared here.

But it seemed she hadn’t eaten enough of Luoyi City’s delicious food yet, and she’d have to leave again. It was just that today Qin Lingxiao had run like a dog chasing a rabbit, far too quickly! Otherwise, Xiaoxiao had wanted to discuss with him methods for quickly returning to two hundred years later.

So Yu Ling’er returned to her room, and Cui Xiaoxiao also prepared to lie down and rest.

But just as she lay on the bed, from the corner of her eye she caught sight of what seemed to be a dark shadow by the window…

How had this person entered? How had she not detected anything at all?

Xiaoxiao sat up abruptly, but the dark shadow had already spoken coldly: “At such an excellent time, you fall asleep immediately upon lying down! Did your master never tell you that nighttime meditation is most beneficial for cultivation?”

Hearing the familiar voice, Xiaoxiao helplessly smoothed her disheveled hair at her temples: “Old Master Tang died too early and indeed never taught me much, but I should have taught you some rules—when entering a girl’s bedroom, you should knock, and if someone doesn’t let you in, don’t just barge in!”

Wei Jie remained silent. Of course, he knew that Xiaoxiao had lectured him countless times not to always enter her room without knocking.

But most of the time, he didn’t listen, always unexpectedly pushing open Xiaoxiao’s window and poking his head in with a smile to call “Master”…

Thinking of this, Wei Jie’s forehead tightened again, and the flame pattern on his forehead seemed to remind him that those irrelevant old memories didn’t need further consideration.

But tonight, Xiaoxiao’s self-degradation in drinking with Qin Lingxiao on the rooftop couldn’t be ignored like this.

If she were truly his master, that would be one thing—if Cui Xiaoxiao wanted to degrade herself and disgrace her position as an elder, he, as a disciple, would be too lazy to care.

But according to Tang Youshu’s account, Cui Xiaoxiao was his grand-disciple!

Since she was his junior, how could he watch her be so dejected and bring shame to their sect?

Thinking this, seeing Cui Xiaoxiao’s completely unteachable appearance, he walked over in a few steps and pulled her from the bed with one grab: “You have time to admire the moon and drink with men, but no time to meditate and cultivate? Cui Xiaoxiao, you weren’t like this before!”

Wei Jie gripped her wrist very forcefully. Xiaoxiao couldn’t break free for a moment and could only laugh awkwardly: “People change. You weren’t like this toward me before either!”

She was just temporarily lacking motivation to move forward and wanted to find a place to eat, drink, and sleep to heal her wounds!

Since Wei Jie had already awakened his divine status and wanted to sever worldly desires, he should naturally progress. Why bother disturbing her, a mere mortal?

Wei Jie now considered himself detached from romantic feelings, but being a qualified grand-master supervising his grand-disciple’s progress didn’t conflict with his divine status.

Grand-Master Wei persisted quite energetically, even rolling up Xiaoxiao’s sleeves again.

Xiaoxiao’s entire arm was now covered with dense golden scales. One could see that these past days of dejected emotions had deepened Xiaoxiao’s demonification.

This matched his expectations—the demonic nature of the Demon Pearl required corresponding spiritual cultivation to suppress.

Moreover, Xiaoxiao had previously merged and been possessed by the Five Phoenix, making the situation even more complex. If she continued slacking off like this, her life could be in danger.

Thinking this, Wei Jie glared at Xiaoxiao. Seeing her unteachable appearance, his gaze became even colder.

Wei Jie even thought: If she continued being so stubborn, he’d just ignore her. After all, fate was predetermined—she originally had an unlucky destiny of ten injuries. If she truly became demonized, it wouldn’t surprise anyone.

Wei Jie thought coldly, but his chest suddenly couldn’t help but ache.

It seemed like the aftereffect of when he had shed heart’s blood and tears for this woman in the Phoenix Secret Realm.

These past few days, whenever he thought of matters related to this woman, his chest would ache dully, as if someone were chiseling it with a wooden chisel.

Though he had no intention of wasting even a fraction of time on romantic feelings, he always wanted to see if she was safely resisting the demonic nature.

So he had found the excuse of investigating Lord Can’s whereabouts to come down the mountain and check on her condition.

The result was that this woman was even worse than he had imagined!

Wei Jie was even somewhat annoyed with Tang Youshu—even if they needed to find someone with the ten-injury fate to restart the divine statue, couldn’t they find someone more worry-free?

Xiaoxiao felt she’d had enough sadness for tonight.

Of course, she cherished her own life. Even if Wei Jie hadn’t come to warn her, after indulging in self-pity for a few days, she would have pulled herself together and begun improving her spiritual power.

After all, others cultivated to become immortals, while she cultivated to save her life.

But Wei Jie didn’t know that this nominal master was even more rebellious!

If he had advised her as an old friend, they could still manage polite pleasantries.

But this Wei fellow insisted on putting on grand-master airs and lecturing her—stinky brat, go play with yourself!

Now, Cui Xiaoxiao was too lazy to even talk to him. She suddenly struck out, slashing a palm toward Wei Jie’s chest.

Wei Jie instinctively dodged backward, retreating several steps out the door.

Immediately after, Xiaoxiao’s door slammed shut forcefully in front of him.

Only a clear, cold female voice could be heard from inside the room: “It’s already late. Please, Honored Wei, take your disciple and leave quickly! From the moment I left Lingshan, I have no longer been a Talisman Sect disciple. Everything about me is no trouble for you to worry about!”

Wei Jie was extremely annoyed by this woman’s stubborn refusal to learn: What was she trying to do? Did she want to betray the sect without her master’s consent?

So he said coldly: “You’re quite capable. Without your master’s agreement, let’s see which sect would dare accept you!”

The girl inside seemed angered by his words and shouted angrily through the door: “I’ve always been capable—why would I need to join another sect! Let me tell you, I’m going to establish my mountain and found a new sect! Starting tomorrow, I’ll establish a sect! The new sect will be… the Carefree Hehuan Sect!”

Wei Jie hadn’t expected Cui Xiaoxiao to have plans to establish the Hehuan Sect!

He was so angered by his dissolute grand-disciple’s unbridled declaration that his purple eyes slightly showed blood-red.

If the blue flame on his forehead hadn’t timely stabilized Wei Jie’s primordial spirit and made him cold again, he might have done something rash.

This woman was truly useless for cultivation! If he said more, Wei Jie feared he couldn’t stabilize his churning blood and energy!

The next moment, he was too lazy to say more to the unreasonable girl, just wrapped in ten thousand feet of frost and disappeared into the quiet corridor.

But after Wei Jie left, several guest room doors on this floor were opened.

These people were precisely the disciple-seekers who had been driven down the mountain by Cui Xiaoxiao earlier. They had come to stay when there was commotion about paying for wall repairs.

Among them was naturally the persistent Ling Zhishan!

A disciple from Wonderful Immortal Mountain said worriedly, “Junior Sister, I think we should forget it! This Cui Xiaoxiao is going to change to cultivating the Hehuan Sect… We brothers don’t mind—if we must enter a sect, at worst we’ll be ravaged by that female demon and endure humiliation while lying low… But how can someone of your noble background accept such an unrestrained and dissolute sect?”

Hearing her senior brother’s somewhat off-track consolation, Ling Zhishan couldn’t help but widen her almond-shaped eyes: “Are you crazy? Can’t you see that Wei Jie’s cultivation is now far above Cui Xiaoxiao’s? Would I ignore a true great talent to bow to Cui Xiaoxiao, this demoness? Oh my, what are your brains thinking?”

Saying this, she led people downstairs to check out.

After Cui Xiaoxiao left the mountain, she wasn’t only followed by Qin Lingxiao, but also by over ten persistent sect disciples who still wanted to become her students.

After all, they had nearly died on Ghost Stone Cliff—how could they be content when such a life-threatening effort couldn’t even get results?

But they never expected that following here, they would get the shocking news that Cui Xiaoxiao was formally changing course, deciding to abandon the Talisman Sect and switch to practicing the Hehuan Sect.

Now everyone understood! No wonder Cui Xiaoxiao had given them laxative poison before—she was testing whether the disciples’ vital essence was abundant enough for great use!

Some disciples left with Ling Zhishan and the others, but most stayed.

The next day, after she had completely sobered up and gotten out of bed, yawning as she opened her door, she saw a row of disciples kneeling in front of her door.

Each showed shy expressions, all bowing to Hehuan Sect Leader Cui, expressing that they had long admired the Hehuan Sect’s dual cultivation methods and that if they had a chance to learn such profound and ancient cultivation mysteries from Sect Leader Cui, they would practice day and night without stopping…

Xiaoxiao listened to their nonsense with an expressionless face, feeling she must have opened the door wrong. She immediately closed it, then… jumped out the window instead.

After she whistled for the fox and Yu Ling’er also leaped down from the second floor, she said admiringly: “Xiaoxiao, you’re truly someone who accomplishes great things. Just saying you’d establish your mountain, and immediately there are prospects! But these new disciples can’t just be chosen for their looks—you have to see if their family wealth is abundant. At minimum, recruit more wealthy disciples like Wei Jie, so the master won’t worry about food and drink!”

Last night, Tang Youshu had secretly found her room and knocked on her window. Unfortunately, he had no money either, so he gave Ling’er a jade pendant he carried, telling her to pawn it first. When he sold some medicine talismans, he’d bring silver.

Seeing that he completely didn’t mention taking her and Xiaoxiao back to Ghost Stone Cliff, Yu Ling’er was too angry to listen to Young Master Tang’s nonsense and slammed the window shut.

As a result, Young Master Tang got his hand caught, fell with a crash, seemingly smashing a big hole in the inn’s stable shed, causing people below to demand he pay for damages again…

It looked like Young Master Tang needed to make some big business deals…

But if Xiaoxiao established a sect and recruited wealthy disciples, Young Master Tang wouldn’t have to work so hard.

Seeing Yu Ling’er even more excited than herself, Xiaoxiao couldn’t help asking: “What? You’re not going back to the Talisman Sect and want to join my Hehuan Sect too?”

Yu Ling’er thought seriously: “You’re our fox clan’s benefactor who helped us through heavenly tribulation. I should follow you! Wei Jie now has that attitude of not recognizing even his relatives, and Young Master Tang has learned bad habits from him. If I go back, who knows how Wei Jie will bully me! I’ll follow you, and this Carefree Hehuan Sect—the word ‘carefree’ sounds very suitable for our fox clan! Why don’t I have Tang Youshu switch to your tutelage too!”

Thinking this, Yu Ling’er’s fox eyes immediately lit up, wishing Xiaoxiao would immediately recruit talented disciples so Young Master Tang could switch to a famous master.

Xiaoxiao felt that since she had sobered up, she needn’t continue such nutritionless conversations with Yu Ling’er.

She just helplessly rolled her eyes and turned toward the street.

Xiaoxiao had originally wanted to find a place to eat breakfast. But when she reached the main street, she discovered the main road was blocked, with crowds of people watching the excitement everywhere.

After asking around, she learned that the King of Changshan was marrying off his daughter, and today was the eve of the ceremony—the day for the groom’s family to send betrothal gifts.

As for why King of Changshan’s daughter’s wedding was being held in Luoyi City, it was because King of Changshan’s fief was rather distant, while Princess Yongning’s future in-laws lived in Changcheng, not far from Luoyi.

For convenience in marrying off his daughter, the King of Changshan had arrived first to temporarily stay in Luoyi City, receive betrothal gifts here, and conveniently have the wedding procession.

This was a common method among families marrying daughters far away, mostly to accommodate the groom’s family by sending the daughter ahead before the wedding, making the ceremony much more convenient.

Xiaoxiao watched the long betrothal gift convoy on the street, knowing the street would be blocked for a while.

Fearing that those disciples wanting to join the Hehuan Sect would follow again, she didn’t watch much excitement but put on a face-covering hood and pulled Yu Ling’er to a nearby pastry shop.

With everyone watching the excitement on the street, all the tea tables in the pastry shop were empty.

Xiaoxiao went upstairs, ordered two or three kinds of pastries, and had a pot of flower tea to share with Ling’er.

However, they weren’t the only customers on the second floor. There seemed to be female guests in the neighboring private room, too. Through the bead curtain, Xiaoxiao saw that the woman also wore gauze covering her face and sat with her back turned.

After all, this was a place men often visited, so it was normal for women to be discreet and low-key.

After eating a couple of bites, two customers who had just finished watching the excitement also came in. After going upstairs to sit by the private room window, they ordered tea and snacks while saying: “King of Changshan has always been generous and particular. This time, the worthy son-in-law he’s recruited isn’t bad either—such an impressive display, truly particular.”

The other couldn’t help but burst out laughing: “This is impressive? I have a cousin who yesterday helped pack gift boxes for that Loyal and Brave Marquis’s eldest son in Changcheng. He said these boxes looked like a lot but weren’t full. Those silver boxes that looked heaped on top were indeed solid silver ingots on the upper half, but the lower half was padded with bricks! And some silk fabrics were old, spoiled cloth. This is scraping together everything, putting on a fat face to look rich—hilarious!”

Hearing this, the other customer became interested and slapped his leg: “I knew it! Everyone says that Loyal and Brave Marquis’s household has declined now, just keeping up appearances, surviving on the old foundation of the Marquis’s wife’s natal family. How could they be so generous, marrying a daughter-in-law this time? Turns out they’re playing this trick! But what did King of Changshan see in the Loyal and Brave Marquis’s household to be willing to let his daughter, raised like precious jade, marry into such a family?”

“I heard King of Changshan values loyalty and righteousness. Wasn’t there that banquet fire where he was disfigured? I heard it was this Loyal and Brave Marquis’s son who saved the King of Changshan, so the two households formed this marriage agreement… But that young master had already been hollowed out by wine and women—how could he still heroically save people? Tsk tsk, perhaps knowing that the young princess was as beautiful as a flower, he risked his life to please his future father-in-law?”

When men gossiped, they were just as endless as long-tongued women.

Hearing this, Xiaoxiao paused in her tea drinking and couldn’t help but listen carefully to the men’s conversation next door.

She knew that today’s bride, receiving betrothal gifts, was Princess Yongning, who had once given her the Ghost Stone Cliff residence.

That young princess was generous and beautiful. Such a lovable girl was going to marry into such a hopeless family that used stones to pass for silver?

Xiaoxiao felt sorry for that young princess just hearing about it…

Just then, Xiaoxiao noticed the hooded woman who had been sitting with her back turned suddenly stood up, walked straight out of the private room, and angrily asked those gossiping customers: “How dare you spread such nonsense—what evidence do you have?”

The two long-tongued men were chatting enthusiastically and never expected someone to be eavesdropping nearby.

Criticizing wealthy families wasn’t right either, so they could only glare and deny: “We were just chatting about our own business—what’s it to you?”

The young girl said angrily, “You claim the Loyal and Brave Marquis’s household used inferior goods to deceive with betrothal gifts—what proof do you have?”

The two men glared and denied: “We never said such things. If you’re so curious, why don’t you go help Princess Yongning receive the betrothal gifts and see for yourself!”

At this time, several maid-like girls came to persuade her, one saying quietly: “Why listen to these marketplace gossips? It’s getting late—let’s go back!”

But the hooded girl wouldn’t listen, only gritting her teeth: “Such market riffraff know about this, but I don’t. If it’s true, must I wait until the betrothal gifts enter the household to swallow this bitter water?”

Saying this, she walked to the inn entrance in a few steps. Through the crowd, she looked at the betrothal procession that hadn’t finished passing, suddenly raised her hand to focus, pointing two fingers at her temple, her eyes staring intently at those heaped silver boxes in the betrothal convoy.

Just then, the shop banners on the street were suddenly blown, swaying by the wind, and the gusting wind made people unable to open their eyes.

That sudden wind grew stronger and stronger. Even the box carriers couldn’t stand steady. With several crashing sounds, those silver boxes were overturned and scattered everywhere.

Xiaoxiao sat by the second-floor window and could see clearly—those boxes indeed only had shallow layers of silver on top, while below were all green bricks that had also spilled out.

It seemed the long-tongued man’s cousin hadn’t lied—the Loyal and Brave Marquis’s household was putting on a fat face to look rich!

At this time, seeing the girl’s veil blown up by the wind, Xiaoxiao also recognized her as Princess Yongning, whom she’d met twice before.

This Princess Yongning control the wind? Xiaoxiao hadn’t seen that the golden branch and jade leaf possessed such arts before!

But this girl was bold enough, actually exposing her future in-laws’ shame so publicly on the street.

Just then, Princess Yongning coldly said to a guard behind her: “Go! Tell the betrothal party that it’s my meaning—the Loyal and Brave Marquis household’s servants are crafty and made errors packing the boxes. Please have them return home, recount the betrothal gifts, and come set a date with my father again! When you speak, be loud—don’t let anyone pretend to be deaf and act like they can’t hear!”

After receiving orders, the guard quickly went down. After he led people to stop the betrothal convoy and displayed the King of Changshan’s waist token, he coldly repeated Princess Yongning’s instructions.

These words caused an uproar throughout the street. By now, what couldn’t people understand? It turned out the Loyal and Brave Marquis’s people had been using inferior goods to water down the betrothal gifts, but heaven didn’t cooperate—a great wind revealed the deception, and the King of Changshan’s people saw it. Now they were returning the betrothal gifts to the Marquis household for renegotiation!

Now, the Loyal and Brave Marquis’s people were also in chaos, standing dumbfounded, not knowing what to do. They ended up crouching to collect the scattered silver and bricks while waiting for their household head to decide.

The Loyal and Brave Marquis’s steward was so anxious that he stamped his foot, simply abandoning the betrothal convoy to first go to King Changshan’s temporary Luoyi residence to explain to the King.

Seeing Princess Yongning also going downstairs to return home, Xiaoxiao said to Yu Ling’er: “Come, let’s follow and see too.”

Yu Ling’er’s gossiping heart was always bigger than humans’—how could she miss such excitement? So she and Xiaoxiao put on hoods and followed downstairs.

But the further they walked, the stranger Yu Ling’er felt, and she couldn’t help but whisper: “Aren’t they walking toward the former Lord Can’s mansion?”
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Cui Xiaoxiao had already noticed this and wore a grave expression.

She hadn’t followed all this way out of gossiping curiosity, but because she’d heard those two men in the teahouse mention the inside story of King of Changshan’s recent fire and disfigurement.

How could there be such coincidences in the world? On one side, Lord Can had given Princess Yongning the crucial Ghost Stone Cliff residence before his accident, while Princess Yongning’s father had “coincidentally” been disfigured and couldn’t show his true face.

Xiaoxiao couldn’t help but recall what she’d once said to the Crown Prince—perhaps Lord Can had already quietly usurped another royal member’s identity like a cuckoo in the nest! And this disfigured King of Changshan would be the perfect substitute, wouldn’t he?

Now, seeing that King of Changshan’s temporary residence in Luoyi City was Lord Can’s former mansion, Xiaoxiao’s suspicions grew stronger.

When she saw groups of people entering and leaving through the gates of Lord Can’s mansion, Yu Ling’er bit into her pastry and asked after swallowing: “What do you think? Should we follow them in, too?”

Xiaoxiao shook her head. With enemies in the shadows, if the royal mansion truly had deceptions, barging in would only be walking into a trap.

Moreover, that princess possessed unusual arts—who knew what other tricks the King of Changshan might have? They should observe first.

But just as she was about to jump onto the tall tree she used to habitually observe the royal mansion from, she discovered someone was already there.

Tang Youshu, dressed in black tight-fitting clothes and carrying a bamboo basket, was standing on the tree.

Seeing Cui Xiaoxiao and the others, Tang Youshu leaped down from the tree, frowning slightly: “Why have you come here again?”

Seeing her benefactor master, Cui Xiaoxiao merely turned her head slightly without speaking, but Yu Ling’er asked curiously: “Why are you here too?”

Tang Youshu said quietly, “You’re just here for sightseeing. If there’s nothing urgent, you should leave Luoyi City as soon as possible.”

Saying this, he paused again and said to Cui Xiaoxiao: “After Master returned yesterday… he’s been restless and unable to meditate. What exactly did you say to him?”

Cui Xiaoxiao was somewhat amused. What was Wei Jie’s inability to meditate peacefully now also being blamed on her?

Besides, she hadn’t done anything! At most, she’d told him not to randomly enter girls’ rooms and that she wanted to cut ties with the Talisman Sect.

The former Wei Jie wouldn’t have taken such words to heart.

You should know that what she’d said to him before was much harsher than now. He had always looked at her with lazy, disdainful sideways glances, then in the blink of an eye would flash his canine teeth and cling to her as if nothing had happened…

Xiaoxiao didn’t dare think further. Because she discovered that just slightly imagining Wei Jie’s former appearance brought a wave of indescribable longing and sorrow rushing over her…

What to do? She was starting to miss Jie’er again…

Seeing Xiaoxiao not answering, Tang Youshu roughly guessed that these two had met privately last night and Xiaoxiao had said something to provoke his master again.

So he had to explain the stakes more clearly: “Xiaoxiao, if you resent and hate me, that’s deserved. I’ve been a derelict master and haven’t treated you well. But I know you care about Master Wei. His two lifetimes have been extremely difficult. Now that he’s recovered his divine status, he absolutely cannot be moved by emotions. Otherwise, if he has mortal thoughts in a mortal body, his flesh might not withstand the suffering of churning blood and energy, disrupting his spiritual meridians and causing immeasurable consequences…”

This time Xiaoxiao finally turned to look at him, her gaze cold: “Don’t worry, I won’t disturb your master’s ascension to immortality. It’s just that I was innocently dragged back over two hundred years by you people and can’t be manipulated like a fool. I also need to find a way to return. From now on, let’s mind our own business and not disturb each other!”

Yu Ling’er really couldn’t understand what they were talking about and could only quietly remind Tang Youshu: “Xiaoxiao hasn’t cooled down yet, so don’t provoke your grand-master… Oh, right, we’re almost out of silver. Could you possibly…”

Before Yu Ling’er could finish speaking, Cui Xiaoxiao had already grabbed her and quickly run toward the nearby marketplace.

It turned out that while Tang Youshu was talking with Xiaoxiao, she had seen the Loyal and Brave Marquis’s steward come out with a joyful expression, loudly telling his subordinates: “Quickly! Have the convoy continue delivering the betrothal gifts. His Lordship says the mix-up with the gifts is a small matter that can be supplemented later, but missing the auspicious time would be serious!”

It seemed the father wasn’t as particular as his daughter. Encountering such deceptive in-laws, he didn’t care at all.

And this was just King of Changshan’s personal opinion.

Before long, Princess Yongning rode out on horseback from a side gate, galloping away in a huff.

Xiaoxiao pulled Yu Ling’er to follow that young princess and see what was happening.

As for Tang Youshu, he frowned while gazing at the former Lord Can’s mansion that had changed hands, hurrying back to report to his master.

He and Wei Jie had also learned about the King of Changshan being disfigured in a fire, naturally becoming suspicious of this King of Changshan. But this King of Changshan rarely appeared, and the only time was when he wore a heavy cloak that obscured even his figure.

Thinking this, Tang Youshu glanced in the direction where Xiaoxiao and the others had disappeared and decided to return and report to his master first.

He thought it best not to mention meeting Xiaoxiao and the others again, to avoid Master Wei being emotionally affected once more…

For someone whose destiny originally contained no romantic fate to suddenly have such a karmic entanglement born in error, Tang Youshu couldn’t predict what kind of aftershocks this would cause.

For now, they could only take things step by step, first eliminating the malignant tumor that was Lord Can and clearing obstacles for his master’s ascension.

As for Cui Xiaoxiao, her lightness skill had improved tremendously. Even without Yu Ling’er’s help, she could travel with wind beneath her feet.

Princess Yongning rode very fast, with her attendants behind, barely able to keep up.

Soon they arrived at a quiet pond outside the city.

After Princess Yongning dismounted, she didn’t let anyone follow and went alone to sit on a rock by the pond, using her riding whip to strike nearby tree branches.

After several strikes, Princess Yongning’s eyes reddened and she began sobbing heartbrokenly, truly like a child who had been wronged: “Mother, why did you leave so early? If you were here, you would surely help your daughter and not let me marry into such a wretched family!”

Princess Yongning cried with such grief, one wail after another.

Cui Xiaoxiao and the others had originally been eavesdropping from the side, which would have been fine. Unfortunately, Xiaoxiao had forgotten she’d brought a sentimental little fox along.

Princess Yongning crying about other things would have been manageable, but when she cried for her mother, Yu Ling’er couldn’t help but think of the deceased old Fox King.

When her mother was alive, she didn’t need to worry about anything and was just the carefree little fox princess of the clan.

But after her mother died, everything fell on her shoulders. Even now, she still hadn’t properly settled her clan members and was leading them in wandering… And she was so useless that she could be heartlessly abandoned by a gentle scholar like Tang Youshu.

Unable to even bewitch a scholar—this was the greatest shame for a fox spirit!

Mother, Ling’er is worthless and too pathetic!

Thinking this, Yu Ling’er was overcome with grief and couldn’t help but stretch her neck skyward to wail mournfully like a fox.

Her cry completely exposed her and Cui Xiaoxiao’s location and choked off Princess Yongning’s remaining sobs in her throat!

“What’s hiding there!” Along with Princess Yongning’s angry shout, her long whip followed, cracking against the bushes where Cui Xiaoxiao and Yu Ling’er were hiding.

Yu Ling’er cried out and dodged, while Cui Xiaoxiao sighed helplessly and emerged with an apologetic smile along with Yu Ling’er.

“It’s you two?” Princess Yongning immediately recognized the Talisman Sect’s Sect Leader Cui and her little follower.

If it were normal times, Princess Yongning would exchange warm pleasantries with Xiaoxiao and the others, but now she just looked at them warily, especially at their clothes, asking hesitantly: “Sect Leader Cui? How do you happen to be here?”

The situation was awkward. Fearing Yu Ling’er couldn’t lie well, Xiaoxiao spoke first: “The scenery here is pleasant. I brought my disciple here to absorb heaven and earth’s spiritual energy for quiet cultivation, and we happened to encounter Princess Yongning… How did you come here alone?”

Logically, since they were casual acquaintances, Princess Yongning should have found some excuse to brush them off, and then they would have separated.

But unexpectedly, Princess Yongning seemed not to fear airing her family’s dirty laundry at all. Looking at their somewhat familiar clothes, she said coldly, “You seem to have been drinking tea at the city teahouse and watched the excitement, right? You’ve already seen everything—why ask why I’m here?”

Xiaoxiao hadn’t expected the young princess to be so clever, recognizing them at a glance through their clothes from just a brief glimpse at the teahouse.

She also decided not to hide anymore: “We accidentally saw the princess galloping through the city and were worried something had happened to you, so we followed. If we’ve offended in any way, please forgive us, Princess.”

Princess Yongning sighed and spoke to Cui Xiaoxiao without reservation: “Immortal Master, you should have heard everything at the teahouse. Do you think I’m pitiful? A dignified princess who has to marry into such a sordid family to repay my father’s debt of gratitude! I only just learned that the Loyal and Brave Marquis’s eldest son indulges in drinking, gambling, and whoring without exception, and is a widower who killed his wife. Yet Father insists I marry him…”

Yu Ling’er didn’t see any problem with this and said seriously: “That young master saved your father, and you’re repaying the favor with marriage—isn’t that fulfilling gratitude and filial duty?”

Hearing this, Princess Yongning couldn’t help but laugh coldly: “There are many ways to repay a favor. What kind of repayment is marrying him? When I don’t love him, would facing each other daily in wordless silence be repayment? That’s just an excuse, foolish girls who can’t get married use!”

This… Yu Ling’er felt somewhat offended because she used to be a firm believer in repaying favors with marriage.

But now, looking back at her former thoughts, Yu Ling’er had a vague feeling that the fox clan’s thousand-year tradition of repaying favors with marriage might be a way to catch suckers among humans!

Fortunately, Xiaoxiao changed the subject, asking the princess: “At the teahouse, I noticed the princess’s skills were exceptional—even able to control wind. You’re truly a heroine among women!”

Princess Yongning was very pleased with these words, temporarily forgetting her unfortunate engagement and asking with bright, tear-reddened eyes full of anticipation: “Truly exceptional? Even Sect Leader Cui thinks my skills are good?”

Three years ago, she had learned some basics from a cultivator. Though there was some gap compared to true immortal cultivators, her cultivator master said that learning these skills would at least allow her to protect her life at crucial moments.

She hadn’t expected that her display today, while exposing the Loyal and Brave Marquis’s household, would earn generous praise from the Talisman Sect Leader, which greatly excited Princess Yongning.

Xiaoxiao had previously thought this princess, who could eagerly run to Ghost Stone Cliff to see the phoenix, might be someone with hidden depths.

But now she felt Princess Yongning was a straightforward and generous woman who knew some martial arts, making Xiaoxiao feel more favorable toward her.

However, just as this favorable feeling emerged, Xiaoxiao forcibly stopped it.

She had no choice—she had just received a vivid lesson from her father-like benefactor master: that people shouldn’t be judged by appearances and shouldn’t be trusted lightly. Otherwise, even if sold, you’d still help count the money.

Thinking of her purpose for following, Xiaoxiao probed further: “Since the princess is dissatisfied with this marriage, why not discuss it carefully with His Lordship? What father doesn’t love his daughter?”

Hearing this, Princess Yongning’s brief excitement completely vanished. She turned to gaze at the pond surface dejectedly: “If it were before Father’s injury, I’m certain he wouldn’t casually arrange my marriage. Father always doted on me, which is why he delayed arranging my betrothal. But… since his injury, he’s completely changed—he doesn’t talk, doesn’t like seeing people, it’s as if… as if…”

She seemed to have something difficult to express and couldn’t continue, but Xiaoxiao slowly continued: “As if he’s become a different person?”

Hearing this, Princess Yongning shuddered, her eyes slowly widening as she asked tensely: “What do you mean by that?”

Xiaoxiao just smiled innocently and quickly apologized: “I was just being clever for a moment, following your train of thought. But in my hometown, some people returned from battlefields, claimed to be disfigured and wore masks, then went to deceased comrades’ wealthy families posing as the dead comrades to swindle family property. Such despicable people truly deserve divine punishment!”

Though Xiaoxiao apologized, Princess Yongning’s expression didn’t relax. She continued staring at Xiaoxiao, muttering: “That’s absurd! Such rural incidents couldn’t possibly happen within a royal mansion…”

Xiaoxiao looked at her with a smile: “I’m just a rural wanderer, so the princess needn’t take my words to heart. To master wind techniques so easily in just a few short years shows the princess has natural talent. But I’d advise the princess to think before acting—this often yields twice the result with half the effort. Otherwise, like today on the street, though you hastily overturned the betrothal gifts, you didn’t hit the vital point and only gained a bellyful of frustration to no avail.”

Princess Yongning stared at Xiaoxiao, this time certain that Cui Xiaoxiao’s words carried hidden meanings.

Cui Xiaoxiao felt some sympathy for the princess, which was why she had spoken up to remind her. But seeing the princess staring, she was probably displeased.

However, Cui Xiaoxiao didn’t mind. Her earlier words were both testing the princess and hoping to use her to intimidate the unseen King of Changshan.

That disfigured King of Changshan was truly too suspicious! You should know that when the princess gave up the Ghost Stone Cliff residence to the Talisman Sect, it was also done at the King of Changshan’s instruction.

According to King of Changshan’s reputation, he was just an idle prince who only knew eating, drinking, and pleasure, avoiding proper business.

Why would he have his daughter give away the residence and go against the current to help cultivators when His Majesty was vigorously reforming the cultivation world and suppressing the Four Great Sects?

Unless King of Changshan knew that the back mountain of Ghost Stone Cliff contained the tribulations Wei Jie would face next, he specifically gave away the residence to facilitate her and Wei Jie’s tribulation experience.

After all, Lord Can was the one who had stolen the immortal fruit in his past life. Like a hunter waiting for prey to grow fat, he had been hiding in the shadows, patiently drawing his bow and waiting.

Whether it was her or Wei Jie, as long as one could transcend tribulation and ascend, the villain hiding in the shadows would have a way to brazenly usurp their place!

Since returning over two hundred years ago, Xiaoxiao had truly stepped into one bottomless pit after another. She no longer dared hope she could return, but if she truly couldn’t escape death, she wanted to die understanding everything.

Moreover, she didn’t want Wei Jie to repeat his mistakes and experience the same tragic fate as his past life.

So Xiaoxiao used the princess to intimidate their hidden enemy, hoping to later use the princess to discover some clues.

After hearing Xiaoxiao’s words, the princess remained silent for a while, but then smiled brightly at Xiaoxiao.

“My mother died early, but she was like you, always saying I acted impulsively. You’re right—now that things have reached this point, crying and breaking a few cups won’t solve anything. I need to think before acting…”

The princess was also preparing to return to the city. At parting, Princess Yongning asked: “May I ask Sect Leader Cui, if I wanted to find you, how could I reach you quickly?”

Xiaoxiao thought for a moment, then pulled out a piece of yellow paper, tore off a crooked little paper figure, wrote some talismanic characters on it, and handed it to the princess: “If you have urgent matters, put this paper figure in water and I’ll know.”

This was a clever technique she’d been practicing recently, based on spiritual methods obtained from Ghost Sect’s Wan Lian Shi’s evil formations.

But while Wan Lian Shi used paper figures for evil spirits to harm people, she used them to transmit messages for convenience.

Princess Yongning took the paper figure in amazement, full of admiration: “Sect Leader Cui, you have great abilities. Unfortunately, I’m currently entangled in various matters, but when I have a chance, I’ll take you as my master and learn some skills under the Talisman Sect.”

Yu Ling’er had grown accustomed to people constantly wanting to become Xiaoxiao’s disciples, but still kindly reminded: “Xiaoxiao was driven out by her rebellious disciples. She’s now planning to establish her sect called… what was it… Carefree Hehuan Sect. I’m afraid it wouldn’t be suitable for a princess to join.”

She had expected that such a refined young lady would be frightened by hearing “Hehuan Sect.”

But unexpectedly, Princess Yongning’s eyes immediately brightened with admiration: “You martial artists live so freely, able to live the life you want according to your heart’s desire. But in my opinion, if this name were changed, you’d have more disciples and followers. For instance, keep ‘Carefree’ but ‘Hehuan’ is inappropriate—wouldn’t that require finding a Dao companion for dual cultivation? Must one find a man to experience joy? Can’t one be joyful alone? Better to call it… ‘Carefree Joy Sect’!”

It seemed this princess had a strong desire to rename things. Not only had she changed Ghost Stone Cliff to “Lingshan,” but now she wanted to personally bestow a name on Xiaoxiao’s new sect.

However, Cui Xiaoxiao felt the princess made perfect sense and kept nodding: “The princess is well-read. Just changing two characters makes it shine brilliantly… By custom, I should give you a red envelope to thank you for bestowing the name, but I’m short on silver right now. Another day…”

Xiaoxiao was just being polite, but unexpectedly, hearing that Xiaoxiao was financially tight, the princess pulled out two banknotes from her purse and handed them to Xiaoxiao: “Sect Leader Cui, since you’re establishing a new sect, I don’t have other congratulatory gifts, and I’m currently entangled in family matters so can’t attend the celebration. Just take these banknotes to commission a plaque—consider it my congratulatory gift!”

The young princess’s generosity remained consistent. After insisting on giving Xiaoxiao the banknotes, she continued: “We’ve met by chance in the martial world—until we meet again!”

After saying this, Princess Yongning imitated martial artists’ style and bid farewell to Xiaoxiao with a bold cupped-fist salute.

It was said this princess practiced martial arts and had taken many martial masters since childhood due to her father’s indulgence, learning quite miscellaneously.

No wonder she had encountered a cultivator who taught her wind techniques. It seemed the princess enjoyed this and preferred being a free wanderer like Cui Xiaoxiao rather than a wealthy family’s thousand-gold daughter.

Such a girl being married off by her father without discrimination to a fallen profligate would be tragic just to think about!

After seeing Princess Yongning off, when only the two girls from Carefree Joy Sect remained by the pond, Yu Ling’er asked: “Xiaoxiao, where should we go next?”

Xiaoxiao didn’t know either, but these past days she’d neglected her cultivation terribly and needed to find a place to meditate quietly.

Not knowing what kind of person the King of Changshan in Luoyi City was, Xiaoxiao didn’t want to rashly risk danger.

This time, she simply didn’t enter the city, choosing a scenic mountain forest and finding a large rock to peacefully regulate her breathing and meditate.

Once she began meditating, the problems from neglecting her spiritual cultivation for several days immediately became apparent.

Xiaoxiao discovered a stream of true energy stuck between her Lianquan and Shanglian acupoints, neither rising nor falling.

Moreover, when her true energy circulated, the scaled areas on her arms felt itchy and painful. When Xiaoxiao opened her eyes to look down, she found the scales seemed to be spreading toward her neck.

Most terrifyingly, when the scales spread, her whole body generated a burning sensation.

Xiaoxiao couldn’t endure it any longer. Looking at the little fox sleeping soundly on a nearby rock, she decided not to wake her and went alone to find a stream pool. After removing her outer clothes and wearing only her close-fitting inner garment, she jumped in.

The cool pond water moistened her burning body. Xiaoxiao simply swam under the waterfall, letting the stream water pound her body.

But after just a moment of comfort, double the burning heat struck. In a trance, it was like being burned alive by fierce fire in the Phoenix Secret Realm.

Xiaoxiao writhed painfully in the pond water like a dying fish.

Just as she was suffering and thrashing in the water, suddenly an arm scooped her into an embrace.

When Xiaoxiao opened her eyes, she discovered that Wei Jie, with his frost-like face, had somehow also jumped into the pond water.
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Wei Jie seemed to know Xiaoxiao’s condition. Without even asking, he turned her body around and pressed his large palm against her back, continuously transmitting spiritual power through his hand.

The true energy Wei Jie transmitted was like melting snow, immediately reducing most of Xiaoxiao’s burning sensation by more than half.

But once the burning feeling subsided slightly, Xiaoxiao wanted to go ashore and distance herself from Wei Jie. Unfortunately, Wei Jie’s large palm pressed tightly against her back, while his other hand gripped her arm, saying coldly in her ear: “Have you caused enough trouble! Don’t move! Look at yourself—you’re about to turn into a golden-scaled gecko!”

It seemed Wei Jie’s poisonous tongue was growing stronger daily, though calling her a gecko was quite apt.

But even if one’s momentum was weak, one’s mouth couldn’t be!

So Xiaoxiao pretended to be calm: “I just temporarily stopped cultivating. After I establish my sect, naturally, disciples will show filial piety, and I’ll have plenty of time to cultivate. No need to trouble you!”

Wei Jie squinted and said quietly, “Establish what sect? Carefree Joy Sect?”

Xiaoxiao gasped—she hadn’t expected this man to even know about Princess Yongning bestowing a name on her sect! How long had he been following her?

Seeing Xiaoxiao about to open her mouth to provoke him again, Wei Jie coldly scolded: “Don’t move anymore, and don’t speak, or else this spiritual power would be better used on a pig than on you!”

Seeing his poisonous tongue insulting her again, Xiaoxiao angrily turned her head slightly but could only remain still for now, letting Wei Jie transmit his continuous spiritual power to suppress the restless demonic nature in her body.

Due to his awakened divine status, Wei Jie’s current cultivation could be described as advancing a thousand li in a day. Especially when he transmitted spiritual power to Xiaoxiao, she immediately felt the man’s surging, endless spiritual power rushing over like giant waves hitting cliffs.

No wonder Qin Lingxiao had been so frightened when facing him that he immediately turned and fled on his sword. Wei Jie now possessed such an unfathomably deep aura.

That sense of disparity between a mouse facing a giant dragon could perhaps only be deeply understood by those experiencing it firsthand.

In any case, Xiaoxiao vaguely felt unable to withstand it. Overwhelmed by the spiritual power Wei Jie was emitting, she couldn’t help but vomit a mouthful of fresh blood, blood threads still at the corners of her mouth. Her whole body went limp as she fell backward into the man’s solid, broad embrace.

Wei Jie frowned, his body stiffening slightly. His instinctive reaction was to push Cui Xiaoxiao away because he intensely disliked this feeling of intimate contact with others.

But when he looked down at the girl and saw that striking crimson blood at the corner of her mouth, it temporarily suppressed Wei Jie’s urge to push Xiaoxiao away.

The tall man lifted Xiaoxiao and left the cold pond. When they reached the pond’s edge, he sat facing her, palm to palm, continuing to guide her in transforming spiritual energy.

Wei Jie now understood that Xiaoxiao’s original spiritual power was being overwhelmed by his spiritual power, somewhat unable to keep up with the rhythm.

So while transmitting energy, he gravely instructed Xiaoxiao on how to regulate acupoints and circulate energy.

Xiaoxiao also knew this wasn’t the time to sulk, so she followed his guidance, gradually directing spiritual power to flow throughout her body.

After an unknown amount of time, the golden scales that had spread to her neck finally gradually faded away, though the spiritual power enveloping her entire body continued to circulate.

Xiaoxiao felt her entire spiritual platform being cleansed, as if her whole person was soaking in warm spring water, comfortable as a baby returning to its mother’s womb—she could neither speak nor open her eyes…

Since leaving Ghost Stone Cliff, though Cui Xiaoxiao ate, drank, and played daily, she had difficulty sleeping each night.

She had originally thought it was heartbreak, but now discovered it should also be because her demonic nature hadn’t been properly suppressed, allowing it to cause mischief.

Wei Jie seemed to know her current feelings, so the large palm transmitting spiritual power never withdrew. He just opened his cold eyes, looking at the tightly closed eyes of Xiaoxiao, and said in a low voice: “Circulate energy properly and meditate, enter a state of emptiness. Your spiritual platform is severely depleted…”

Perhaps because this woman had absorbed the Demon Pearl separated from his body, when Wei Jie recovered his divine status, he inexplicably felt a connection with the Demon Pearl inside Xiaoxiao.

Usually, when the Demon Pearl lay dormant without acting up, it was manageable, but today Wei Jie could clearly sense the frantic agitation of the Demon Pearl in Xiaoxiao’s body, so he had been secretly following this woman.

Sure enough, Cui Xiaoxiao’s demonic nature had erupted. If he hadn’t arrived in time, who knew what pitiful state she might have become! This woman truly caused trouble the moment he took his eyes off her…

Just as Wei Jie was distracted by these thoughts, his forehead tightened again. This sensation of seemingly tearing his soul in half was very uncomfortable and had been frequently tormenting his spirit recently.

He didn’t want to see Cui Xiaoxiao at all, yet he always had inexplicable entanglements with this woman that he couldn’t let go of…

Thinking this, his gaze involuntarily looked toward the girl so close before him.

At this moment, her long hair was soaked through, with water droplets flowing down her pure white cheeks along her delicate chin.

Those black tresses, sinuous as serpents, clung to her slender neck, extending along her body’s curves…

Though Wei Jie had awakened his divine status, he hadn’t lost his memory. It was just that all the beautiful moments he’d shared with Xiaoxiao had become insignificant when his divine status awakened, making him too lazy to even think about them.

But now this woman sat so vividly before his eyes, with wet clothes and long hair, her body trembling slightly as she regulated her breathing…

In this instant, many memories he no longer wanted to recall surged up like a tide.

There was that moment of heart-fluttering when he transferred his Golden Core to her in the forest, their soft, warm lips lightly touching.

There was also in the royal mansion’s tunnel when he pressed her beneath him, the girl under him blushing anxiously, calling out “no” while yielding…

But most unforgettable was in the glow of sunset, when they cooked dinner for those disciples in the steamy kitchen, and she had actively embraced his waist for the first time, pressing her face to his back while softly coaxing his sulking mood.

That girl pressed against his back had said that in this lifetime, she had only been intimate with him, and he needn’t be jealous of irrelevant people…

Wei Jie stared directly at Xiaoxiao as she meditated with closed eyes. Though the blue flame mark on his forehead flashed repeatedly, it still couldn’t suppress the surging memories.

This painful, tearing sensation grew deeper and deeper, and Wei Jie’s eyes became increasingly dark.

Perhaps his mental fluctuations also affected the spiritual power transmission, and Xiaoxiao sensed it too.

She couldn’t help but open her eyes, only to discover that Wei Jie had been watching her with cold, open eyes and a gloomy expression.

Following his gaze as she looked down at herself, Xiaoxiao immediately cried out and jumped up, pulling her hands back.

When she had entered the water earlier, she wore thin clothing that was now completely soaked through—how embarrassing!

She hurriedly covered herself to retrieve her outer garment set aside. But the next moment, Xiaoxiao’s slender wrist was gripped by someone, and she was once again drawn into the man’s solid embrace…

Xiaoxiao looked up at Wei Jie with slight nervousness and humble hope, expecting that former Jie’er to suddenly return.

But the purple eyes she met were filled with murderous intent and barely contained anxiety.

The man’s throat kept rolling up and down, his head lowering more and more. Just when Xiaoxiao thought he was about to kiss her, the large palm that had been transmitting spiritual power to her suddenly gripped her throat…

Xiaoxiao couldn’t dodge his suddenly attacking hand at all—her slender neck was caught in his grip.

The sudden suffocating sensation blocked her throat. Xiaoxiao desperately clawed at his hand, angrily scolding: “What… madness has possessed you! Let me go!”

If he didn’t release her soon, don’t blame her for being impolite…

But before she could retaliate, Wei Jie suddenly released her as if burned, hoarsely shouting at Xiaoxiao: “…You, don’t appear before me! Go! Leave quickly!”

Xiaoxiao covered her throat and coughed twice, but saw that Wei Jie’s painful purple eyes seemed tinged with wisps of black, his entire being appearing sinisterly dark.

Worried about his condition, she was about to ask him more questions.

But Wei Jie had already drawn the Heaven’s Punishment Sword, gritting his teeth at her: “If you don’t leave now, don’t blame me for showing no mercy with my sword!”

Though Wei Jie’s threat was sinister and ruthless, unfortunately, the sword he raised was bound to its master. When the Heaven’s Punishment Sword pointed at Xiaoxiao, its former master, it completely lacked the sharp killing intent it showed when facing other demons, and even the ringing sound it made carried some joyful, bell-like pleasantness.

Xiaoxiao had no heart to appreciate the sword’s pleasant sound. She had never imagined there would be a day when Wei Jie would point a sword at her.

But seeing his pained expression, Xiaoxiao also recalled Tang Youshu’s words.

It seemed that every time Wei Jie saw her, he would have unbearable emotional fluctuations, which was extremely detrimental to him with his recovered divine status.

Could it be… that he had stared at her too long just now and was again suffering from emotional turmoil? Tang Youshu had said that continuing like this would cause Wei Jie to have problems!

Thinking this, Xiaoxiao immediately set aside her hurt feelings from nearly being strangled to death, turned without looking back, and fled without a trace.

Though Wei Jie had shouted for her to leave quickly, when he truly saw her flee like avoiding a venomous snake without looking back, the thought that flashed through his mind was: He had just pointed his sword at her—that woman must hate him to the bone!

Thinking this, Wei Jie’s head felt like it would split. The blue flame on his forehead was like a tight headband, forcing him to drive Xiaoxiao’s every smile and frown from his mind. Finally, Wei Jie roared in agony and again drew the Heaven’s Punishment Sword to wildly hack at the surrounding vegetation and rocks, each strike seemingly cutting through the shackles obstructing his thoughts…

When Tang Youshu hurriedly arrived, his master, raging like a madman, had already reduced most of the mountain to ruins.

Fortunately, he had come late—if he’d arrived earlier, Tang Youshu might have been chopped to pieces by his master in a violent rage.

At this moment, Wei Jie’s entire body was steaming with blackened purple energy. As if his spiritual power was exhausted, he half-leaned against a mountain rock split in half.

Tang Youshu looked at this eerily familiar scene, his heart feeling as if crushed by an iron fist. His lips trembling, he asked with shocked uncertainty: “Master, what… what happened to you?”

When Wei Jie slowly raised his head, a pair of blackened purple eyes glared at Tang Youshu with sinister darkness.

Tang Youshu couldn’t help but retreat several steps, saying tensely: “Master, you… How are you…”

Wei Jie sneered, slowly standing up, looking down, and asking: “What’s wrong with me?”

Tang Youshu couldn’t answer for a moment and could only smile apologetically with extreme caution.

But in his heart, a storm was already raging.

Because the demonic light flashing in Wei Jie’s eyes—it was too familiar!

Even after more than two hundred years, Tang Youshu had never forgotten that when Demon Lord Wei Jie’s demonic nature erupted in the past, his eyes flashed with exactly this demonic, murderous light…

But how was this possible? Clearly, in this life, all the paths to demonification had been walked by Cui Xiaoxiao in Wei Jie’s place.

Wei Jie hadn’t encountered any tribulations in this life that could change his nature. Moreover, his divine status had returned, and his cultivation had improved early on. Now he wasn’t just forming a Golden Core—he was about to manifest his Yuan Ying and enter the preparatory stage for ascension.

In this life, he had painstakingly planned and accompanied his benefactor master smoothly all the way. How could Wei Jie suddenly show signs of demonification without warning?

This… where exactly had things gone wrong? Master Wei Jie had no reason to become a demon in this life! Right, he must have seen wrong!

Tang Youshu silently wiped cold sweat, following behind his master as they quickly descended the mountain.

He was now eager to tell his master about the King of Changshan’s abnormality and ask for his decision. But Wei Jie seemed absent-minded, coldly asking: “Those disciples seeking masters are still there, right?”

Ah? Tang Youshu couldn’t react for a moment. After a pause, he understood Wei Jie was referring to those disciples who shamelessly wanted to take Cui Xiaoxiao as their master.

Why was Master asking about this? When he heard that Wei Jie wanted to take all those disciples under his wing, Master Tang, who was struggling to make ends meet, said with difficulty, “Master, why take them in? So many mouths to feed, and if they’re determined to take Cui Xiaoxiao as master and refuse, what then?”

Wei Jie slowly turned around. The blue flame above his head flickered between bright and dim, complementing the darkness in his eyes. He slightly curved his lips in a cold smile: “They can either enter my tutelage or… die. Isn’t the choice obvious?”

After saying this, Wei Jie suddenly rose on the wind and disappeared into the mountain forest, leaving only Tang Youshu disheveled in the wind.

His mouth felt somewhat sour, and he again wondered if he had done something wrong. Otherwise, why had his master, who had been fine while staying beside Cui Xiaoxiao, now shown signs of demonification under his care?

As for Cui Xiaoxiao, who had hurriedly fled from Wei Jie’s side, after finding the little fox, she immediately woke her up. Without time to explain, she hastily pulled her away.

She could hear Wei Jie’s mad sounds from the back mountain forest even from a great distance. Fortunately, when she returned, she glimpsed Tang Youshu arriving as well.

Since Wei Jie had someone to care for him, she could feel somewhat at ease.

But judging from Wei Jie’s reaction, he truly despised her now. Tang Youshu’s repeated advice for her to stay away from Wei Jie seemed to have some merit.

She couldn’t keep making people hate her and making Wei Jie so angry every time, could she?

Looking at it this way, she needed to leave Luoyi City soon. Even if she wanted to investigate King of Changshan’s background, she’d have to wait until after Wei Jie left.

So Xiaoxiao immediately took Yu Ling’er down the mountain and left.

However, Wei Jie’s breathing regulation assistance had been truly beneficial. Even running alongside Yu Ling’er in her original form, Xiaoxiao never felt unable to keep up.

Seeing Xiaoxiao’s relaxed manner as she raced through grass and trees, Yu Ling’er couldn’t help but praise: “Xiaoxiao, I feel like you’ve become more powerful again! You’re running faster than me!”

Xiaoxiao knew this was entirely the result of Wei Jie’s breathing regulation, which had stimulated her dantian’s power.

Actually, throughout this journey, her mood wasn’t as light as her physical form.

Recalling the murderous aura Wei Jie had displayed when they parted, Xiaoxiao always felt vaguely uneasy.

When the two stopped to rest, Xiaoxiao meditated to nourish herself while Yu Ling’er grew hungry.

Her pickiness about food had now reached several new levels—she was no longer the little fox who could be satisfied with just chicken breast meat.

Seeing a village ahead, but Xiaoxiao was unwilling to join the crowds, Yu Ling’er took her clan members to buy food.

After Xiaoxiao sat alone under a tree meditating for a while, she suddenly sensed other people’s presence around her.

Without speaking, she casually picked a leaf, silently formed a hand seal, and instantly, the leaf talisman transformed into fierce fire, attacking where that person was hiding.

Forced to reveal himself, the person said: “Xiaoxiao, it’s me!”

Looking carefully, Xiaoxiao saw it was Qin Lingxiao, who had fled on four swords that night.

Seeing Qin Lingxiao again in his flowing white robes, she couldn’t help but laugh: “Why are you here again? Aren’t you afraid of encountering your master Wei Jie?”

After speaking, Xiaoxiao recalled Qin Lingxiao’s escape scene and couldn’t help but chuckle.

But Qin Lingxiao now had only a head full of confusing questions, urgently seeking answers from Xiaoxiao. He didn’t even care about shame, just asked with an ashen face: “How could Wei Jie know these things? Did you tell him about past life events?”

Xiaoxiao leaned against the large tree lazily: “How could I possibly tell him such things?”

Qin Lingxiao suddenly recalled that on Tang Youshu’s body that day, he seemed to have sensed an unusual aura… Suddenly, he had a flash of inspiration and asked: “That Demon Pearl—did you ever find it? Whose body is it actually in?”

Xiaoxiao still closed her eyes without answering. Though she had left the Talisman Sect, Tang Youshu had once been her respected benefactor master. She didn’t want to betray Young Master Tang in front of Qin Lingxiao.

This Qin fellow was eager to find the Demon Pearl to save his father. If he knew the Demon Pearl was in Tang Youshu’s body, he’d probably return to trouble that master-disciple pair…

Qin Lingxiao wasn’t stupid. Seeing Xiaoxiao’s unwillingness to answer, combined with various signs of her falling out with Wei Jie, he suddenly had a bold guess.

After standing there thinking for a while, he figured out many connections. Finally, he asked incredulously while pacing: “That Demon Pearl couldn’t be in Tang Youshu’s body, could it?”

Xiaoxiao immediately denied: “No! How could it possibly be in his body!”

Unfortunately, her denial was a bit too hasty, which made Qin Lingxiao even more certain of this absurd guess!

“So the Demon Pearl is indeed attached to Tang Youshu! That skinny weakling is truly as cunning as ever! I should have thought of it—among all the senior brothers, he was the most cunning!”

Suddenly, Qin Lingxiao thought of even more. He recalled that after Wei Jie’s death, Tang Youshu, who had been most loyal to the demon lord, hadn’t seemed particularly sad and was even the first to leave Ghost Stone Cliff.

He was said to be traveling, but the Zhu Jiuyin divine statue that Wei Jie had won in a bet at Zhang Wei Mountain had mysteriously disappeared.

At the time, Qin Lingxiao was so overjoyed from gaining Wei Jie’s divine power and slaying the demon lord that he had no time to pay attention to that talentless senior brother.

But thinking about it now, Tang Youshu had seemingly anticipated Wei Jie’s death and taken the statue that could reverse heaven and earth early on. He had even taken the two Demon Pearls separated from Wei Jie’s body before his death and arranged everything.

Though Xiaoxiao wanted to sever ties with the Talisman Sect, she still didn’t like hearing people insult her former benefactor, master Tang Youshu, in front of her.

Since he had already guessed, her lies were useless. She could only warn Qin Lingxiao: “Now you should know that with Young Master Tang’s assistance, Wei Jie’s power has greatly increased, and he knows about you once slaying him. If he sees you again, he absolutely won’t spare you. If I were you, I’d hide far away and never dare appear before him again!”

Qin Lingxiao recalled Wei Jie’s murderous gaze that day. For a moment, it felt like returning to the days of being dominated by Demon Lord Wei Jie, making his whole body uncomfortable.

But Wei Jie’s divine status returning meant he would sever emotions and love; no wonder he had that cold expression of not recognizing Xiaoxiao.

Thinking this, Qin Lingxiao suddenly felt refreshed.

At least he wasn’t the only one who had lost everything. If Wei Jie one day realized he had lost Xiaoxiao, wouldn’t he desperately wish time could reverse again?

Thinking this, he sneered and couldn’t help adding fuel to the fire: “You probably don’t know yet, do you? Wei Jie is grandly recruiting disciples throughout Luoyi City. Even Ling Zhishan has been accepted into his sect! The current Wei Jie increasingly resembles the former Demon Lord.”

Having left Luoyi City in such haste, Xiaoxiao truly didn’t know about Wei Jie’s expanding influence through recruiting disciples.

But those disciple-seekers who had always followed her like shadows seemed to have disappeared since she left Luoyi City.

Could those disciples who had sworn to join the Carefree Joy Sect be so fickle that they eagerly joined Wei Jie’s tutelage after he offered some sweet incentives?

However, Xiaoxiao understood these opportunistic disciples from the Four Great Sects—they had always been unstable. If they saw Wei Jie’s profound cultivation, it wouldn’t be strange for them to change their minds and join his tutelage instead.

But thinking of Wei Jie also accepting Ling Zhishan, and recalling her deep infatuation with Wei Jie, Xiaoxiao silently sighed for her.

Though she didn’t understand Wei Jie’s purpose in accepting these people, Miss Ling might suffer again.

The former Wei Jie had just been sharp-tongued, but the current Wei Jie was poisonous, cold, and heartless.

She hoped Miss Ling had brought enough clothes when becoming his disciple, so she wouldn’t be frozen by her new master.

But what did Wei Jie mean by accepting this female disciple who had once betrayed him?

Though Xiaoxiao had questions, hearing that Wei Jie still had the energy to accept disciples after treating her injuries that day, he should be fine.

This way, Xiaoxiao could finally put down her worried heart about Wei Jie.
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After Yu Ling’er returned carrying several food baskets, she listened to Xiaoxiao’s plans for their next outing while eating. When she heard that Xiaoxiao wanted to go to Zhangwei Mountain, Yu Ling’er knew that Xiaoxiao still didn’t want to return and reconcile with Wei Jie and the others, so she couldn’t help but sigh: “That Wei Jie used to cling to you so desperately—do you not want him anymore?”

Xiaoxiao fell silent for a moment, then said in a low voice: “It’s him who doesn’t need me anymore…”

Thinking of Wei Jie, who had revealed his full killing intent and grabbed her throat, it was clear that his disgust for her had reached an unbearable level.

Xiaoxiao didn’t know if the demonic nature within her would flare up again. If Wei Jie, out of their former master-disciple relationship, had to suppress his disgust and come to save her, then it was completely unnecessary.

Xiaoxiao didn’t want to cause Wei Jie any trouble at all. Since he was now also recruiting soldiers and gathering disciples widely, it seemed he could handle Lord Can well enough.

After all, the current Wei Jie had a much better foundation than the Demon Lord from the previous life. He had the Wei family as backing, had recovered his divine nature, and had a loyal disciple who had experienced the previous life.

In comparison, she, this nominal master, had neither great abilities nor was free from demonic entanglement, and her reputation wasn’t particularly good either. Why should she continue to be entangled with Wei Jie, whose future was bright?

So Xiaoxiao simply didn’t want to investigate the background of that King of Changshan anymore, wanting only to distance herself further from Wei Jie.

Yu Ling’er had now learned to read expressions and naturally knew that such topics shouldn’t continue, though she didn’t think Xiaoxiao could live without Wei Jie.

Don’t look at how Wei Jie was usually sharp-tongued and venomous—between him and Xiaoxiao, it was always him who clung desperately and took the initiative.

Although Xiaoxiao valued relationships and loyalty, she was naturally open-minded, and it was clear that her sadness over the past few days was becoming less and less obvious.

It seemed she was just a few more mountain delicacies away from letting go of that ungrateful disciple.

Once they were separated for a long time, Xiaoxiao should be able to put Wei Jie behind her.

By then, even if Wei Jie went to the Queen Mother of the West to ask for regret medicine, it would be too late. Thinking of this, Yu Ling’er sighed again, melancholically, because she also hoped Tang Youshu would go ask for regret medicine together with his master.

She didn’t believe that Tang Youshu could find another little fox as kind and considerate as her in the future! That stinking scholar, not even coming to coax her back…

However, since Xiaoxiao wanted to go to Zhangwei Mountain, Yu Ling’er would naturally risk her life to accompany her.

Zhangwei Mountain was beyond the Northwestern Sea, quite far away. Since they had determined the direction, they set off immediately.

But before they could even leave the outskirts of Luoyi City, after turning around a mountain ridge, they saw a valley ahead in the distance.

From that valley wafted a delicate fragrance. Yu Ling’er sniffed hard and determined it was the scent of magnolia flowers. When they walked closer to look, indeed, the valley was full of blooming magnolia trees.

However, this wasn’t the season for magnolias to bloom, and those magnolia blossoms were large and full, clearly carefully cultivated flowers, definitely not wild flowers growing uncultivated in the valley.

The fox clan was naturally attracted to fragrances, and the scent of these magnolia flowers was truly enchanting. For a moment, the little fox’s long ears couldn’t help but emerge again, and even her tail couldn’t be hidden as she flew over joyfully.

“Xiaoxiao, I love the scent of magnolia flowers the most! I originally planned to make a magnolia flower sachet, but that hateful Wei Jie stopped Young Master Tang from buying me magnolia petals, saying it was some kind of dead people’s smell!”

What Yu Ling’er was talking about was something that happened before on Ghost Stone Cliff, when Tang Youshu bought fragrances for Yu Ling’er but was missing only magnolia flowers, which had made Ling’er quite unhappy!

Xiaoxiao didn’t respond, as she was now trying to avoid mentioning Wei Jie herself. She just watched Ling’er laughing and spinning around under the trees like a child.

However, just smelling the flowers seemed to no longer satisfy her, and finally, the little fox couldn’t help but climb the tree, preparing to pick a full blossom to tuck behind her ear.

Her sachet’s fragrance was also running out of scent, so if she could pick some petals, she could dry them and stuff them in her pouch.

But just as Yu Ling’er’s hand was about to touch the flower on the tree, a gentle voice said: “Miss, please show mercy! These flowers were planted by this humble one to commemorate my late wife.”

Xiaoxiao turned to look and saw a tall, slender young man in scholar’s robes with a white headband standing under the magnolia tree.

By rights, Xiaoxiao had seen plenty of earthly beauties.

Whether Wei Jie or Qin Lingxiao, any one of them taken alone was enough to captivate all living beings.

But when Xiaoxiao saw this young man, she discovered that there was such a pleasing man in the world.

That’s right, not strikingly handsome, but warm and gentle like flawless jade without sharp edges, pleasing to the eye.

At first glance, his features didn’t seem particularly special, but flawless jade needs no exquisite carving—it can still attract people so they cannot look away.

Even the Sect Leader of Hehuan Sect, who had seen all the world’s beauties, couldn’t help but stare at this man.

It wasn’t until the man showed Xiaoxiao a proper, gentle smile that she came to her senses and quickly apologized: “We were traveling and didn’t know this was private property. If we have offended, please forgive us.”

Yu Ling’er was also attracted by this jade-like man and took a long time to come back to her senses, saying softly: “I just thought these flowers smelled wonderful and wanted to collect them to make a sachet…”

The man smiled and said, “The magnolia fragrance is indeed intoxicating. Unfortunately, they are only pure white like jade and fragrantly refreshing when on the tree. Once they fall, the petals also turn dark brown and become unusable… How about this—I’ll have someone bring ready-made dried magnolia flowers from the carriage for the two young ladies, so as not to disappoint your appreciation of this stretch of floral fragrance.”

Yu Ling’er had only acted on a whim—how could she take things from a stranger?

Having been influenced by Young Master Tang’s books, she now understood that she couldn’t casually spend men’s money, so she waved her hands repeatedly in refusal.

But this jade-like gentleman wasn’t asking for their opinion. After waving over a servant and giving a few instructions, he smiled and said, “They’ll be right back. Would the two young ladies like to have a cup of pre-rain tea? This is newly acquired tea with a fresh, rich flavor worth tasting.”

Xiaoxiao had wanted to refuse, but for some reason, hearing this man’s warm and gentle voice, both she and Yu Ling’er involuntarily sat at the tea table under the magnolia tree and picked up their teacups.

Yu Ling’er felt a natural fondness for this man and couldn’t help asking: “May I ask the gentleman’s surname and where you live?”

The man rolled up his sleeves and began washing cups and brewing tea with elegant movements like flowing clouds and water. Hearing Yu Ling’er’s question, he smiled warmly: “This humble one’s surname is Ye, and my home is in Chang City.”

Hearing this, Xiaoxiao’s hand holding the teacup froze, and she couldn’t help but look up to reexamine this man.

It was clear he didn’t put much emphasis on fancy clothes, wearing ordinary, undyed hemp scholar’s robes with a light white outer garment. His hair wasn’t pinned but wrapped in white cloth, appearing to be from a poor scholarly family.

But the tea cups and utensils he used were all top-quality porcelware, with thin, translucent bodies that reflected the beauty of the tea liquid.

And the servants and carriage beside him also didn’t look like they came from a small household.

This gentleman said his surname was Ye, he lived in Chang City, and had a late wife…

In Xiaoxiao’s memory, there seemed to be someone from a prominent Chang City family who had a very similar background to this gentleman, also surnamed Ye.

Thinking of this, Xiaoxiao couldn’t help but ask hesitantly: “May I ask if the gentleman… is acquainted with the Loyal and Brave Marquis Manor?”

Hearing this, Young Master Ye couldn’t help but deepen his smile and answered warmly: “This young lady truly has good insight. I wonder how you discerned that I come from the Loyal and Brave Marquis Manor? This humble one is Ye Yi, the eldest son of the Loyal and Brave Marquis.”

Hearing this, while Xiaoxiao was still relatively fine, Yu Ling’er was nearly choked by the tea in her throat.

He was Ye Yi? That widowed eldest son from the Loyal and Brave Marquis Manor? Then… wasn’t he the spendthrift that Princess Yongning was unwilling to marry?

Because of the previous incident with bricks used to fill out the betrothal gifts, Yu Ling’er’s impression of the Loyal and Brave Marquis Manor was extremely poor.

Plus Princess Yongning’s tearful complaints, this eldest son of the Loyal and Brave Marquis should have been someone drained by wine and women, so how could he possibly be this jade-like gentleman with such refined elegance?

Such an elegant man, guarding this secluded valley of magnolia flowers, commemorating his late wife—no matter how you looked at it, he was a romantic soul whose deep feelings led to early death!

Could it be that the world was mistaken, spreading rumors that turned such a refined gentleman into something so despicable?

Or were they now only seeing the embroidered surface of a pillow while missing the rotten straw stuffing inside?

Seeing Yu Ling’er’s shocked and choked appearance, Young Master Ye seemed somewhat puzzled and couldn’t help asking: “How is this? Do the two young ladies know me from before?”

Xiaoxiao withdrew her scrutinizing gaze and maintained a polite smile: “We happen to have met Princess Yongning a few times, so we’ve heard of your great name, Young Master.”

Hearing his fiancée’s name, Young Master Ye’s smile seemed to fade slightly, and he only said: “When my father arranged the marriage with the King of Changshan, this humble one was traveling far away and didn’t know. I only recently heard that Princess Yongning seems unwilling to marry me and insists on returning the betrothal gifts. I am also preparing to go directly to Luoyi to discuss with the King of Changshan. If the Princess is unwilling to marry, this humble one is unwilling to force anyone, and will naturally break off the engagement with her to avoid delaying the Princess’s precious years.”

Yu Ling’er’s fondness for this Young Master Ye was swelling tremendously, and hearing that he wanted to break off the engagement, she immediately felt sorry for Princess Yongning.

She said softly, “Actually, marriage matters should involve the parties meeting face to face first. Your manor may be poor, but the Princess isn’t someone who despises poverty and loves wealth. I believe that seeing you, Young Master, she would change her view greatly…”

Before the little fox could finish speaking, Xiaoxiao secretly stepped on her foot under the table. Such directness in calling someone poor to their face really couldn’t be remedied by reading a few books.

After interrupting Yu Ling’er’s words, Xiaoxiao smiled calmly: “Marriage is a major matter that should be treated with caution. Thank you for the tea, Young Master Ye. We won’t disturb you further and will take our leave here.”

Just then, the servant who had gone to the carriage to fetch dried magnolia flowers also returned.

Young Master Ye took the brocade bag and handed it to Yu Ling’er with both hands. He didn’t try to detain them much, only smiling warmly: “Since the two young ladies have business, this humble one won’t delay your journey. Wishing you both smooth travels!”

The magnolia flowers that this Young Master Ye had planted were truly refreshing to the heart. Even after they had walked out of the valley for a long time, what lingered in their nostrils was still that sweet fragrance.

Yu Ling’er looked back at the valley, still feeling sorry for Princess Yongning: “The world’s rumors really can’t be trusted. Everyone says the eldest son of the Loyal and Brave Marquis Manor is a debauchee who spends his time in wine and pleasure, but I don’t think he’s like that at all. Such refined temperament—he truly is an unparalleled gentleman. Even if his manor is poor, he’s still a rare good man in this world!”

But Xiaoxiao walked while counting days on her fingers. Yu Ling’er was somewhat puzzled and asked what she was calculating.

After calculating for a while, Xiaoxiao asked in confusion: “Do you think… is this the season for magnolia flowers to bloom?”

Yu Ling’er also calculated, and indeed, the flowering period was wrong. Xiaoxiao recalled the situation just now—in that floral fragrance, she seemed to have completely lost her ability to think… She suddenly turned around and walked back.

Yu Ling’er asked in puzzlement what she wanted to do, and Xiaoxiao replied without turning back: “I must go back and investigate this thoroughly!”

They retraced their original path, but while the road was still the same, they couldn’t find that valley full of blooming flowers anywhere.

Looking at the desolate valley before them, full of withered trees and dead leaves everywhere, Yu Ling’er couldn’t match it with the previous valley that had been full of flowers and fragrance.

“Xiaoxiao, did we get lost and go to the wrong place?”

Xiaoxiao’s gaze wandered and fixed on a tea stain on the ground—this was the mouthful of tea that Yu Ling’er had accidentally sprayed when she heard that the gentleman was Princess Yongning’s fiancé.

They hadn’t come to the wrong place; it was just that those magnolia trees, along with that Young Master Ye, had mysteriously disappeared.

Yu Ling’er also recognized the tea she had sprayed, and her admiration for that jade-like gentleman was scared away by more than half as she murmured: “What exactly is that Young Master Ye’s background? To have such supernatural powers?”

Xiaoxiao took a deep breath: “It seems that noble mansions all hide tigers and dragons. That Princess Yongning is skilled at wind control, and this Young Master Ye is also quite the flower cultivator!”

Just as she was sighing, suddenly a harsh bird cry came from overhead. When the two looked up, they saw a crow cawing miserably as it flew over their heads.

But strangely, the crow didn’t seem afraid of people. After shrieking a few times, it began circling downward.

When the crow landed on a branch, Yu Ling’er discovered that a small paper figure was sitting on the crow’s neck like a rider, grabbing a tuft of feathers on top of the crow’s head and pulling it to move forward and backward.

Although it was a paper figure, its technique was skilled like an experienced rider. The crow, apparently having no choice after having its feathers pulled, could only let it direct as it came looking for Xiaoxiao.

When the small paper figure hopped down from the crow’s back with bouncing movements, the crow, as if its rear had been scorched by fire, flapped its wings and flew away desperately.

The small paper figure jumped onto Xiaoxiao’s outstretched palm. Xiaoxiao recognized this paper figure—it was exactly the one she had given to Princess Yongning.

She hadn’t expected her to use it so quickly. When the paper figure reached Xiaoxiao’s palm, it began twisting its body continuously, as if narrating something.

Unfortunately, the paper figure had no mouth and made no sound at all. But Xiaoxiao had a solution. She calmly broke off a small section of a tree branch and stuck it in the paper figure’s hand.

The paper figure jumped onto the sandy ground and began writing with flourishing strokes.

Xiaoxiao looked closely and saw that the paper figure was writing exactly the message Princess Yongning had asked it to carry.

It turned out that after Princess Yongning had that heart-to-heart conversation with Xiaoxiao that day, she was filled with doubts. When she returned, she was no longer in the mood to cry about her marriage troubles, focusing entirely on watching every move of her disfigured father.

Once suspicion took root, it was no small matter when she looked again. She suddenly discovered that sometimes her father’s expressions and behavior were completely different from before, occasionally showing an indescribable, strange old-fashioned manner.

This made Princess Yongning unable to resist testing further. During dinner with her father that evening, she specifically had the kitchen prepare a dish of stinky mandarin fish.

For those who loved it, this stinky mandarin fish was naturally salty, fresh, and appetizing.

But for those who detested it, even smelling it would make them feel nauseous.

Unfortunately, what the King of Changshan detested most was stinky mandarin fish.

Princess Yongning remembered that when she was small, a cook had accidentally made this dish and served it, making her father so nauseous that he clutched a spittoon and vomited violently, finally ordering that cook to be severely beaten with rods.

But this time, while the scent of braised stinky mandarin fish in scallions and lard was the same, her father, with half his face wrapped in bandages, showed no reaction at all. He even calmly picked up several chopstick-fulls of fish meat with his chopsticks, eating quite heartily.

That entire meal, Princess Yongning ate as if there were bones stuck in her throat. Her gaze slowly shifted from her father to the guards beside him, and then to the maids and servants in the hall. Looking closely like this, she discovered that somehow, all the close guards around her father had become unfamiliar faces.

It was as if most of the people in the manor had been replaced. Sitting at the dining table, it seemed only she remained as a familiar guest of the King of Changshan’s Manor, dining bite by bite with that disfigured father full of a strange aura.

For a moment, Princess Yongning wanted to overturn the table and loudly confront this impostor father.

But after the hot blood rushed to her head, Xiaoxiao’s parting words advising her to “plan before acting” surged to her heart.

Princess Yongning desperately suppressed her terrified heart and finally finished that tasteless dinner, then returned to her room. After dismissing the maids and servants, she took out the small paper figure Xiaoxiao had given her from her pouch and placed it in the copper basin for washing her face.

After the paper figure entered the water, it swelled slightly and began spinning and swimming in the water. After receiving Princess Yongning’s message, it leaped out the window in a few steps, jumped onto a tree, then rode a green grasshopper and hopped over the courtyard wall.

Along this journey, the small paper figure changed from grasshopper to sparrow, sparrow to crow, until it finally found Xiaoxiao.

Yu Ling’er watched the paper figure write on the ground and couldn’t help but admiringly give a thumbs up: “Xiaoxiao, your trick is brilliant! If you had known this earlier, why would you have made me transform into a fox to perform on the street to trick people out of money?”

She was referring to when they first arrived in Luoyi City and had no money for food, so Xiaoxiao led them to perform on the street, having Yu Ling’er lie in a box for a magic transformation act—an embarrassing incident.

Thinking about it now, even Xiaoxiao couldn’t help but want to laugh, but when the smile reached her lips, she swallowed it back.

Now, even if she wanted to perform on the street again, she couldn’t gather such a complete group of people…

However, Princess Yongning’s test truly verified her suspicion. That King of Changshan was indeed replaced by someone else. If her guess was correct, this King of Changshan must be Lord Can in disguise.

As for the fire that the King of Changshan encountered, it should have been a deliberately arranged accident. If the King of Changshan was Lord Can in disguise, what was his intention?

Thinking further about this fake King of Changshan forcing Princess Yongning to marry that Young Master Ye, full of endless mystery… even without a long nose, one could smell the conspiracy hidden within.

Thinking again of that moody brat Wei Jie widely opening his school gates and recruiting such a group of mountain cats and wild beasts with ulterior motives around him, it didn’t seem very appropriate, no matter how you thought about it.

Xiaoxiao wasn’t as carefree as she had appeared in front of Qin Lingxiao, and she still couldn’t let go of Wei Jie’s safety and fate.

With this decision, she felt she should return once more to personally investigate the truth hidden in these chaotic affairs.

Thinking this, Xiaoxiao immediately decided to return to Luoyi and find Princess Yongning first.

This place wasn’t very far from Luoyi—they just needed to retrace their original path.

But strangely, when Xiaoxiao and Yu Ling’er walked out of the valley and began returning, it quickly grew dark.

As the sky darkened, the floral fragrance in their nostrils grew stronger and stronger, but Xiaoxiao and Ling’er could only smell it without seeing any flowers.

Yu Ling’er’s fear of darkness never improved, and walking on the pitch-black night road made the little fox’s courage tremble slightly.

She felt that having more people would give her courage, so she blew her fox whistle to summon her clan members to keep her company.

But she blew it over and over, and still no clan members came. Only the sharp fox whistle echoed in the empty black night.

After walking for a while, Yu Ling’er suddenly pointed ahead: “Xiaoxiao, look—the other side of the river is full of blooming magnolia flowers! Could it be that we really took the wrong path earlier, and ahead is the flower valley we saw during the day?”

Xiaoxiao smelled the flower fragrance, which was indeed the magnolia scent from daylight. Looking into the distance, those magnolia flowers on the opposite bank of the shimmering river seemed to emit a faint glow, but those snow-white petals were gradually changing, seeming different from what they saw during the day! They had less elegance but more eeriness…

Yu Ling’er, drawn by the flower fragrance, couldn’t help but walk forward, and Xiaoxiao followed her to the riverbank.

Though it was already late, the ferryman hadn’t left yet—there happened to be a small boat moored at the shore.

Yu Ling’er pointed at the flower grove on the opposite bank: “Boatman, ferry us over there…”

The boatman silently raised his oar, quietly waiting for the two young women to board.

Just as the two were about to board, the bottom of Xiaoxiao’s heart once again exploded with the Demon Pearl’s noisy cursing: “Damn girl, you’re fucking taking me to die again! Have you even looked clearly at that boatman before wanting to take me on board?”

Xiaoxiao was startled by his voice, and her expression became stern. When she looked closely at the boatman, she immediately broke out in a cold sweat.

She grabbed Yu Ling’er, who had one foot almost on the boat, and at the same time, awakened as if from a dream, surveying their surroundings.

Yu Ling’er stubbornly tried to shake off her hand to board the boat, so Xiaoxiao simply grabbed the tail under her skirt, making Ling’er cry out sharply in pain and suddenly come to her senses.

Xiaoxiao looked down at Yu Ling’er’s sachet—it was filled with the dried magnolia flowers she had just received.

Xiaoxiao untied the pouch and said slowly: “I remember you used to clamor for Young Master Tang to buy you magnolia flower spices for your sachet, but Wei Jie stopped him and had him buy other spices instead, right?”

Yu Ling’er nodded: “Wei Jie doesn’t like magnolia flower fragrance, saying it has the smell of dead people.”

Xiaoxiao looked at the flower grove on the opposite bank and said slowly: “He comes from the demon-subduing Wei family, and the Wei family guards the underworld’s important places. He has naturally been to the entrance of the underworld… The dead people’s smell he mentioned is probably the scent of the other shore flowers beside the River of Forgetfulness, right?”
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“Other shore flowers? Aren’t those the demonic flowers that bloom by the River of Forgetfulness, where the three realms connect?” Yu Ling’er asked in shock.

Those other shore flowers were demonic flowers that bloomed at the intersection connecting the underworld, the human realm, and the heavenly realm. It was said their fragrance was enchanting and bewildering, making people forget all their pain and happily proceed to the realm of no worries.

Why would Wei Jie say magnolia flowers smelled like demonic flowers?

Hearing Yu Ling’er’s question, Xiaoxiao said in a heavy voice: “Perhaps these two types of flowers simply have similar scents. For instance, what we smelled during the day was indeed magnolia fragrance, but the scent now… Ling’er, don’t you feel that the darkness isn’t so frightening anymore?”

Earlier, Yu Ling’er had been timid, constantly clutching Xiaoxiao’s arm, but ever since smelling this refreshing floral fragrance, she had unconsciously released Xiaoxiao’s arm and even ran to the front, eager to cross the river quickly and pick the flowers on the opposite shore.

Yu Ling’er stared wide-eyed after hearing this, suspecting Xiaoxiao was playing a prank to frighten her, so she laughed: “Bad Xiaoxiao, you’re trying to scare me again! If the flowers across the river are other shore flowers, wouldn’t that mean we’ve reached the banks of the River of Forgetfulness…”

Yu Ling’er’s smile gradually faded because she saw Xiaoxiao’s completely serious expression, with no hint of joking.

The little fox shivered violently and couldn’t help pointing at the ferryman by the shore: “If this is the underworld, then how can there still be people here?”

Xiaoxiao looked at the dark shadow standing on that lonely boat and said softly: “Look more carefully—is he… human?”

Yu Ling’er suddenly turned to look and saw that the boatman standing on the lonely boat wearing a straw raincoat had never raised his head to look at them, and beneath his wide raincoat, it was empty, suspended in the air!

That dark shadow had no feet at all, floating in mid-air like a ghost, with only skeletal thin hands with long fingernails gripping the oar, constantly stirring in the water.

The fish and shrimp in the water seemed disturbed by the oar, jumping out of the water one after another.

Yu Ling’er had seen the particularly large fish and shrimp that Wei Jie had brought—these were the extremely yin-natured fish and shrimp that could only be found in the River of Forgetfulness at the boundary with the human realm…

Yu Ling’er thought about how she had almost boarded that boat just now and was so frightened her soul nearly flew away.

As a member of the fox clan, she naturally knew many things about the underworld’s River of Forgetfulness.

That boat ferried departed souls. If a living person mistakenly boarded the soul ferry, the moment their foot touched it, their physical body and soul would automatically separate. The body would sink through the bottomless boat into the River of Forgetfulness to become food for fish and shrimp, while the soul would be ferried to the opposite shore by the ferryman.

In other words, she had almost died just now!

But she and Xiaoxiao had been perfectly fine heading to Luoyi—how did traveling at night suddenly bring them into the underworld?

How did they enter? Could it be that the Wei family members who guarded the underworld hadn’t noticed that living people had entered the underworld?

Xiaoxiao had also almost boarded the soul ferry with Yu Ling’er just now. If not for the Demon Pearl suddenly speaking at that critical moment, both she and Yu Ling’er would have been doomed forever.

She had heard Wei Jie say that ordinary living people had strong yang energy and couldn’t enter the underworld. But if someone had smelled the fragrance of other shore flowers, they could temporarily suppress their yang energy, weaken their spirit, and be guided by the demonic flowers into the underworld.

This was also the method the Wei family used to enter and exit the underworld, except the Wei family had ancestral silver artifacts to maintain their heart and soul, so they wouldn’t get lost in the underworld.

That’s why Wei Jie extremely detested the magnolia scent that was similar to other shore flowers.

In Wei Jie’s view, this scent, similar to demonic flowers, was an invisible death warrant. He even quite disliked Yu Ling’er wearing sachets with similar scents.

After thinking this through, Xiaoxiao suddenly realized that the large magnolia grove that Young Master Ye Yi had created during the day, ostensibly to commemorate his late wife, was actually to guide them into unknowingly smelling the other shore flower fragrance mixed within.

He had even given Yu Ling’er a packet, making the fragrance-loving little fox carry these death warrants on her body.

That Young Master Ye’s reputation as a wastrel was too foul, but he was such an extraordinary and otherworldly figure that it aroused endless curiosity.

Moreover, when he spoke, his tone had an inexplicable ability to soothe people’s hearts, so even Xiaoxiao was mysteriously bewitched by him, unconsciously falling into the trap he had set step by step.

The path getting darker and darker earlier wasn’t because night had fallen, but because they were guided by the demonic flowers’ fragrance, crossing the boundary between yin and yang, and inadvertently entering the underworld’s borders, arriving at the River of Forgetfulness.

Because they had smelled the other shore flowers and were stained with the floral fragrance, masking the scent of living people, probably even the Wei family members guarding the underworld hadn’t detected that they had entered this forbidden place.

The more Xiaoxiao thought about it, the more alarmed she became. Recalling that gentle, jade-like Young Master Ye, if he had done this deliberately, how deeply terrifying would that be?

Or was he merely being used and manipulated by that fake King of Changshan?

If it was the former, this was truly killing without seeing blood, cutting throats without using a blade!

After understanding this, Xiaoxiao silently recited an incantation and raised a ball of fire in her palm to illuminate the surroundings.

Ever since the Five Phoenix possessed her, she had become quite skilled at using fire techniques.

But before the fire in her hand could even flicker, it automatically extinguished.

Xiaoxiao knew it was because the yin energy here was too heavy, and fire would also be suppressed by this dense yin energy and unable to ignite. Living people also couldn’t stay long in the underworld, or they would eventually be suppressed by the yin energy here and die…

However, Xiaoxiao herself had heavy yin energy and was possessed by the Demon Pearl, so she was relatively more adaptable. But Yu Ling’er was gradually becoming unable to withstand it, her whole body beginning to shiver.

She carried the fox clan’s spirit stone, but such treasures, to preserve their energy in the underworld, instead more quickly drained the yang energy from Yu Ling’er’s body. At this rate, Yu Ling’er probably couldn’t hold on much longer.

Xiaoxiao discovered this and felt anxious. She couldn’t find an exit for the moment, but couldn’t let Yu Ling’er suffer like this…

Thinking of this, Xiaoxiao made a decisive decision: “Ling’er, give me the spirit stone.”

Ling’er shook her head vigorously, not because she didn’t trust Xiaoxiao, but because giving Xiaoxiao the spirit stone at this time would harm Xiaoxiao!

She could feel the spirit stone absorbing her yang energy, and Xiaoxiao would probably not escape the same fate. Now she only hoped Xiaoxiao could take her corpse out and hand it over to other clan members to ensure the fox clan’s spiritual energy could continue.

In the end, the little fox burst into tears with a “wuwah” sound.

She was still so young, yet she was about to die. If she had known her life would end today, she wouldn’t have quarreled with Tang Youshu.

She would have told him properly that he was the first man in her life who truly made her heart flutter…

Xiaoxiao had no patience to listen to Yu Ling’er’s last words. She reached out with her energy and protected Ling’er’s navel, and before long, had removed that deadly spirit stone.

Then she placed the spirit stone in her navel according to the old method. Before the spirit stone could settle, the old stone in her body became violently agitated: “Dead girl! Crazy girl! You move everything onto yourself! Isn’t housing five birds enough—now you’re bringing a spirit stone up the mountain! Did a dog eat your brain? I’ve truly had eight lifetimes of bad luck to be attached to your body!”

Xiaoxiao apologized insincerely in her mind: “Sorry for not giving you a spacious private guest room! If you don’t want us all to die here, quickly help me think of a solution. How should we escape this underworld?”

She was certain this Demon Pearl should have been taken to the underworld with Wei Jie before. When the great upheaval occurred in the underworld years ago, Wei Jie had been present.

Hearing this, the Demon Pearl fell silent for a moment, as if weighing the pros and cons. But the moment the spirit stone entered her body, the Demon Pearl felt the new tenant greedily absorbing Xiaoxiao’s yang energy like a glutton. This made him, the local boss, very uncomfortable.

In this underworld territory, if he lost his living host and was left behind in the underworld, it would be difficult to escape.

After weighing things this way, the Demon Pearl began instructing the crazy girl: “The underworld has no gates—what you humans call gates is just your terminology. Only those with declining fortune or whose time has come arrive at the underworld’s entrance. However, if there are places where yin energy gathers in the yang realm, it’s more convenient for living people to pass through. Qilao Mountain has been a place contested by military forces throughout history, with countless deaths and injuries, corpses once piled like mountains, so it became what you humans call an entrance to the underworld. If you want to get out, you must find that weak barrier at Qilao Mountain.”

Xiaoxiao silently regulated her breathing, enduring the erosive sensation of the spirit stone, and asked how to find it quickly.

The Demon Pearl said, “You have naturally yin-yang eyes. As long as you resist the attraction of the other shore flowers and stabilize your mind, you can see the flow of yin and yang energy in the underworld. Whether you can find it depends on your comprehension!”

Hearing the Demon Pearl’s advice, Xiaoxiao tried looking around.

But the other shore’s flower fragrance seemed to bypass her nose and drill directly into her brain. She kept unconsciously being attracted by the flowers across the river, even walking to the riverbank several times.

Xiaoxiao thought about what the Demon Pearl had said, then suddenly reached out and pulled out a handkerchief, using it to cover her mouth and nose completely. This way, she couldn’t breathe, but it also blocked the demonic flowers’ invasion.

At this point, she looked around intently and finally discovered the mystery of the intersecting yin and yang currents.

In what had originally been a pitch-black void, two different colored gases continuously intersected. Among these constantly intersecting currents, Xiaoxiao could distinguish and sense the presence of yang energy, which all seemed to be flowing from the northeast direction.

After identifying where the yang energy was entering from, she grabbed Yu Ling’er’s hand and quickly headed there…

Setting aside Xiaoxiao and Yu Ling’er, who were led into the underworld by the demonic flowers, let’s talk about the master and disciple Wei Jie and Tang Youshu at the Luoyi City inn.

Ever since Wei Jie had seen Xiaoxiao and gone mad, chopping up the flowers and trees on the back mountain, he had settled with Tang Youshu at the inn where Xiaoxiao had previously stayed.

Tang Youshu now also couldn’t understand his master’s thoughts. For instance, he had suddenly changed his tune and accepted disciples from the Four Great Sects that he had previously looked down upon.

Another example was that among so many inns in Luoyi City, his master had chosen only the one where Xiaoxiao had stayed, and among so many rooms in the inn, he had chosen the one Cui Xiaoxiao had lived in.

Cui Xiaoxiao and the others had just checked out, and according to the shop assistant, even the room’s pillows and bedding hadn’t been changed, but his master had waved his hand grandly, saying no need to change, and moved right in…

Tang Youshu now looked at his master with a sense of trepidation.

By rights, Wei Jie with his restored divine nature should have been like his master from the previous life when his demonic nature wasn’t acting up—cold as a person, but still a gentleman. His treatment of disciples wasn’t exactly kind, but he taught wholeheartedly.

But the current master, with those purple eyes always dark and gloomy, moody and unpredictable, was exactly like Wei Jie from the previous life when his demonic nature was acting up.

Tang Youshu had just watched those newly accepted disciples trying to flatter Wei Jie several times, especially Ling Zhishan, who always tried to make conversation with their master.

Several times, their master’s slender fingers had caressed the Heaven’s Punishment Sword.

This made Tang Youshu’s heart pound with fear, worried that their master would grow impatient and, like when his demonic nature erupted in the previous life, create a bloodbath over the slightest disagreement, with corpses strewn everywhere.

When their master entered the room alone, Tang Youshu truly breathed a sigh of relief.

He had been thinking lately whether he should find a way to reverse time again. He really shouldn’t have let his master restore his divine nature so early, making him so moody and unpredictable, as if possessed by demons. If Xiaoxiao were here… would master’s temper become more normal?

Thinking of this, he looked up at that pitch-black room, thinking his master must be taking advantage of the beautiful moonlight to meditate and cultivate!

At this moment, his master, who should have been meditating and cultivating, was in the dim room, slowly removing his robes, revealing his strong, powerful chest, then sitting on the bed and slowly lying down on the somewhat disheveled bedding…

The bedding had long grown cold, no longer holding the warmth of that person, but when he pressed his face against the pillow, carefully sniffing, he could still capture a trace of sweet scent on the coarse cloth pillow.

Wei Jie now indulged himself, closing his purple eyes and immersing himself in this fleeting sweet scent, as if he were embracing that woman in wet, soaked clothes, entwined intimately on this pillow and bedding…

Before he could become more wanton, that tearing pain in his forehead struck again! Stopping his further lascivious thoughts.

Frustrated and agitated, Wei Jie roughly tore the coarse cloth pillow in his hands in half, and an indescribable emptiness scattered throughout the room along with the pillow stuffing and grain husks flying everywhere…

He painfully half-closed his increasingly dark eyes, his thin lips slightly parting then tightly closing, finally moaning softly in the room’s coldness: “Xiao… xiao!”

In the room’s complete coldness, he slightly extended his hand, wanting to grasp something. But the clear moonlight passed through his fingers—he could grasp nothing.

He couldn’t help but close his eyes and, as usual, judge her current location based on the Demon Pearl’s aura on her body.

In the past, this had been very simple. When Xiaoxiao’s emotions fluctuated greatly, he could even sense her joy and sorrow.

But today, after searching with closed eyes for a long time, he found nothing.

Cui Xiaoxiao… had seemingly vanished into thin air!

Wei Jie suddenly sat up, closed his eyes, gathered his energy, and searched again. This time he still found nothing, as if that young woman’s aura had suddenly disappeared from this world…

How could this be?

An indescribable panic struck again along with a splitting headache, but he ignored the pain, thinking only of one thing: he… seemed to have lost control of something important…

When Cui Xiaoxiao had left Ghost Stone Cliff, he could remain calm and composed. During those days when he couldn’t see Cui Xiaoxiao, he could also maintain his composure.

All of this had one major prerequisite—that he could know Xiaoxiao’s exact location at any time, who she was with, what she was doing, and what great joys or sorrows she was experiencing at that moment!

As long as she was somewhere he couldn’t see, cultivating well without bothering each other, that was the ideal state he found most desirable.

But once Xiaoxiao did something beyond his expectations, that damn girl would disturb his peace of mind and affect his ascension progress.

For instance, her wanting to establish the ridiculous Hehuan Sect! Even changing the name couldn’t hide the impropriety of this sect!

Otherwise, why would those traitors from the Four Great Sects circle her drooling like wolves seeing fresh meat!

If not for fearing the loss of cultivation and degradation of his divine nature, for a moment, Wei Jie had wanted to very simply pierce through those lechers one by one with his sword, making them thoroughly cool.

To prevent Xiaoxiao from causing trouble, he reluctantly accepted those persistent pests for her, actually hoping Xiaoxiao would focus and properly improve her cultivation.

But now he couldn’t find her!

When he discovered she had escaped his control, Wei Jie’s anxiety lurking at the bottom of his heart immediately blazed up like wildfire.

He couldn’t even wait a moment—he had to find that damn girl immediately!

Just then, someone below the inn called out loudly: “Is Wei Jie of Ghost Stone Cliff here? The King of Changshan, having heard that the Immortal Lord has come here, specifically sent this humble one to invite the Immortal Lord!”

As if the host anticipated that Wei Jie might not accept the invitation, the person added: “Our King of Changshan says that if the Immortal Lord cannot find a certain old friend, he might as well come sit at his manor—there might be some unexpected gains… Aiya!”

The messenger below hadn’t finished speaking when he felt a flash before his eyes, and his throat was instantly gripped by a cold, tall man who was grinding his teeth and asking word by word: “Who is this old friend you speak of? Tell me again!”

The messenger was frightened by Wei Jie’s cold aura and could only whimper and struggle: “I don’t know either. You should go to the manor early to ask our prince…”

Before his words were finished, the man gripping his throat disappeared again. A scholar in white cloth robes carrying a bamboo basket jumped from the inn’s second floor, chasing while shouting: “Master, wait for your disciple…”

That lingering voice echoed in the midnight, able to travel far, but couldn’t reach the underworld’s nine springs.

At this time, Xiaoxiao’s mouth and nose had been covered for a long time, holding her breath as she moved forward. Fortunately, her inner core had initially formed, allowing her to hold her breath for an hour, or she would have suffocated long ago.

Fortunately, both of them were agile, and Yu Ling’er simply transformed into a fox, carrying Xiaoxiao as they moved quickly forward.

Like this, the two followed that ethereal yang energy, wandering in the underworld for who knows how long, and finally reached a bright entrance.

Yu Ling’er could no longer smell that alluring floral fragrance.

She couldn’t help but breathe a sigh of relief and said to Xiaoxiao, “I can’t smell those other shore flowers here anymore. Are we about to escape?”

Xiaoxiao looked at the yang energy continuously flowing into that bright place and nodded: “This should be the entrance.”

After speaking, both prepared to head toward the entrance. But when they approached, a repelling force suddenly bounced them both back.

Yu Ling’er fell heavily to the ground, crying out in pain: “What’s happening? Why can’t we get out?”

Xiaoxiao tried touching it with her finger and was also repelled.

She stared intently for a while, then said seriously: “It seems someone on the other side has sealed this exit.”

Yu Ling’er panicked upon hearing this: “Then what do we do? We can’t get out?”

Xiaoxiao knew that someone had deliberately tricked them into coming here and didn’t want them to return alive. It seemed that the person had also anticipated they might find the exit, which is why they had sealed this rare exit.

But Xiaoxiao was worried about more than Yu Ling’er.

This exit was at the Wei family’s Qilao Mountain. The Wei family wouldn’t seal the underworld they guarded without reason.

Could it be that someone had controlled the Wei family? Thinking of the Wei family’s tragic fate in the previous life, Xiaoxiao’s heart involuntarily tightened.

Just then, she inadvertently turned around and suddenly discovered that in the direction opposite the exit, there was a water pool. Above that pool, water drops had somehow begun dripping steadily, drop by drop, gradually forming a pool on the empty ground.

When Yu Ling’er and Xiaoxiao approached, they discovered the water surface was like a mirror, actually reflecting human figures.

Yu Ling’er stared in amazement at the image of Tang Youshu sobbing in the water, asking in confusion: “What’s wrong with Young Master Tang? Why is he crying so sadly?”

In the mirror, Tang Youshu seemed to be in Lord Can’s manor.

He dispersed the burnt talisman ashes in his hand and couldn’t help but murmur with tears in his eyes: “How can this be? They’re gone… Even using soul-summoning techniques, I can’t find any trace of them…”

Beside Tang Youshu stood a tall man in black robes, cold as ice—it was Wei Jie.

From beginning to end, his expression hadn’t moved at all, as if he were a statue carved from a thousand-year-old ice.

Opposite Tang Youshu was a man in fine clothes with his face wrapped in gauze, speaking in Lord Can’s voice with a low laugh: “Two young girls were also easy to deceive, following the flower fragrance to the underworld. Now they should have already boarded the soul ferry, with their bodies sunk into the River of Forgetfulness to feed the fish and shrimp, right? What to do—even if Master Tang has a way to summon back their departed souls, he can’t summon back their bodies. Please accept my condolences and don’t be too sorrowful.”

It seemed this master and disciple had also discovered the fake King of Changshan’s flaws and had personally come to confront him.

That fake King of Changshan took this opportunity to reveal the situation of the two trapped in the underworld.

Seeing this, Xiaoxiao’s heart sank heavily.

She suddenly remembered that Wei Jie had once said that when people died and entered the underworld, if their beloved relatives in the yang realm missed the deceased extremely, they would shed tears of heartbreak.

These tears would condense into a mirror in the underworld for the deceased to see their beloved relatives’ situation.

After viewing, it would be the end of earthly ties, from then on separated by yin and yang, never to meet again.

From their conversation, it was clear that tricking them into the underworld was indeed the work of this fake King of Changshan.

Tang Youshu and the others had just learned of this, so Tang Youshu had used the Talisman Sect’s soul-summoning technique to determine their life or death. Unable to find Yu Ling’er and the others, Tang Youshu’s heartbroken tears gathered in the underworld to form a mirror, allowing Xiaoxiao and Yu Ling’er to see this final meeting…

If Tang Youshu had used deception against Cui Xiaoxiao and heartlessly driven away Yu Ling’er, the sincere tears he shed now contained no false elements; otherwise, they wouldn’t have formed a mirror in the underworld for Xiaoxiao and the others to see.

Unfortunately, belated true feelings were cheaper than grass. Now they were separated by yin and yang, and might never meet again.
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However, the little fox was quite susceptible to this approach.

Watching Tang Youshu painfully calling out in low voices for Ling’er and Xiaoxiao, the little fox also choked up: “Young Master Tang, I’m here, I’m still alive! Don’t listen to his nonsense!”

Cui Xiaoxiao silently watched the water mirror. The tall man in the mirror maintained an expressionless face from beginning to end, as if the deaths of the two women had nothing to do with him.

Xiaoxiao knew that Wei Jie could sense her through the Demon Pearl’s aura. When she disappeared from the yang realm, he couldn’t possibly be unaware.

He didn’t even need to use talismans like Tang Youshu to confirm—he could sense that she was no longer in this world.

Yet that face, handsome as a banished immortal, showed no trace of sorrow. Even if she was no longer his lover, she had at least been a companion who had traveled part of the way with him. Could it be that to a man determined to cultivate immortality and attain the Dao, she was as insignificant as a roadside ant?

It seemed that those who had restored their divine nature truly had reached higher realms and wouldn’t, like mortals, shed tears over personal life and death.

Xiaoxiao didn’t want to become a stumbling block on Wei Jie’s path to immortal ascension, but seeing that he could be so heartless as to not shed even a single tear still made her heart ache with disappointment.

Xiaoxiao had always held hope for Wei Jie—that the Jie’er who always smiled at her might one day return. But now, she could finally give up completely.

That Wei Jie, who had shed tears of heartblood for her in the Phoenix Secret Realm… truly could never be found again…

Xiaoxiao slightly turned her head, no longer wanting to look at that mirror.

When Master Tang Youshu’s tears dried up, that mirror would disappear. They would also sever their final connection with the yang realm.

She should be content. At least she had benefited from Ling’er’s presence and received some sincere tears from Master Tang Youshu.

Her fate as Cui Xiaoxiao of “Ten Wounds” was too harsh. Living in this world, she was destined to have no father or mother, no sons or daughters, no ties or attachments. This was quite good, wasn’t it?

This was very good, very good indeed…

Just as she was feeling dejected, the intoxicating scent of other shore flowers faintly began to permeate her nostrils again…

Terrible! Just a moment of dejection, and she was bewitched by the demonic flowers again! She knew this wasn’t a good sign—those with weakened will were more easily bewitched by the demonic flowers.

And being in the underworld at this time, she should guard her true heart even more carefully to avoid being bewitched by death!

It was too late to hold her breath again. The demonic flower fragrance seemed to drill into her brain, making her consciousness somewhat hazy. Unknowingly, the distant River of Forgetfulness appeared before her eyes again, accompanied by the sound of splashing oars. Her feet seemed magnetically attracted, numbly and mechanically walking slowly in that direction…

Xiaoxiao’s consciousness was clear—she knew she needed to turn back, couldn’t continue walking. She didn’t want to die!

But at this moment, her body seemed possessed by a nightmare. She couldn’t speak or turn back, only desperately widening her eyes, trying to concentrate her will to control her steps.

The Demon Pearl was also extremely anxious. It didn’t want to perish with Xiaoxiao, so it cursed at Cui Xiaoxiao with every profanity, telling her to turn back quickly.

Finally, perhaps driven to desperation, the Demon Pearl began listing dish names—crystal pork knuckle, steamed mandarin fish, crab roe soup dumplings—trying to tempt her.

If Xiaoxiao weren’t possessed and unable to control herself, hearing the Demon Pearl coaxing her with such an anxious tone, saying it would take her to eat delicious food, she probably would have laughed out loud.

Just as she was in a dazed state, Yu Ling’er’s scream came from behind her: “Oh no, how… how did another blood-red mirror appear?”

Xiaoxiao had also heard new dripping sounds. Somehow, she suddenly gasped in shock, the demonic possession was broken, and she could finally turn back to look…

Beside the mirror formed by Tang Youshu’s tears, fresh blood suddenly began dripping down, and these blood-red drops gathered together to form a blood-red water mirror.

The water surface reflected Wei Jie’s figure, but he no longer seemed to be at Lord Can’s manor. Instead, he stood on the slope of Qilao Mountain, where the broken walls and ruins that Wei Jie had shattered last time remained!

It seemed that when he heard Xiaoxiao was in the underworld, he hadn’t delayed and immediately flew on his sword, reaching the underworld entrance at Qilao Mountain in an instant.

But he wasn’t crying! Only his eyes could no longer show any purple—they were completely dark red like thick blood.

Xiaoxiao was somewhat puzzled: How was this blood-red mirror of yin-yang longing formed?

Wei Jie seemed to have gotten into conflict with the Wei family’s silver-armored soldiers, but he seemed too lazy to entangle with them. He simply used the Heaven’s Punishment Sword to create shockwaves all the way, scattering the silver-armored soldiers, then charged straight to the underworld entrance at Qilao Mountain.

At this time, the Wei family grandmother was leading the clan elders to guard the entrance, preventing Wei Jie from approaching.

“Ah Jie, what are you trying to do? Don’t you know that every ten years, on the fifteenth of the eighth month, is the day when the underworld gates are sealed? Even we of the demon-subduing Wei family cannot approach the underworld ghost gate. What are you barging in here for?”

Wei Jie’s purple eyes had turned black, staring at the chaotic entrance behind the Wei family grandmother: “I… want to go in and bring someone out.”

The Wei family grandmother opened her mouth without hesitation: “No! On the day of sealing, no one can approach the underworld entrance. This is the rule left by our ancestors…”

Before grandmother could finish speaking, Wei Jie interrupted in a low voice. He seemed trapped in insoluble thoughts, talking to himself: “She’s very afraid of loneliness. It’s so dark and cold there, she won’t like it…”

After murmuring to himself, the tall man’s eyes suddenly radiated demonic killing intent. He leaped into the air like lightning and thunder, jumping to the cave entrance.

Before anyone could react, his hand had already reached toward the underworld gate.

But on the sealing day that occurred once every ten years, this underworld gate would have layer upon layer of Wei family seals—impossible to enter or exit.

Wei Jie’s hand pressed against the entrance, but he couldn’t push open that thick chaos no matter how hard he tried.

But at this time, Xiaoxiao in the underworld saw what seemed to be a man’s large palm appearing in the chaos at the exit.

She rushed over and pressed her hand against that palm, shouting: “Wei Jie, I’m here, I’m not dead yet!”

Unfortunately, her shouts couldn’t penetrate the chaos separating yin and yang.

Wei Jie’s large palm convulsively clawed at the chaos that couldn’t be torn open. Suddenly, his palm exerted force and struck fiercely at the seal.

After his divine nature was restored, his spiritual power had increased dramatically. The force of this palm was primordial spirit power that shook the four seas and eight wildernesses, immediately causing cracks in the Wei family’s layered totemic seals.

When the seals became somewhat loose, the wailing sounds of countless ghosts and spirits from the underworld could also be faintly heard through the cracks.

In those sounds of underworld spirits wailing, Wei Jie faintly heard an extremely weak, barely audible voice calling “Wei Jie.”

Just for that instant, this faint trembling voice was drowned in the sobbing of countless underworld spirits.

The cracked seals merged again, also cutting off all the hellish wailing.

Wei Jie was certain he had indeed heard Cui Xiaoxiao’s voice! She had truly strayed into the underworld and could hardly return!

As a member of the Wei family, Wei Jie knew too well what fate awaited living people who mistakenly entered the underworld.

At this time, the woman who always made his heart tear apart should have already been attracted by the other shore flowers, had her soul separated from her body, and her physical form sunk to the bottom of the River of Forgetfulness.

Otherwise, how could he hear her departed spirit’s wailing?

Wei Jie thought coldly: Good, dying was also good. Without her enchantment, he wouldn’t have to suffer the agony of a torn heart and mind anymore, enduring splitting headaches every night. That would truly be wonderful…!

Thinking this, his expressionless face slightly contorted, and his calm, waveless eyes seethed with the pain of hot oil torture.

The blue flame mark on his forehead had become blindingly bright. Previously, whenever pain struck, Wei Jie would subconsciously stop being emotional and stop thinking about that woman who disturbed his peace of mind.

But this time, even with a splitting headache, the emotions that had been suppressed and accumulated in his heart for so long could no longer be contained, like howling lava.

The brand that sealed mortal emotions seemed to have failed. The man’s cold, icy eyes had become as black as ink, and finally, accompanied by a man’s uncontrolled, angry roar, the heartblood that had long accumulated into a river in his heart flowed out uncontrollably like a bursting dam!

Xiaoxiao in the underworld heard Wei Jie’s tragic, angry roar filling her ears. She understood too well why Wei Jie was having such symptoms!

He… how was he shedding tears of heartblood again? Did he think she had drowned in the River of Forgetfulness, so he was heartbroken and grieving?

For a moment, Xiaoxiao’s heart also seemed to be extremely pulled by great joy and sorrow!

The joy was that Wei Jie wasn’t indifferent to her.

But more than that was fear and worry—she couldn’t get out now! She couldn’t immediately rush to Wei Jie’s side to tell him she was fine and still alive!

Last time, Wei Jie had only shed a few drops of heartblood tears and had been greatly weakened as a result.

Now his blood tears flowed like a river, scalding down his face. If he didn’t control his emotions, how could he still have life left?

Watching the blood mirror in front of her expand more and more, Xiaoxiao anxiously jumped and shouted at the mirror: “Tang Youshu! And those Wei family people! Are you dead? Just watching Wei Jie shed blood tears like this! What about that damn divine nature! Isn’t it supposed to be emotionless and desireless? How is it useless now?”

Yu Ling’er’s sadness over life and death separation was also mostly scared away by Cui Xiaoxiao, only asking uncertainly: “Xiaoxiao, are we going to die here?”

Die? That was impossible! If she didn’t get out, Wei Jie would probably enter the underworld too!

But the next situation was worse than Xiaoxiao had anticipated.

In the blood mirror, Wei Jie suddenly stared with his pitch-black eyes and frantically headed toward the underworld gate again. It seemed he was determined to tear open the seal and go find Xiaoxiao’s soul.

Even when Wei family guards came to stop him, Wei Jie showed no mercy. His techniques seemed intent on tearing apart and cutting down all who blocked his path.

Several Wei family guards were sent flying by him, vomiting blood—whether they lived or died was unknown.

At this time, only Wei family head Wei Jingfeng, Wei family grandmother, and a few clan elders remained standing in Wei Jie’s path…

Xiaoxiao’s heart pounded violently. Watching Wei Jie gradually lose his sanity due to losing his heartblood, showing signs of demonization.

She suddenly understood the purpose of the enemy hidden in the shadows, luring her into the underworld!

Could it be that everything they had carefully arranged… was to force Wei Jie to become a demon again?

If things continued to develop this way, Wei Jie could easily be controlled by his heart demon, lose his reason, and make the grave mistake of harming his Wei family grandmother and blood relatives!

This human tribulation was approaching and seemed unavoidable!

Thinking of this, Xiaoxiao took a deep breath, closed her eyes, and said to the Demon Pearl: “Quick, I’ll give you the chance to possess my body. I want to demonize immediately!”

Since Wei Jie could just now shake open the seal, then she definitely could do it too!

Since she couldn’t exit the underworld gate as a human, she would become a demon. After demonization, she would break open the Wei family’s seal.

The Demon Pearl in her body was refined from Demon Lord Wei Jie’s body. After demonization, Wei Jie could open the four seas and eight wildernesses, entering and exiting the three realms as if no one were there.

She also wanted to become a demon to rapidly strengthen her spiritual power!

Hearing Xiaoxiao’s words, the Demon Pearl was about to curse with a shrill voice again: “Saying such things, did birds eat your brain? You have five phoenixes on your body—do you know how hard I’m having it now? Every day, I’m being death-stared by five birds. I don’t even dare to doze off! If I trigger your demonic nature, what if they come to eat me?”

Xiaoxiao didn’t think those five phoenixes would act up in the underworld, a place of extreme yin.

But the Demon Pearl was scared witless by the birds and refused to demonize Xiaoxiao no matter what.

Xiaoxiao didn’t want to waste words with the Demon Pearl anymore. She coldly warned it to perform better later—if it couldn’t manage, don’t blame her for digging it out afterward and stomping it to pieces!

The word “couldn’t” was too insulting. Like some men, the Demon Pearl was hurt in its pride by the scolding and angrily raised its voice.

Xiaoxiao was too lazy to pay attention to this old stone. She closed her eyes and recalled her experience of becoming a demon due to the backlash of Ghost Sect’s Wan Lian Shi’s power.

The key to demonization was letting one’s primordial spirit temporarily disappear, allowing the demonic nature to take the upper hand and become the main body controlling this physical form…

Thinking of this, Xiaoxiao decisively pulled out a Soul-Stabilizing Talisman and said to Yu Ling’er beside her: “When I demonize, you remove the talisman. Also, stay far away so I don’t hurt you.”

Even though Yu Ling’er was simple-minded, she felt Xiaoxiao was courting death. Staring wide-eyed, she asked: “Will this… work?”

Xiaoxiao was extremely anxious and simply glared: “Hurry up! Stop wasting words!”

Yu Ling’er was scared into shrinking her neck and immediately stuck the Soul-Stabilizing Talisman on Xiaoxiao’s forehead.

The moment the Soul-Stabilizing Talisman was applied, Xiaoxiao’s primordial spirit was momentarily lost. In that instant, her eyes slowly turned blood red, her long hair rose like silk in mid-air, and though her whole body remained motionless, she radiated an unmistakable demonic aura.

Yu Ling’er remembered Xiaoxiao’s instructions, gritted her teeth, reached out her arm, and tremblingly tore off the Soul-Stabilizing Talisman.

The demonized girl moved her neck, then turned her blood-red, bewitching phoenix eyes, staring at Yu Ling’er with a demonic expression as if she wanted to eat fox meat.

Yu Ling’er hurriedly prepared to hide according to Xiaoxiao’s instructions.

But then she realized the underworld was empty—there wasn’t even a pebble. Where could she hide?

The little fox felt she had been tricked by Xiaoxiao and could only transform into her original form, curling into a furry ball, then using her fox paws to cover her face with her big tail, silently chanting: “Can’t see me! Can’t see me! Fox meat is gamey! Fox meat doesn’t taste good…”

However, her worries were excessive. This time, after Xiaoxiao became a demon, she seemed different from her previous bloodthirsty appearance. She retained a trace of clarity. Her blackened, elongated fingernails stopped just as they were about to grab the little fox, and she even said somewhat roughly to Yu Ling’er: “Get farther away. I’m going to crash through the barrier seal!”

Yu Ling’er was somewhat puzzled as to why Xiaoxiao was so reasonable this time. When she moved her tail and saw the faint glow emanating from Xiaoxiao’s navel, she suddenly understood.

That’s right, the fox clan’s light—that ten-thousand-year spirit stone was on Xiaoxiao’s body!

Unexpectedly, this spirit stone could allow Xiaoxiao to retain a trace of reason while demonized, so although Xiaoxiao’s language was rough and violent, she still feared hurting Yu Ling’er and told her to stay away.

Just then, the long-haired, red-eyed, bewitching girl took a deep breath, suddenly leaped up, accumulating tremendous demonic energy, and struck toward the barrier entrance like lightning.

As she leaped, five-colored light seemed to emanate from her neck.

Yu Ling’er stared in amazement as, the moment Xiaoxiao leaped up, five phoenix light shadows suddenly materialized around her, stretching their necks to cry out, spreading their wings and trailing their tails, circling Xiaoxiao as they moved forward together…

The demonic nature Xiaoxiao radiated awakened the sleeping five phoenixes again. But her demonic nature was too strong, and with Nuwa’s spirit stone protecting her body, the five phoenixes were aroused to excitement and agitation, constantly circling Xiaoxiao, actually becoming Xiaoxiao’s guardian spirits.

At this time, the fierce battle outside the ghost gate in the Yang Realm continued.

Wei Jie, gradually demonized due to extreme grief, didn’t recognize anyone. He was single-mindedly determined to open the underworld gate and rescue Xiaoxiao, who had cried out miserably earlier.

Those trapped in obsession were most easily demonized. If a great power like Wei Jie, whose golden core had already nearly transformed into a Yuan Ying stage, became a demon, it would truly be a catastrophe that would bring suffering to all living beings!

The Wei family grandmother watched her grandson unexpectedly become a demon without warning, her heart feeling as if cut by knives. In a trance, she seemed to experience again the pain of the family’s eldest son Wei Jingling’s suicide.

She had now understood that Wei Jie’s insistence on opening the ghost gate was actually because that girl Xiaoxiao had mistakenly entered the underworld.

Would both this father and son be lost to the word “love”?

Wei family head Wei Jingfeng had already taken a direct palm strike to the chest from Wei Jie while protecting his mother earlier.

If Tang Youshu hadn’t arrived in time to raise an energy shield and block for Wei Jingfeng, he would have almost died on the spot from shattered meridians and internal organs.

But Tang Youshu’s energy shield was also shattered by Wei Jie, and even Tang Youshu was knocked far away, unable to get up for a while.

The Wei family grandmother silently stood in front of her grandson, holding several silver needles in her hand. If Ah Jie lost his sanity and came to attack her, she didn’t plan to dodge. Even if it meant death, she would insert the silver needles into Ah Jie’s spiritual acupoints.

If her death could restore her grandson’s clear consciousness, then she would rather sacrifice this old life of hers…

Just as the murderous Wei Jie was about to rush to the Wei family grandmother, the guard at the cave entrance shouted again: “Family head! There’s another anomaly in the ghost gate!”

The Wei family members outside the cave also noticed the abnormality at the underworld entrance. The seals at the cave mouth were bulging and contracting, as if some evil demon inside was attacking the seals, eager to come out!

Every ten years on the fifteenth of the eighth month, although it was the Mid-Autumn reunion day, for the Wei family, it was a time to be on high alert.

Because every year at this time, perhaps due to the full moon’s influence, strange things would always try to invade through the underworld ghost gate. So the Wei family ancestral teachings stated that every Mid-Autumn full moon night, they must be vigilantly prepared and not slack off.

Especially this year, the moon suddenly showed an eerie red color—a sign of an anomaly.

Naturally, the Wei family didn’t dare to slack off, but they hadn’t expected Wei Jie to become a demon and try to break into the underworld gate.

Even more unexpected was that at this time, something in the underworld also seemed to want to break through the seal and come out.

For a moment, several Wei family guardians made demon-subduing gestures, infusing spiritual power into the cave entrance seals, trying to suppress the disturbance.

But in the next instant, the sharp sound of the phoenix’s cries suddenly came clearly from the cracks in the seal. At the same time, the seals completely burst open.

First, five phoenix light shadows spiraled out, then merged into one, instantly disappearing into the chaos of the ghost gate.

The next moment, a black-haired girl appeared in the five-colored light, as if phoenix wings had grown from her back, breaking out of the dark underworld ghost gate like emerging from a cocoon.

Her white dress hem danced and swayed in mid-air. Through her flying hair, one could see those bewitching red eyes, plus her ambiguous demon-like appearance, her whole body radiating an indescribable demonic aura.

When Xiaoxiao landed, the Wei family’s silver-armored army formed a tight circle around her. But Xiaoxiao’s eyes at this time held only Wei Jie, who was weeping tears of blood. He was currently attacking the Wei family grandmother directly.

Xiaoxiao swept her sleeve, scattering the crowd surrounding her, flew to the murderous Wei Jie, and with one palm pushed away the grandmother who was standing straight, ready to meet Wei Jie’s attack.

She had already become a demon and endured so many fated tribulations for Wei Jie—how could she watch all previous efforts go to waste? Wouldn’t all her previous suffering have been in vain?

Whether Wei Jie became a demon or not depended on her decision! He couldn’t decide for himself!

Thinking this, Xiaoxiao raised her arm with energy, blocking Wei Jie’s fierce attack while shouting: “Wei Jie, I’m still alive…”

But Wei Jie was deeply possessed by demons and didn’t recognize anyone. His heart held only the obsession to open the ghost gate. Even with Xiaoxiao, the person in question, appearing before his eyes, he seemed not to recognize her in his confusion!

When Xiaoxiao blocked his path, his techniques became even stronger. He simply put away his sword and changed to using his palms to attack Xiaoxiao.

At this time, after becoming a demon, Wei Jie didn’t restrain his spiritual aura at all. All his techniques carried desperate killing intent, every move targeting Xiaoxiao’s arms, shoulders, or neck.

If it were someone else, after barely taking a few moves, they would show openings and be mercilessly torn apart by Wei Jie.

But Xiaoxiao was no longer human now—she had become a half-demon body.

Moreover, when her demonic nature was triggered, it awakened the five phoenixes attached to her body. Plus, the fox clan’s spirit stone at her navel guarded her spiritual platform. With all these enhancements, if she still couldn’t handle this boy, what face would she have to meet all these golden, glittering protective treasures on her body?

When everyone looked up to see two light shadows, one black and one white, fighting in mid-air, they discovered that the long-haired girl moved as nimbly as a phoenix, dodging flexibly in the air, seizing weapons barehanded. Her body techniques were not inferior to Wei Jie’s at all!

Even the Wei family grandmother stared in amazement, murmuring: “Red moon anomaly—could it be hinting at the emergence of twin demons? What kind of background does Cui Xiaoxiao have? I… have never seen a demon using five phoenixes as guardian spirits… Could this be the Demon King manifesting in the world to bring suffering to all living beings?”
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At this time, the red moon in the sky became increasingly eerie, and the two people entangled in mid-air fought even more fiercely.

Unlike Wei Jie’s lethal techniques filled with killing intent, Demon Girl Cui’s moves were more like frustrated exasperation at his failure to live up to expectations.

After nimbly dodging Wei Jie’s energy shield attacks, she finally found an opportunity to catch him off-guard and delivered two hard slaps across the man’s cold, handsome yet demonic face: “Wake up right now! I’m still alive! What are you crying funeral tears for? Snap out of it! Look what you almost did to grandmother!”

This fierce fighting style made Tang Youshu involuntarily cover his face.

This youngest disciple of his usually seemed carefree and cheerful, but when provoked, she was truly formidable…

Wei Jie’s face was slapped to one side, but those pitch-black eyes kept staring at Xiaoxiao intently. Even when Xiaoxiao slapped his face several more times, he didn’t dodge, only maintaining a numb, cold expression while letting Xiaoxiao strike him.

But the dense demonic nature in his eyes grew ever more intense, and his techniques to capture Xiaoxiao became faster and more unpredictable.

Fortunately, Xiaoxiao’s body was constantly surrounded by five phoenix guardian spirits, emitting sharp cries that formed a five-colored shield protecting her.

However, Xiaoxiao inwardly cursed—that old demon stone was obviously “inadequate.” As the fighting and entanglement prolonged, she could feel the demonic nature in her body gradually receding and probably couldn’t sustain much longer.

But Wei Jie seemed desperately seeking something. His heart demon was continuously nourished, and the demonic nature on his body didn’t weaken but grew stronger and stronger.

When that overwhelming oppressive force struck, it truly made one suffocate and unable to breathe!

She remembered Wei Jie once saying that her personality wasn’t suited for demonization. Now, seeing this man who could instantly demonize, she finally understood what it meant to have a constitution suited for demonization.

Wei Jie truly was a born Demon Lord! She even had the illusion that despite having shed heartblood and depleted his vital energy, when fighting with her, he seemed to have endless stamina…

Thinking of Wei Jie’s later demonic period in the previous life, when he battled enemies with ruthless killing across thousands of miles, Xiaoxiao dared not be overconfident.

She might not be able to hold on much longer, and only hoped to minimize the carnage Wei Jie would cause.

So while confronting Wei Jie in combat, she called out to the people on the ground: “Quickly, after Yu Ling’er comes out, seal the underworld gate, then get far away from here. Don’t stay and increase Wei Jie’s killing count! Tang Youshu! Explain the consequences to everyone, evacuate them quickly, and don’t let Wei Jie go on a killing spree!”

This was the first time in Xiaoxiao’s life she had called her master by his full name.

Tang Youshu’s eyes filled with tears, naturally understanding the implicit meaning in Xiaoxiao’s words: she was telling him to clear the field to prevent Wei Jie from sinning killing blood relatives.

If he truly experienced the tribulation of killing blood relatives, his master would probably have demonic nature penetrate his very bones, making it difficult to return to the righteous path.

But if they all left, wouldn’t Xiaoxiao be…

No, if someone truly had to be sacrificed, it should be him, this insignificant disciple. Otherwise, if Wei Jie killed Xiaoxiao, he would still be driven to demonization by regret!

The moment Yu Ling’er emerged from the underworld gate, Wei Jingfeng, clutching his injured chest, worked with his mother and the elders to quickly repair the damaged seal.

When Xiaoxiao had emerged from the cave earlier, although underworld demons had tried to escape with her, Xiaoxiao’s body carried five phoenix guardian spirits that intimidated those demons, preventing them from daring to emerge alongside her. This avoided the consequence of the underworld gate being wide open with demons escaping.

After sealing the underworld ghost gate, the Wei family matriarch looked worriedly at the girl entangled in combat with Wei Jie in mid-air, unwilling to heed Tang Youshu’s advice to leave.

Now she could see that the girl had demonized herself to perform the righteous act of a bodhisattva saving people! While the one who had become a demon and didn’t recognize anyone was her grandson.

In such circumstances, if all the Wei family left, leaving a young girl to handle everything alone, it would truly be hard to pass the test of conscience!

“That girl is fighting desperately—how can we leave her alone?” The Wei family grandmother meant that others could withdraw, but she and her son Wei Jingfeng should stay to help Xiaoxiao.

Seeing the Wei family grandmother stubbornly refusing to leave, Xiaoxiao could only think of a solution as her demonic nature was about to be exhausted.

She remembered that when her demonic nature had erupted last time, being in water seemed to slightly alleviate it.

With crowds of people on the ground now, she needed to get Wei Jie away from the people at Qilao Mountain.

Thinking of this, Xiaoxiao decided to use a teleportation technique to send herself and Wei Jie to Yun River in front of Qilao Mountain!

The Talisman Sect’s teleportation technique could instantly move people to different locations. As long as the distance wasn’t too far, it could usually deliver accurately.

Unfortunately, Xiaoxiao hadn’t mastered this advanced skill yet, but in such a life-or-death moment, she could only try.

Just as Wei Jie finally grabbed Xiaoxiao’s shoulder, Xiaoxiao bit her tongue tip, dipped her finger in blood, drew talismans in the air while reciting incantations, and waved toward the sky.

In the blink of an eye, the two people mid-air were swept away by the water waves and disappeared.

This incantation also exhausted what little demonic nature Xiaoxiao had left. When they instantly teleported above Yun River, Xiaoxiao’s red eyes disappeared, her demonic nature receded, and the five phoenix guardian spirits also vanished into deep sleep as her demonic nature dissipated.

Damn! She had recited the spell to transfer only Wei Jie, but how did this bastard drag her along by grabbing her shoulder?

Xiaoxiao backhanded a palm strike to push him away, but suddenly felt her true energy completely depleted, her whole body falling straight down—my life is over!

The injured girl’s dress hem fluttered like a butterfly with broken wings, falling straight from mid-air.

But that demonized man seemed unwilling to let her go, actually pursuing her all the way. Just as she was about to fall into the river, his iron grip firmly grasped her slender wrist, pulling her into his embrace.

At the same time, his other large hand once again gripped Xiaoxiao’s slender neck.

Xiaoxiao had no strength to resist at this point and could only smile helplessly, weakly slapping his handsome face again: “Bastard Wei Jie! You don’t even recognize me anymore. I’m telling you, if you dare kill your master to prove your path, even if I become a ghost, I won’t…”

Before Xiaoxiao could finish her dying words, Wei Jie’s large hand gripping her neck suddenly moved up to pinch her pointed chin, lowering his head to fiercely kiss the girl’s lips.

This kiss came somewhat unexpectedly.

Xiaoxiao, who had been prepared to die, was even more unable to react.

She couldn’t even close her eyes, only staring at the wolf-like, tiger-like man, then letting him carry her down from mid-air and press her onto the grassy ground by the river.

At this time, clear moonlight scattered on the ground, with silence all around, accompanied by the sound of rushing river water. If one ignored the cold river wind, it was a good place for wild lovers to meet in secret…

Xiaoxiao still couldn’t quite come to her senses, only managing to bite hard on the man’s presumptuous tongue. Taking advantage of his muffled grunt, she pushed him away: “Wei Jie… do you recognize who I am?”

Wei Jie’s eyes were still the deep black of ink, but they could gradually reflect Cui Xiaoxiao’s beautiful image.

Actually, from the moment Xiaoxiao appeared, Wei Jie had already recognized her.

But at that time, his demonic nature was invading, making rational action impossible, much less speaking. His only thought was to firmly grasp this woman in his hands, then do something to her…

So he had been entangled with Xiaoxiao like an evil dragon. Unfortunately, when this woman’s eyes turned red and she demonized, she became so difficult to deal with.

Like a slippery loach, making it impossible for him to grasp her firmly.

That feeling of a beloved object about to slip from his hands was truly unbearable, causing his demonic nature to grow stronger and his techniques to become more severe, somewhat beyond his control.

After finally pulling this woman into his embrace, he finally kissed those cherry lips he had longed for.

The flood suppressed in his heart for so long seemed to find an outlet for release at this moment. The woman who had entangled him in dreams was now firmly embedded in his embrace…

After that deep kiss ended, the blue flame mark on Wei Jie’s forehead gradually faded.

Just as Xiaoxiao, breathless from the kiss, pushed him away again, she discovered that Wei Jie’s forehead mark had disappeared but was now bleeding profusely!

Xiaoxiao looked in surprise at his bleeding forehead and was about to reach out to touch it when her arm was pressed down by Wei Jie again. The man used irresistible force to fiercely kiss her once more.

Unfortunately, this time Xiaoxiao had come to her senses. She first let Wei Jie kiss her passionately, even appropriately softening her body to accommodate the handsome man.

Just as the man was becoming intoxicated with desire, Xiaoxiao suddenly used a clever technique, executing a great transposition move, flipping over to pin Wei Jie beneath her, then firmly slapping a Soul-Stabilizing Talisman on Wei Jie’s chest.

Wei Jie was immobilized, only able to lie motionless, staring at the little girl who had ambushed him.

Xiaoxiao breathed a long sigh of relief, glaring at the man beneath her and scolding: “Already injured your primordial spirit, yet still thinking of taking advantage of me—are you planning to rush into the underworld’s River of Forgetfulness too!”

While saying this, Xiaoxiao gathered her torn clothes while severely scolding this death-seeking bastard!

Wei Jie’s pitch-black eyes gradually lightened, slowly returning to purple.

The divine nature spirit stone that had once restrained all his desires had been shattered into pieces when he couldn’t control his heart demon earlier.

Because of his persistent love and desire for the woman before him that he couldn’t let go, even his immortal-like divine nature had been tainted with an evil demonic nature, falling into the path of no return. It seemed he truly had a constitution prone to demonization—even with an ancient god’s divine nature spirit stone attached, it couldn’t save him from his destined demonization.

Now, he could feel the rolling hot blood from the spirit stone’s shattering in his forehead, and could truly feel the adorable way the little girl, pointing at his nose and scolding him, was frowning and glaring.

How could his little master be so beautiful? When scolding people, how could her big eyes be so bright and moist, making people go weak all over when she glared? And those wet lips—tasting them carried endless sweet fragrance…

Did she know that when scolding people, her collar accidentally loosened slightly again?

Taking advantage of the riverside wind and moonlight, one glance revealed boundless autumn moon beauty that made it impossible to look away…

However, he knew that if he didn’t speak up soon, his little master’s eyes might turn red again, and then she would eat people!

So he somewhat reluctantly looked away and said to the huffing little woman: “Xiaoxiao…”

Xiaoxiao was stunned because when he softly called her name, the corners of his mouth curved upward, and his childish canine teeth appeared in her vision again.

She couldn’t remember when she had last seen Wei Jie smile like this…

Was he… Jie’er?

Thinking this, Xiaoxiao couldn’t help but fall silent, only holding her breath and watching the handsome man smiling at her, then carefully touching his face that was somewhat red from her slaps, asking softly: “Are you… Jie’er?”

When Xiaoxiao leaned down, Wei Jie could even smell the warm fragrance emanating from her neck. A man and woman alone together in such an intimate position was truly too much of a test for a hot-blooded man.

Wei Jie felt that not only was his forehead bleeding, but his nose was also faintly aching and numb, about to gush hot blood.

But he didn’t get the coquettish behavior from his little master that he expected. Xiaoxiao only stared blankly at Wei Jie’s familiar yet seemingly distant mischievous smile, suspecting that she might have died in the River of Forgetfulness long ago, and everything before her was just a dying hallucination…

However, Wei Jie wasn’t as relaxed as he appeared. Having a succubus bloodline, one couldn’t easily shed tears.

Because of long-term confinement by his divine nature, Wei Jie’s emotional release this time came turbulently and fatally—he had shed far too many tears of heartblood!

It had been manageable while stimulated by his demonic nature earlier, but now, with his divine nature seal shattered and his true nature restored, all the negative effects came crashing down like an avalanche.

So after smiling, the aches throughout his body made him grunt.

He wanted to sit up and properly hold Xiaoxiao, but unfortunately, she had slapped a Soul-Stabilizing Talisman on him, leaving him unable to move even a finger.

Xiaoxiao confirmed his demonic nature had dissipated and only then reached out to remove the Soul-Stabilizing Talisman. When his body could move, Wei Jie endured the pain in his heart and immediately sat up, once again holding Xiaoxiao in his embrace.

But Cui Xiaoxiao, who had just been shedding tears for him, silently wiped her wet cheeks, pushed him away, stood up, and said with some distance: “I’ll go call Tang Youshu and your grandmother and the others over.”

Wei Jie endured the aches throughout his body and struggled to get up, grabbing Xiaoxiao’s arm: “Are you angry? The me from before wasn’t the real me!”

He hadn’t lost his memory when his divine nature possessed him—of course, he clearly remembered what he had said and done to Xiaoxiao, all those despicable things.

Thinking about his possessed, stupid behavior when he only wanted to ascend to immortality, Wei Jie wanted to first chop up his treacherous disciple, Tang Youshu, then severely slap himself several times.

But now he couldn’t even lift his arms. The strength he could barely muster was only enough to grab Xiaoxiao’s slender wrist to prevent her from slipping away like a fish without a trace.

Xiaoxiao wasn’t trying to settle accounts with him, though that account of being schemed against and used should indeed be properly settled.

It was just that Wei Jie was now seriously injured. Once the succubi’s bloodline lost heartblood, it could even be life-threatening.

She wanted to call Wei family grandmother and the others over to properly care for this severely injured man.

But Wei Jie couldn’t even straighten his back, yet was still gripping her wrist tightly, completely different from his previous cold behavior of looking at her like garbage.

This made Xiaoxiao want to roll her eyes. No matter how she tried to shake free, she couldn’t, so she could only say helplessly: “You’re so heavy, and I can’t carry you—how can I go find people?”

Wei Jie forcibly suppressed the hot blood surging up, desperately swallowing it back: “I won’t die immediately—what’s the point of calling them? You and I have caused tremendous trouble today. Are you planning to have grandmother come nail demon-subduing spikes into both our skulls?”

Hearing this, Xiaoxiao thought what he said made perfect sense.

After this bastard’s divine nature shattered, his understanding of human nature and worldly affairs seemed to have improved considerably—such thoughtful thinking!

If they called the Wei family matriarch, Xiaoxiao herself didn’t know how to explain. Most importantly, Wei Jie had still become a demon after all these twists and turns.

Xiaoxiao didn’t know how to write Wei Jie’s absurdly chaotic fate next!

However, just then, Tang Youshu brought Yu Ling’er to find them first.

From Tang Youshu’s words, there were still some troubles at Qilao Mountain, so the Wei family couldn’t leave immediately. They could only entrust Tang Youshu to check on Wei Jie and Xiaoxiao’s whereabouts.

Seeing his master’s eyes return to their charming light purple color, Tang Youshu breathed a long sigh of relief.

Thank all the gods and buddhas! Fortunately, his master was fine. If he had become a demon again and committed slaughter and carnage, even if Tang Youshu died a thousand or ten thousand times, it wouldn’t be enough compensation!

When Wei Jie saw his dear disciple Tang, those purple eyes were about to turn black again, even emanating a murderous aura.

He suddenly released Xiaoxiao, turned around, and grabbed the Heaven’s Punishment Sword that had been discarded to the side, preparing to chop up this turtle son, Tang Youshu!

Tang Youshu felt guilty and didn’t dodge, kneeling straight down to accept his master’s punishment.

The scene earlier had been truly soul-stirring—his master and Cui Xiaoxiao had both become demons and nearly destroyed each other.

If this originally loving couple had died by each other’s hands… Tang Youshu truly didn’t dare to think further.

So seeing his master menacingly raising his sword to settle accounts with him, he had no intention of dodging.

Only the little fox behind him desperately pulled at Tang Youshu, shouting: “Xiaoxiao, look quickly—Wei Jie is going crazy again!”

According to Xiaoxiao’s thinking, these master and disciple were birds of a feather—even if they beat each other’s brains out, it had nothing to do with her!

Unfortunately, seeing Wei Jie’s posture, he intended to kill someone, and the little fox caught in the middle was quite distressed.

Xiaoxiao could only helplessly mediate, hugging Wei Jie’s narrow waist from behind, trying to separate this deadly master-disciple pair.

For a moment, even the cold moonlight was disrupted by this riverside chaos into something absurdly chaotic.

However, Wei Jie was seriously internally injured. When illness struck like a landslide, the moment Xiaoxiao embraced his waist, his legs went weak, his head tilted, and he collapsed into Xiaoxiao’s arms again.

Tang Youshu quickly grabbed his master’s wrist and examined his spiritual platform. His expression became grave as he looked up at his weakened master…

Tang Youshu’s expression was somewhat frightening, making Xiaoxiao’s heart sink slightly as she asked tensely: “Is he… very serious?”

Tang Youshu took a deep breath, silently looked at Wei Jie, nodded, took down the bamboo basket from his back, pulled out a medicine gourd, poured out several pills, and handed them to Xiaoxiao: “These are Netherworld Spirit Pills I refined. Although the furnace’s heat wasn’t sufficient, they could temporarily help master stabilize his heartblood… He’s injured too severely this time! He shouldn’t be emotionally agitated anymore, shouldn’t be scolded or lectured. If you want to settle accounts, just settle with me alone…”

Perhaps unable to listen to Tang Youshu’s absurdly chaotic medical assessment, Wei Jie’s head tilted as he softly collapsed into Xiaoxiao’s fragrant embrace, then coldly glared at his rebellious disciple and mocked: “I wouldn’t dare randomly eat your stuff. Who knows what tricks you’ve put in these pills?”

In two hundred years, Tang Youshu had truly never fallen out with anyone.

But now that he had offended people, he had offended a pair, both of whom he valued deeply in his heart.

The plan he had plotted and brewed for a hundred years now lay in ruins. Tang Youshu’s heart was indescribably bitter.

He couldn’t help but shed tears of frustration: “…Forget it, everything is fate. I originally thought I could help master change your fate and reshape your divine nature. But I never expected to make things worse, causing the master to shed heartblood, deplete your primordial spirit, and develop heart demons. I… I’m truly sorry to both of you!”

At the end, he raised his hand to strike his skull!

This time, Xiaoxiao could only abandon the powerless man in her arms and join Yu Ling’er in pulling back the suicidal Young Master Tang.

Tang Youshu was now also having a heart attack.

He originally carried a demon pearl, but his gentle nature and easygoing personality, combined with two hundred years of accumulated cultivation, allowed him to control his demonic nature well.

But now with this wave of guilt striking, even gentle Young Master Tang became somewhat dark and despairing. The demon pearl he carried released its demonic nature, black scales spread across his face, and he entered a frenzied state, determined to die in front of Wei Jie.

Cui Xiaoxiao felt she’d had enough for one night!

She had fought from the underworld back to the yang realm. First, demonizing herself to lure Wei Jie away, preventing the tremendous disaster of Wei family blood relatives killing each other, then calling back the rationality of Wei Jie, this great demon lord. Now she had to stop Tang Youshu from committing suicide…

Heavens above, what sins had she committed to encounter this pair of troublesome master and disciple Wei Jie and Tang Youshu!

Thinking this, she unceremoniously waved her hand, summoning a stream of icy river water to ruthlessly splash Tang Youshu’s face.

After soaking him from head to toe like a drowned rat, Xiaoxiao said coldly: “If you want to die, take your master far away before dying! Don’t you know that Yu Ling’er and I spent tremendous effort to escape from that cold underworld hell? If you two want to go, then go quickly! See if Ling’er and I will shed half a tear for you!”

Speaking of this, the many grievances Xiaoxiao had accumulated surged to her heart again, but she had to desperately suppress herself from crying, only making her eyes red.

Perhaps because of the five phoenix spirits, when this girl glared, she had phoenix-like majesty that seemed to be the nemesis of all kinds of demons!

Under her imposing gaze, the black scales on Tang Youshu’s cheeks gradually receded, only saying shamefully: “It’s all my fault. I should have explained everything to you earlier…”

Hearing Xiaoxiao say this, Yu Ling’er thought of their underworld experience and also felt frightened and wronged. She hugged Tang Youshu’s neck, threw herself into his embrace, and cried without restraint.

Wei Jie had originally wanted to tear Tang Youshu apart for revenge, but with Tang Youshu making such a life-or-death scene, if he continued wanting to kill people, he would become the unreasonable one in Xiaoxiao’s mouth!

It was just that this Tang Youshu was too damn good at stealing the spotlight! Making him get thrown on the grass by Xiaoxiao, with no one paying attention to him.

After Yu Ling’er sobbed for a while, Wei Jie, sprawled on the grass, finally asked coldly: “There’s still someone about to die here—is anyone going to care…”
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In Wei Jie’s view, the Tang surname was quite sensible, not saying anything stupid like he only needed rest and blood replenishment with no serious harm.

Otherwise, seeing Xiaoxiao’s attitude of settling scores after autumn, if he were fine, she might very well hold a grudge and abandon him to leave on her own.

However, Wei Jie’s current weakness was also real. After all, having shed so much heartblood, even someone as strong as an ox would collapse.

Tang Youshu hurriedly took out medicine to feed his master, but Wei Jie found his clumsy hands distasteful and insisted that Xiaoxiao feed him.

Xiaoxiao was too lazy to look at that pair of fraudulent master and disciple, only saying coldly, “You’re not a child—eat it or don’t!”

After speaking, she took Ling’er to gather some dry wood and started a campfire.

Earlier, when she had touched Wei Jie’s body, it was extremely cold—a symptom of excessive blood loss.

If he lost too much body heat, his blood and qi couldn’t circulate properly.

Too many things had happened recently, mixed with too many conspiracies and schemes. She was also using the time of building the fire and adding wood, warming herself by the campfire, to properly sort through her thoughts.

At this time, dawn was approaching, and the red moon that had shrouded them all night was gradually losing its bloody color.

The cold moonlight was scattered by the riverside. The four members of the Talisman Sect had fought fiercely all night—three had become demons, struggling between life and death in a tragic battle.

Wei Jie took the medicine and began circulating his energy to dissolve the pills. The four people each meditated, guarding their hearts and minds.

Tang Youshu had immersed himself in medical arts for a hundred years, so the pills he prepared were naturally not ordinary. After half a gourd of medicine was poured down, Wei Jie finally recovered some spirit. But after meditating for a moment, he slowly opened his eyes and stared intently at Cui Xiaoxiao, who had her back to him, afraid she might secretly slip away.

But Xiaoxiao didn’t look at him, facing the broad river and tides alone, lost in thought.

When the sky brightened slightly, Yu Ling’er, who had been dozing while meditating, finally had enough sleep.

Seeing that Wei Jie was still giving Tang Youshu the cold shoulder with his sarcastic attitude, afraid he might cause trouble for Young Master Tang again, she quickly made an excuse about being hungry and pulled Tang Youshu away to find food.

After half a night of meditation, Xiaoxiao felt her spiritual platform had become much clearer.

The fox clan’s spirit stone helped her greatly, actually softening the Demon Pearl’s demonic nature quite well, and also harmonizing the five phoenixes’ spiritual power, allowing the incompatible demons and phoenixes to awaken simultaneously without conflicting within her body.

However, to blend these two completely different, even conflicting spiritual powers still required some magical techniques.

Otherwise, in the next encounter with strong enemies, if the Demon Pearl’s demonic nature and the five phoenixes’ spiritual energy canceled each other out, she would be the first to burn out again.

But before returning to her era, she needed to find a way to remove all these things from her body.

Otherwise, given more time, she didn’t know if these “treasures” might turn against their rightful owner.

By now, the sky had brightened, and Ling’er and Tang Youshu hadn’t returned from finding food.

Xiaoxiao didn’t particularly want to talk to Wei Jie, so she went alone to the riverside to wash up.

She was washing her handkerchief by the river when the man in black robes also crouched down beside her.

As he used to serve his master, he helped Xiaoxiao roll up her sleeves and made small talk, asking if the water was too cold.

Xiaoxiao didn’t even look at him, just focused on washing her face.

After washing, while wiping her face with the handkerchief, Xiaoxiao said: “Now that the Talisman Sect has also split up, Ling’er and I won’t disturb you, master and disciple, any longer. Since it’s daylight now, whether you go to the Wei family or return to Luoyi, please decide for yourself. Let’s part ways here… Hey… what are you doing!”

Before Xiaoxiao could finish her polite farewell speech, Wei Jie’s large palm scooped up and splashed a string of water droplets on Xiaoxiao’s face.

Xiaoxiao’s just-dried face became wet again, making her angrily wipe her face while glaring fiercely at Wei Jie.

Wei Jie tilted his head with a roguish attitude: “Oh, so those big eyes can see people! I thought people from two hundred years later all used the backs of their round heads to look at people when talking!”

Xiaoxiao hadn’t expected that she would miss the Demon Lord Wei Jie, who spoke coldly.

At least that one with his icy, sharp tongue was direct, not this infuriating!

She said fiercely, “Yes, those born two hundred years later are all fools, not having as many schemes as the old things from two hundred years ago—each one excelling at calculations, emphasizing making the best use of everything!”

Wei Jie rubbed his face somewhat helplessly: “Xiaoxiao, be reasonable. The person who plotted everything with Tang Youshu… wasn’t me either! When have I ever thought about becoming an immortal or a god? If it were about getting married and entering the bridal chamber, that could be considered.”

What kind of nonsense was he talking about? Who wanted to enter a bridal chamber with him?

Last night, after blowing in the river wind for half the night, she became even more determined to stick to the original plan and part ways with Wei Jie and the others.

Tang Youshu’s initial scheming had caused her to lose both her beloved master and cherished disciple all at once.

Especially Wei Jie, who seemed to have become a different person, willing to pay any price for immortal ascension, making one suspect that this was the real Wei Jie.

Now, after going through so many twists and turns, Xiaoxiao had finally found Jie’er again.

But when she wanted to throw herself into those long-missed arms and cry about all the grievances she had suffered, she discovered that the person who had bullied and schemed against her was him!

Xiaoxiao was truly stuck in frustration, unable to go up or down—whether Demon Lord or Jie’er, they were all birds of a feather! They could all go to hell!

These two faces—one passionate and caring, the other cold as ice and heartlessly turning against her—were probably just like men’s two attitudes in bed and out, before and after tricking a girl!

After thinking this way, Xiaoxiao immediately had something of an epiphany—she had been quite badly hurt by betrayal recently, barely managing to support herself by forcing herself to eat, drink, and make merry to numb the pain.

If she experienced it again, just thinking about the process of tearing apart their relationship made her heart ache.

Wei Jie’s current genuine feelings toward her were real, but he was still too young, unlike the Wei Jie from the previous life, who had experienced many trials and become mature and worldly-wise.

But even the youngest man would grow up someday. Perhaps after he had loved her for a while, after a few years, one day, he would have a great awakening, realizing he had wasted time on a woman and delayed his golden years for immortal ascension!

When that time came and he revealed the heartless face of a Demon Lord again, Xiaoxiao recognized she probably couldn’t bear it a second time.

Romance was indeed somewhat luxurious for someone with a fate as hard as “Ten Wounds.”

Since she was destined to a life of loneliness, why harm Wei Jie, this divine seedling?

While everyone had everything out in the open and understood that they were originally two lines that should never intersect, it was better to part amicably, exchange some parting words, and leave each other with some complete memories.

As for who had deceived her… it no longer mattered.

However, Xiaoxiao’s magnanimity didn’t infect Wei Jie.

After hearing Xiaoxiao hint about her fate of “Ten Wounds” and unsuitability for having a man, Wei Jie raised his eyebrows: “Did that bastard Tang Youshu calculate this fate for you too? Then ask him if he calculated that he’d get a beating today and lose that troublemaking tongue of his?”

Xiaoxiao wrung out the handkerchief in her hand, handed it to the sullen-faced Wei Jie, and sighed: “Master… Young Master Tang did indeed deceive me quite badly. But his feelings toward you are sincere and filial. Don’t look for trouble and treat him rudely anymore. Know that some relationships can’t be bought with money—don’t regret it only after losing them…”

But Wei Jie didn’t think so, snorting coldly: “He reveres his Demon Lord master—what does that have to do with me?”

The Tang surname had personally witnessed every bit of his and Xiaoxiao’s acquaintance, so naturally knew what he valued most now.

If Tang Youshu were a good person, how could he have torn apart him and Xiaoxiao alive?

So Tang Youshu was just like Ling Zhishan and others who suffered from unrequited love—self-righteous pests who only added unnecessary troubles!

As for the old debts from the original trajectory, Wei Jie didn’t plan to acknowledge any of them!

He wasn’t stupid. If he acknowledged the old debts of the Demon Lord, Xiaoxiao would sever all ties with him!

Xiaoxiao had never been able to out-argue Wei Jie in such unreasonable debates. Just as she was about to get up, Xiaoxiao noticed that Wei Jie had washed away the blood from his forehead, and the scar on his forehead resembled the previous blue flame.

However, the cold blue representing a banished immortal had now been replaced by black-red blood color, adding endless demonic charm to Wei Jie’s entire being.

Xiaoxiao didn’t know what this mark represented—whether it meant Wei Jie’s divine nature had been destroyed and he could no longer ascend to immortality.

She gently touched the man’s forehead with her slender finger, lost in thought, not knowing that such an unconscious gesture could easily ignite the heart fire of a man who had fallen into heart demons.

When Wei Jie grasped her wrist and lowered his head to kiss Xiaoxiao, she turned her head to avoid him.

Wei Jie’s purple eyes showed a faint black, his voice low: “Are you still angry with me?”

Xiaoxiao didn’t want to look at his eyes, only slightly lowering her head and turning to one side, gently biting her lip and saying softly: “You’re seriously injured now with troubles all around, yet you still have the leisure to flirt with people. No wonder immortal ascension requires severing emotions and desires—otherwise… it delays people…”

Wei Jie couldn’t help but tighten his grip on her slender waist, embedding her in his embrace: “I was possessed by that damn divine nature then, talking complete nonsense. Since it was nonsense, why did you take it to heart after hearing it?”

Xiaoxiao turned to look at Wei Jie with a serious expression: “Since you know I’m someone who traveled here from two hundred years later, you should know that all this isn’t nonsense, but your step-by-step crisis of fate! That Lord Can harbors evil intentions and wants to occupy your immortal position. Only by severing emotions and desires can you ascend to immortality quickly. I don’t belong here either—I’ll have to return to two hundred years later eventually… Two hundred years! Even if you become an immortal or a god, too many variables will occur in these two hundred years. Even if you become an immortal, you’ll encounter many female cultivation partners better than me! Since that’s the case, why continue this mistake and add unnecessary pain to both of us? Better to take advantage of now…”

This time, before she could finish, Wei Jie had already covered her mouth with his hand.

Although Wei Jie had recovered his reason, he had ultimately become a demon. The demonic nature that could shatter divine nature was not to be underestimated.

Though he carefully hid it, Xiaoxiao still saw the flash of inky black in his eyes.

What was a demon? A demon was having obsessions in the heart, insatiable desires, and unsatisfied cravings!

Wei Jie’s path to immortality had originally been smooth in this life, yet he still fell into demonhood with a single thought.

Now hearing Xiaoxiao talking about reality and wanting to sever ties with him, the man’s inner demonic nature immediately arose.

At that moment, Xiaoxiao definitely wouldn’t want to know what he was thinking.

However, Wei Jie still properly concealed his emotions, slowly releasing his hand, looking at Xiaoxiao’s autumn-water eyes, then slowly moving his gaze downward with some meaningful intent: “Indeed a bit small, doesn’t quite meet my requirements… Don’t worry, I won’t mind that you’re small…”

Xiaoxiao followed his gaze and looked down. Oh my, she had accidentally wet the fabric at her chest when washing her face earlier!

Angrily crossing her arms to protect her body, she retorted: “Where am I small? I’m just right! Are you blind?”

She didn’t dare boast about being devastatingly beautiful, but even the little fox praised her figure! It was hardly his turn to find fault!

Wei Jie looked innocent again: “I meant you’re more than two hundred years younger than me! Isn’t that small… Oh, so that’s where your mind went… Cui Xiaoxiao, so this is the kind of person you are!”

Cui Xiaoxiao’s mouth hung half open—she was about to be driven to heaven by this rascal’s anger!

But with his unreasonable troublemaking, Xiaoxiao couldn’t even remember where she had left off in her farewell speech.

Wei Jie took the opportunity to put his arm around Xiaoxiao’s shoulder, saying softly, “I feel chest pain again. Could you help me lie down for a while?”

Now Wei Jie’s magic weapon for keeping his little master was pretending to be weak—if he could be paralyzed and unable to care for himself, that would be even better.

No matter how angry Xiaoxiao was with him, she wouldn’t abandon him. If only he had known this earlier, he should have shed more of that heartblood!

As for what Xiaoxiao had said, Wei Jie had thought about it.

But just thinking about Cui Xiaoxiao possibly disappearing before his eyes one day made the deep black ink in Wei Jie’s eyes surge.

Afraid of frightening Xiaoxiao, he pulled her into his embrace, lowering his gaze to hide the darkness in his eyes, whispering in her ear: “Don’t worry, this time I’ll never lose you again…”

He had known Xiaoxiao for so long, but she never mentioned her past.

Finally, Wei Jie learned more about Xiaoxiao’s past from Tang Youshu’s mouth.

It turned out that this girl, who seemed naturally optimistic and lively to him, had once been wary and stubborn, carefully protecting herself like a hedgehog afraid of being hurt, struggling to survive on the streets.

Wei Jie couldn’t even imagine how bewildered and desperate she must have been when her mother sold her at such a young age.

But when such a Xiaoxiao was wholeheartedly trusting Tang Youshu and him, she suffered betrayal from both simultaneously.

The tears Xiaoxiao had shed then still seemed to be before his eyes, like heavy punches hammering down, making Wei Jie’s heart ache with spasms.

But he was precisely one of the culprits who had caused Xiaoxiao’s heartbreak. Wei Jie couldn’t help but tighten his arms, as if loosening them slightly would make the person in his arms slip away like a fish and disappear…

When Yu Ling’er pulled Tang Youshu by the hand out of the nearby woods, they happened to see Wei Jie tightly embracing Xiaoxiao.

The two tactfully didn’t go over to disturb them.

Yu Ling’er was even moved to the point of tears.

She had had such a hard time these days! With Xiaoxiao and the Talisman Sect master and disciple having a falling out, she was caught in the middle, having to accompany Xiaoxiao while missing Young Master Tang.

She was like a child whose parents had divorced, living quite miserably.

Thinking of this, she couldn’t help but turn to admonish Tang Youshu: “Did you see? Interfering with others’ romance brings retribution. Xiaoxiao and Wei Jie are mutually in love—stop meddling! After all, your Talisman Sect isn’t exactly respectable. Master and disciple being together isn’t such a big deal!”

It seemed Yu Ling’er still thought Young Master Tang was upright and wanted to uphold justice, couldn’t stand seeing the grandmaster and master having an affair, which is why he had sabotaged Xiaoxiao and Wei Jie.

But Tang Youshu knew this karmic entanglement was truly beyond words, and the future was unpredictable.

Now he could only take things one step at a time. After all, he had offended both his master and his youngest disciple simultaneously and could only keep his tail between his legs.

After a night of chaos, the original Talisman Sect members could finally sit down together and eat breakfast relatively peacefully.

Watching Tang Youshu deliberately trying to please her everywhere—peeling fruits for her, providing cushions—Xiaoxiao felt somewhat helpless.

Although she didn’t want to pay attention to Tang Youshu, she also didn’t want to stimulate him into slapping his skull again.

So during the meal, she simply changed the subject and talked about how she and Yu Ling’er had been deceived.

Wei Jie’s eyes narrowed slightly as he listened—to lure living people into the underworld was probably something even ordinary gods couldn’t accomplish.

What was the background of Princess Yongning’s fiancé? How could he have underworld demonic flowers in his hands?

It seemed very necessary to find Young Master Ye Yi and investigate thoroughly.

But hearing Xiaoxiao and the others describe Young Master Ye, Wei Jie, and Tang Youshu, this pair of master and disciple who had fallen out, couldn’t help but look at each other.

For such cunning villains who lured people to the Yellow Springs, the two victims should have been cursing angrily.

But earlier, when Wei Jie asked about Young Master Ye’s appearance, the two women had simultaneously gazed into space, as if savoring fine wine and heavenly nectar, carefully describing Young Master Ye’s extraordinary excellence and jade-like gentleness.

From that scene, these two seemed to regret their lack of education, unable to describe even one ten-thousandth of Young Master Ye’s brilliance.

For a moment, the two master and disciple listeners looked at each other with somewhat subtle expressions.

Wei Jie unceremoniously interrupted Yu Ling’er’s increasingly enthusiastic description, saying coldly: “Could it be that you two weren’t bewitched by demonic flowers, but were seduced by male beauty onto the path to the Yellow Springs?”

Xiaoxiao seriously thought about it and felt that Young Master Ye’s flawless, jade-like appearance would be tainted by using the word “beauty” to describe it.

With such good looks, even knowing he was a villain with hidden evil intentions, she still felt this refined gentleman was rare in the world. What a pity that such a gentleman turned out to be a scoundrel—such a waste!

Wei Jie hadn’t expected Xiaoxiao would have no intention of refuting, still looking dazed as if she had inhaled demonic flowers.

It was clear this Young Master Ye was truly no ordinary person!

Wei Jie sneered. Just when he was trapped by his divine nature, clearly missing Xiaoxiao but unable to see her, she hadn’t been idle, even having the mood to be infatuated with a beautiful villain’s looks.

This made him angry too, as he sneered and said sideways: “No wonder you wanted to start Hehuan Sect—you are enjoying it…”

Xiaoxiao also looked at him sideways, biting into a wild fruit: “Since you brought this up, I need to say something. I separated from your Talisman Sect long ago. When should we settle the detailed accounts and divide the family property so we can each go our separate ways?”

Wei Jie was angered by this talk of dividing the family, but after a moment of silence, he said: “Take whatever you want.”

He had always been accommodating to Xiaoxiao. Since Xiaoxiao found the Talisman Sect boring, she put up the Hehuan Sect sign.

As her disciple, it was the same job wherever he went. At worst, he could transform and become the chief senior disciple of Hehuan Sect, continuing to support the scene and warm the bed for his little master…

However, hearing Xiaoxiao’s words still implying separation from him, Wei Jie’s heart demon was triggered again, his eyes showing indissoluble darkness.

Just then, Xiaoxiao felt the ground trembling slightly, as if something was rolling underground, even causing the river water to surge with great waves.

The four people stood up in unison, on guard.

At this time, Xiaoxiao looked up and saw that Wei Jie’s eye color had changed. Being someone who had also become a demon, she naturally understood what was happening to Wei Jie. Frightened, she quickly reached out to grasp Wei Jie’s large hand, saying tensely: “What’s wrong?”

The moment Xiaoxiao’s hand grasped Wei Jie’s, the darkness in his eyes faded considerably. He didn’t speak, only gripped Xiaoxiao’s hand more tightly in return.

Just then, the Wei family’s twin sisters suddenly ran to them at full speed.

They, too, had felt the earth’s trembling. Their faces, which rarely showed expression, seemed to have some indescribable tension beyond their usual wooden demeanor.

“Cousin, grandmother summons you back, and requests Sect Master Cui to accompany you!”

Wei Jie knew he had previously injured many Wei family guards. Last night, the Talisman Sect had essentially caused a great disturbance at Qilao Mountain, especially with Xiaoxiao and Ling’er appearing within the forbidden gates—this violated the Wei family’s greatest taboo, and they would inevitably have to go up the mountain to apologize to their grandmother.

However, Wei Jie didn’t want Xiaoxiao to go.

He understood the Wei family’s way of doing things too well—ancestral rules were paramount, sometimes inflexible. Otherwise, the tragedy of his father being forced to commit suicide wouldn’t have happened.

Grandmother specifically naming Xiaoxiao to come probably wasn’t good news. Wei Jie naturally wanted to prevent this.

However, Xiaoxiao was also worried about Wei Jie going alone. She had just seen his eyes turn black again.

He had a fate of killing relatives—who knew if this disaster had passed?

She had blocked demons and evil for him until now, yet saw he had still walked the path of demonization, which was depressing enough. If he got confused and caused more trouble, she could spit up blood and die of anger!

Thinking this, Xiaoxiao said: “Since the old lady wants to see me, how could I not go?”

Although Xiaoxiao had now separated from the Talisman Sect, as the sect master of Hehuan Sect, her words to the Talisman Sect members were still like imperial edicts.

Since she had spoken, Wei Jie agreed.

Wei Jie had caused plenty of trouble since childhood and had always been fearless. Since Xiaoxiao said she wanted to meet, he would accompany her back. If the Wei family wanted to make things difficult for Xiaoxiao, he absolutely wouldn’t let her suffer.

Anyway, he didn’t want to separate from Xiaoxiao now, or she might slip away and disappear back to two hundred years later.

Xiaoxiao understood propriety. Since she was going to apologize to the Wei family, she should bring some suitable gifts.

But leaving in haste, she simply filled Tang Youshu’s back basket with wild fruits to let grandmother refresh her palate and taste something fresh.

The old grandmother looked at the evil demonic woman who last night had been surrounded by five phoenixes with red eyes and black hair, looking down on all directions with a murderous aura, but today had transformed into a well-behaved girl-next-door, carrying a basket of wild fruits and smiling sweetly to pay her respects.

In this way, the silver-armored army she had prepared throughout the hall seemed a bit too “grand.”
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Grandmother’s sharp eyes swept left and right over the pair of young men and women entering the door, slowly saying: “A’Jie, what exactly happened last night? How did you end up following your master into… the demonic path!”

Wei Jingfeng, beside her, spoke with the frustration of iron that refuses to become steel: “After all, he’s a cursed spawn born of a succubus—what’s strange about entering the demonic path! Most hateful is that he brought demons into the household, seducing this demoness through the gates of the Underworld! Mother! Why waste words with these two—immediately capture them and deal with them accordingly!”

That one word, “cursed spawn,” struck Wei Jie’s very core. His cold gaze turned toward his uncle, his eyes gradually darkening.

But before Wei Jie could speak, Xiaoxiao could no longer bear listening and spoke coldly: “Master Wei, Wei Jie holds you in the highest regard, always telling me you’re the pillar of the Wei family. Now that Wei Jie faces sudden misfortune and has been harmed by treacherous people, his heart is already in turmoil. As his close elder relative, if you can’t care for him or help him, that’s one thing. But to stab at his heart and scold him indiscriminately without understanding the situation first, besides hurting familial bonds, what use is it?”

Though she had severed the master-disciple bond with Wei Jie, when Cui Sect Leader heard someone curse Wei Jie before her face, she still felt uncomfortable.

This protective instinct was part of the Talismonger Sect’s master-disciple inheritance—even if he was her abandoned disciple, she wouldn’t tolerate others pointing at his nose and calling him a “cursed spawn”!

Wei Jie’s demonic nature, originally stirred by his uncle’s scolding, suddenly calmed when Xiaoxiao spoke up to defend him.

His little master was already beautiful when smiling sweetly normally, but when glaring with those big eyes while scolding someone, she displayed an entirely different kind of stunning beauty!

This Wei Jingfeng was a straightforward man with a sharp tongue but a soft heart.

Because of his elder brother’s death, he had never gotten along well with his nephew. Later, seeing him mature and steady with some traces of his brother’s bearing, his attitude toward Wei Jie had somewhat softened.

But now, watching him learn bad habits from Cui Xiaoxiao and enter the demonic path, Wei Jingfeng again felt that frustration of iron refusing to become steel, causing him to lose control of his emotions and curse aloud.

But Wei Jingfeng hadn’t expected that the Cui girl who had been smiling sweetly at his mother moments ago would suddenly raise her phoenix eyes and come straight at him.

This young lady was truly formidable with words, employing military strategy and formation, courtesy before force.

She first mentioned how Wei Jie respected his uncle, placing him on a high platform he couldn’t descend from, then, in a few words, belittled him as cold-hearted and inconsiderate toward younger generations, completely heartless.

This angered Wei Jingfeng so much he couldn’t speak for a moment, only pointing at Xiaoxiao with trembling fingers: “You… you demoness…”

Xiaoxiao snorted coldly, then glanced at the silver-armored soldiers suddenly surrounding them, continuing in a clear, cold tone: “If Master Wei feels last night wasn’t exciting enough and wishes to exchange martial skills, I shall naturally oblige. However, Master, you seem to have been injured last night. In my opinion, you should rest quietly for a few days before speaking of it. Today, everyone rarely sits together for tea—why must we resort to fighting and killing? Elder Wei, don’t you think this reasoning is sound?”

Elder Wei knew this young lady was quite sharp-tongued, and seeing her today, she had hidden much of her edge before.

Her words just now were a warning to the Wei family—they had all been defeated by Wei Jie after he became demonic.

Especially Wei Jingfeng, this uncle—the injuries Wei Jie inflicted on him last night hadn’t healed yet. He’d best be sensible and not invite humiliation!

Understanding the young lady’s warning, Elder Wei remained unmoved, steadily saying: “Sect Leader Cui’s words are reasonable. It’s rare for A’Jie to return home and be able to drink a bowl of peaceful tea—naturally, that’s best. But Sect Leader Cui, do you know that you caused great trouble last night? Even the finest tea, once drunk, will turn bitter!”

Xiaoxiao cupped her fists and apologized first: “Wei Jie has already told me about the Wei family’s ten-year tradition of sealing the gates on the night of the red moon, but I dare to ask—is there some particular reason for this? Could someone who knows the Wei family’s habits have set a trap, luring Ling’er and me into the Underworld?”

Wei family’s grandmother raised her eyebrows: “What? You didn’t break in yourselves, but someone tricked you into entering the Underworld?”

So Xiaoxiao told the complete story of how she and Yu Ling’er were lured by that Young Master Ye using floral fragrance.

This matter had ironclad evidence, because when Yu Ling’er escaped from the Underworld, the hem of her skirt still carried a dried petal from the spider lilies in the sachet.

These flowers grew on the far shore of the River of Forgetfulness—a place even living people who entered the Underworld couldn’t reach.

If what Xiaoxiao said was true, what kind of person would have such a supernatural ability to communicate directly with ghosts and gods?

That spider lily petal still emanated an alluring fragrance, but Elder Wei’s expression changed several times.

Next, the old lady pondered for a moment, then waved her hand to dismiss everyone except Wei Jingfeng.

She picked up that petal again, saying heavily: “Someone who can pluck spider lilies from the Underworld… absolutely cannot be human!”

Hearing this, Xiaoxiao nodded in agreement. Based on that Young Master Ye’s appearance and bearing, he was truly rarely seen in the mortal world, always carrying an indescribable quality.

Looking at it now, he seemed somewhat similar to Wei Jie when possessed by divine essence… Could he also be from heaven…

Elder Wei said, “Originally, the Wei family produced the traitor Wei Di, who stole a page from the Book of Life and Death. But thinking carefully, did he have the ability to steal that fragment page alone? Now, these Underworld demon flowers mysteriously appear in the human realm… I always feel there may be a great disaster behind this.”

Saying this, she looked up at her grandson Wei Jie’s forehead.

Yesterday, he had entered the demonic path, yet the blue mark on his forehead was distinctly that of a deity.

As guardians of the Underworld, Elder Wei even recognized at a glance that the blue flame was the divine seal of the Underworld’s former master, Lord Gu Yan!

The old lady feared she had seen wrong, so after stabilizing the Underworld seal yesterday, she searched through ancient texts for verification.

Though the blue mark on Wei Jie’s forehead had now disappeared, it left behind blood-red traces identical to Lord Gu Yan’s divine seal.

This couldn’t help but secretly shock the old lady greatly.

Wei Jie completely disbelieved the claim that he was Lord Gu Yan’s reincarnated tribulation, so he only briefly mentioned being possessed by a spirit stone and losing his sanity.

But when Elder Wei heard this, it was like thunder striking her head: If it was a divine stone sealing divine essence, it wasn’t like a demon pearl that could attach to anyone without principles.

Only the incarnation of a fallen deity could awaken divine essence to attach to them.

Since Wei Jie could have divine essence possess him, it proved he was Lord Gu Yan’s incarnation undergoing tribulation in the human world!

This mixed-blood child whom the Wei family looked down upon… was the long-missing Lord Gu Yan—the true master of the Underworld!

Wei Jingfeng had also figured this out, his eyes widening like saucers as he stared dumbly at the “cursed spawn” he had just berated, unable to recover.

The Wei family’s old lady, having recognized the divine seal earlier, was somewhat mentally prepared. Now she was the first to lean on her cane and kneel before her grandson: “The Wei family, high and low, failed to recognize the exalted one. We have neglected the divine lord undergoing tribulation in the human world—please forgive us!”

Wei Jie’s brow furrowed slightly as he hurried to help his grandmother up, but Elder Wei insisted that her son also kneel.

Though the Underworld lacked its deity and had been chaotic without management for a long time, no one dared forget who the true divine ruler of the Underworld was.

Lord Gu Yan was master of the underworld, controlling slaughter and death, with all three realms’ departed souls in his hands.

The Wei family’s stewardship of the Underworld was merely acting as servants watching the gate for the underworld’s true master!

Though Cui Xiaoxiao had long known Wei Jie’s origins were extraordinary, she hadn’t expected that this down-and-out immortal should receive such grand ceremonial treatment.

But it was no wonder the Wei family was so excited. If Lord Gu Yan returned to his position, for the Wei family bound to Qilao Mountain, it would be like rebirth and liberation!

From then on, Wei family descendants would no longer need to bear the responsibility of guarding the Underworld’s entrance!

Thinking of this, Elder Wei couldn’t help but shed two lines of tears from excitement, while Wei Jingfeng was even more overwhelmed with mixed emotions, his mouth opening and closing, not knowing what to say.

Xiaoxiao also sincerely reflected on herself. She thought of how, during yesterday’s melee, she had slapped Wei Jie several times and hadn’t even given him medicine.

Cui Xiaoxiao immediately felt somewhat guilty, feeling she hadn’t been as devout toward the deity as the Wei family.

She wondered if neglecting the divine lord’s handsome face would bring any divine punishment? When Wei Jie slept later, would burning a few incense sticks for him help atone for her sins somewhat?

Wei Jie had wanted to help his grandmother up, but she was too excited to rise.

With his vital energy still unrecovered, he could only helplessly kneel as well, telling his grandmother she needn’t be so excited, because last night he had accidentally shattered Lord Gu Yan’s divine essence and probably couldn’t piece it back together, so he couldn’t become an immortal.

This time, the Wei family mother and son again widened their eyes like saucers, saying in unison: “What? The divine essence shattered?”

Once granted divine essence, the difficulty of ascension was half that of ordinary people.

This kind of cheating method was secretly passed down among many immortals undergoing tribulation.

They would often secretly hide sealed divine essence before tribulation, and when the opportunity came, they could advance rapidly and return to immortal ranks with ease.

It seemed Lord Gu Yan was the same, having separated and sealed his divine essence early.

But… how had Wei Jie managed to shatter such an ascension treasure?

Wei Jingfeng, originally confused upon learning this brat was Lord Gu Yan himself, now hearing he had broken the divine essence, was so angry he slapped his thigh again. He wanted to curse the brat for being unable to handle important matters, but remembering he was Lord Gu Yan, he couldn’t bring himself to curse him as “dog shit,” leaving the Wei family master’s face flushed red from suppressed frustration, nearly fainting from anger.

Elder Wei was the first to recover, finally allowing Wei Jie to help her up. She grasped his wrist, examining carefully. Indeed, there was no trace of immortal meridians or divine essence, but instead, demonic energy circulated in waves, seemingly accumulating and flowing.

“What happened? Even if your divine essence shattered, you shouldn’t have entered the demonic path!”

But Wei Jie raised his eyebrows and smiled carelessly, thinking of his original destiny to become demonic, saying indifferently: “Since I came to the human world to undergo tribulation, naturally I must taste all kinds of suffering. If I cannot become demonic myself, how can I control the underworld’s demons?”

This reasoning was complete nonsense, but since Wei Jie was Lord Gu Yan’s reincarnation, it immediately carried the profundity of one who had seen through three thousand mortal attachments.

Even old grandmother couldn’t help but nod, finding it reasonable.

Xiaoxiao somewhat guiltily held the ancient text Elder Wei had brought, pretending to read while hiding her face.

Wei Jie could spin tales!

But if he told grandmother the truth—that he entered the demonic path because he couldn’t embrace Xiaoxiao and was overwhelmed by lustful thoughts—Xiaoxiao felt her face as the chief culprit would be somewhat unsalvageable.

Thus speaking, the reason for voluntarily entering demonhood to save all beings under heaven sounded more dignified and proper.

Taking advantage of pretending to read, Xiaoxiao glanced at this ancient book, which recorded many immortal secrets, even more gossipy than her master Tang Youshu’s secret manual…

As for the grandmother, hearing Wei Jie’s explanation, she could only nod helplessly, then shake her head.

“Your constitution does make entering the demonic path easier. But once demonic, returning to immortal status is a hundred times harder than for ordinary mortals… Yesterday, when you were at Qilao Mountain, those evil beings in the Underworld had already sensed their master’s presence, each stirring restlessly. Those evil beings don’t respect rank or status—only the law of the jungle. If your immortal status remained, all would be well. But with your immortal essence shattered, they must have sensed it too. No wonder the ground has churned several times today—the Underworld’s demonic creatures are about to rebel!”

Hearing this, Xiaoxiao didn’t understand and couldn’t help putting down the book: “Lord Gu Yan’s descent for tribulation wasn’t recent. Why didn’t those Underworld demons react before?”

Elder Wei said: “The emperor’s tribulation is like the emperor traveling on inspection—though he must go out for a while, there’s always a day of return that can still deter the demons. But if the emperor’s divine essence shatters with no hope of ascension, that’s like the Yellow Emperor dying halfway through his journey. Naturally, demons stir restlessly, each wanting to rebel and show themselves.”

Xiaoxiao understood. The shattering of Wei Jie’s divine essence and his fall from divine status were already known to the gods and demons suppressed in the Underworld.

So this underworld master’s authority was lost, possibly triggering great chaos in the Underworld!

No wonder when Wei Jie showed signs of entering demonhood again today, there were earth-shaking omens.

Wei family’s matriarch continued, looking at Wei Jie: “A’Jie, you’re not only a Wei family descendant—your shoulders bear responsibilities even heavier than Wei family descendants…”

Saying this, Elder Wei paused, only pointing at the ancient text: “Miss Cui, you seem to love reading. Why not take this book back to read? Our Wei family cannot leave Qilao Mountain. The storms beyond this mountain… can only be borne by you.”

Xiaoxiao saw the old lady’s reluctant manner of speaking and immediately understood—the mastermind who tricked them into the Underworld must be some unspeakable figure.

The Wei family sought to protect themselves wisely, unwilling to participate in any disputes, so they could only give her a book as a clue for them to investigate.

This time, Elder Wei didn’t even keep them for a shared meal, only telling Wei Jie he could go see his mother. After all, this mother and son hadn’t met for long—they should have a reunion.

After returning to the Wei family with Elder Wei, Siling had been cultivating body and mind in the Buddhist hall, having no contact with the Wei family.

Elder Wei also felt this wasn’t a long-term solution. If Wei Jie could persuade his mother to let go of hatred and return to the Underworld, no longer involving herself in mortal affairs, that would be best.

Walking from the main hall toward the back chambers, Xiaoxiao looked at the tall yet somewhat lonely figure of the man walking ahead, and couldn’t help reaching out to tug his sleeve: “…Actually, your grandmother doesn’t lack affection for you. It’s just that her shoulders carry responsibility for a whole extended family. When her love is divided like this, each person only gets a little bit left…”

Earlier, Wei family’s Elder Wei’s greatest concern was not Wei Jie’s safety after entering demonhood, but rather that, as Lord Gu Yan’s reincarnation, his loss of divine essence had caused an imbalance in the underworld.

Xiaoxiao felt that if she were Wei’s grandmother’s grandson and saw her relatives being so calculating, she would surely feel sad and hurt.

Wei Jie watched Xiaoxiao trying so hard to explain that grandmother loved him very much, suddenly reached out to ruffle the top of Xiaoxiao’s head: “Fool, I’m not a yellow-mouthed child in open-crotch pants. Even if grandmother doesn’t favor me, I won’t hide and cry!”

Xiaoxiao looked at him without speaking.

She now understood this man too well and guessed that, regarding family affection, he wasn’t as indifferent as he appeared on the surface.

After learning he was Lord Gu Yan, the little bit of family feeling he had painstakingly maintained with the Wei family was again diluted by greater righteousness.

If Wei family’s grandmother knew Wei Jie entered demonhood because of her, she’d probably sacrifice her to appease the Underworld’s departed spirits, lest she delay Lord Gu Yan’s ascension plans!

Thinking of this, she asked quietly: “Actually… do you regret that your divine essence shattered? After all, with it, you could undergo tribulation faster and return to your position. That Lord Gu Yan sounds very impressive.”

Wei Jie suddenly looked down deeply at Xiaoxiao, drawing out his words: “Yes, once I undergo tribulation and ascend, you’ll be free and happy. After all, young gentlemen to drink wine with you on rooftops are lined up in queues…”

In this lifetime, Lord Gu Yan had accidentally had his fate altered and showed signs of becoming a jealous person, liable to wildly drink vinegar at the slightest provocation.

Xiaoxiao had nothing to say to such a jealous jar, only following his words: “If I don’t seek young gentlemen, should I seek old fraudsters over two hundred years old to drink heartily with? You should have originally instructed your disciple Tang to find several more girls with extremely yin fates, so you could leisurely choose and see which one wasn’t dissolute and caught your eye!”

Seeing her start bringing up old grievances again, Wei Jie simply covered Xiaoxiao’s mouth that was about to mock: “Besides you, who else has entered my sight? You must know, after you transmigrated here, you were the first to actively speak to me, even desperately insisting on taking me as your disciple! This is called a perfect match—like a turtle meeting a green bean!”

Stinking turtle! Who’s the green bean with you?

Xiaoxiao had a hundred sharp, bitter words, but they were all blocked by Wei Jie’s large palm, so she could only make muffled sounds.

Wei family’s Elder Wei and Wei Jingfeng stood at the front hall entrance, watching the two figures playfully quarreling as they walked away.

Wei Jingfeng watched Wei Jie covering his master’s mouth, frowning: “Immortals descending to the mortal world—what dignity and majesty. Look at this brat’s behavior—how could he possibly be an emperor’s reincarnation?”

Wei family’s Elder Wei frowned, watching too, but she said: “Who has personally seen how divine beings behave? It’s just we mortals’ fanciful attachments. Besides, A’Jie has shown extraordinary qualities since childhood. When he was born, his father sought divination for him, saying this child’s fate held many tribulations but also great achievements. At that time, Jingling asked the master if there was any way to resolve it. That master said tribulation means wanting to leave but being unable to—now it seems his greatest tribulation appears to be ’emotion.’ I only hope he won’t follow his father’s old path and can soon see through the word ’emotion.'”

Wei Jingfeng furrowed his brow: “Perhaps mother could speak well with him—it might be useful?”

Elder Wei sighed: “A’Jie’s personality is stubborn, taking after his father. I couldn’t stop his father back then, so naturally I can’t stop him now. We’ll see if A’Jie’s mother has any way to persuade him.”

Wei Jie and Xiaoxiao went to the Buddhist hall. Pushing open the door, they saw the succubus Siling with her back to the entrance, kneeling on a prayer cushion.

Wei Jie called out, “Mother, Xiaoxiao and I have come to see you. Have you been well these days?”

After calling several times, the succubus Siling turned her back to them, motionless as if unaware.

Could Siling be angry with Wei Jie for not visiting earlier and be giving her son the cold shoulder?

Wei Jie walked forward a few steps, about to approach Siling to speak, when he suddenly twisted his head uncomfortably, his eyes briefly turning dark.

Xiaoxiao saw this and promptly grasped his hand.

When Wei Jie developed heart demons while possessed by divine essence, his demonic transformation was even faster than Xiaoxiao’s with her demon pearl possession.

This was because Lord Gu Yan originally controlled the Underworld and walked a path somewhat between immortal and demonic, greatly different from other divine beings.

Now, in early demonic transformation, his temperament was unstable. Fortunately, Xiaoxiao served as medicine for his heart demons, preventing him from rapidly falling into demonhood as in his previous life.

But after that momentary distraction, Wei Jie immediately sensed something wrong with this room…

Xiaoxiao also detected it. Influenced by Tang Youshu, Xiaoxiao had some knowledge of feng shui and mystical arts.

The light in this room was dim, and there were bronze mirrors rarely seen in Buddhist halls. The arrangement of incense tables and candles made a light shuttle between several bronze mirrors.

Being within it was like being in a Ghost Sect illusion, easily causing a gradual loss of mental clarity!

Looking carefully, Xiaoxiao discovered threads of black blood vessels showing on the succubus Siling’s exposed neck. She cried in alarm, “Not good!” and immediately applied a Heart-Clearing Talisman.

When the Heart-Clearing Talisman touched Siling’s back, she suddenly lurched forward, collapsing onto the incense table.

When Xiaoxiao helped her up, she was immediately frightened.

Siling’s face was covered with bloody streaks—she had been crying for who knows how long. Most terrifying was that there was a medicine bowl before her, and her bloody tears had dripped into the bowl, accumulating nearly a full bowl!

Succubi cannot shed tears, because each teardrop is the heart’s blood. But these bloody tears also had miraculous properties—they were treasures many cultivation and alchemy practitioners schemed desperately to obtain.

Such an arrangement… could someone be trying to harm Siling?

If the two of them hadn’t discovered it in time, Siling would have died in this remote Buddhist hall!

Awakened by Xiaoxiao’s Heart-Clearing Talisman, Siling saw her son Wei Jie through tearful, blurred eyes and mistook him for her deceased lover.

She choked with sobs as she embraced Wei Jie: “Jingling, don’t leave me alone!”

Wei Jie gently patted his mother, massaging her distracted acupoints while forcibly suppressing his anger, saying softly: “Mother, it’s me. Please don’t cry anymore.”

After calling several times, Siling finally came to her senses, blinking her painfully tear-swollen eyes as she looked at Wei Jie with endless disappointment, slowly saying: “A’Jie, so it’s you… I just had such a long dream…”

Xiaoxiao stood aside, eyes wide as she stared at the Buddhist hall’s arrangement, asking first: “Madam, has this Buddhist hall always been arranged like this?”

Cuo Shi – Chapter 87
After Siling was brought back to Qilao Mountain by Elder Wei, she was ordered by the matriarch to cultivate body and mind here, dissolving her malevolent energy.

She had indirectly caused the death of the Wei family’s former head, Wei Jingling. Besides Elder Wei, other Wei family members all disliked her, so she rarely left the Buddhist hall. Her three daily meals were all brought to the Buddhist hall.

Only yesterday, several young maids came, saying that Qilao Mountain was entering a period of confinement. Fearing that Underworld demon beasts might emerge, Elder Wei had ordered several evil-warding bronze mirrors to be added to the Buddhist hall.

Siling was copying Buddhist scriptures at the time and couldn’t be bothered with such matters, letting those young girls arrange things as they pleased.

After that, no one came to disturb her. But after those bronze mirrors were hung up, they continuously reflected candlelight and shadows. In her daze, she felt increasingly drowsy and closed her eyes.

Half-dreaming and half-awake, she returned to when she first met Wei Jingling. After experiencing the sweetness of falling in love and understanding each other, came the painful memory of Jingling taking his own life at the foot of the mountain.

Siling tried to stop him again and again, but could only watch her beloved spill blood five steps before her repeatedly.

This helplessness of knowing the outcome yet being powerless to change it was the most painful.

So much so that though Siling knew this was a dream, she still indulged in it and couldn’t extricate herself, finally shedding hot blood from her heart in grief and despair.

Tang Youshu and Yu Ling’er had also followed and come. They were originally guarding outside the door, but when they heard Xiaoxiao’s alarmed cry, they also rushed in.

Hearing this, Yu Ling’er said angrily: “There’s someone who set up a soul-confusing magical array here. Could it be that Elder Wei can’t tolerate Madam Siling and allowed her servants to harm her? Come, let’s go find Elder Wei and get to the bottom of this!”

After hearing Siling’s description, Xiaoxiao had been frowning in deep thought. Yu Ling’er’s words were also her first instinct.

But after hearing Yu Ling’er’s words, she suddenly looked up at Wei Jie.

Since entering the demonic path, Wei Jie’s emotions had been quite unstable. Now, seeing his mother nearly lose her life in the Buddhist hall, his eyes were also gradually turning black.

Xiaoxiao couldn’t help reaching out to grasp his large palm, saying softly, “Wei Jie, I feel this matter isn’t so simple. Please stay calm…”

Wei Jie turned to look at Xiaoxiao. Her large eyes were now full of worry for him, her clear pupils reflecting his image completely.

Her voice was crisp and clear. When it sounded in his ear, it immediately smoothed the sudden anger rising in his heart.

Because of his mother’s experience of abandoning him and leaving Qilao Mountain when he was small, Wei Jie always had a lingering sense of loneliness.

When he was still a child, every night he would dream of his mother and couldn’t sleep peacefully. He always wondered: if his mother didn’t care for him, and if she met with an accident and was gone, then he would have no more relatives in this world.

The fear of losing his mother tortured little him, making his personality somewhat withdrawn and incompatible with other Wei family children.

Later, when he left the Wei family and wandered north and south, he was also alone.

That sense of loneliness was rather similar to the feeling of being disconnected from this world when possessed by divine essence.

However, since he met Cui Xiaoxiao, for a very long time, he had forgotten what loneliness tasted like.

Xiaoxiao was like a glowing, warming little sun, unconsciously gathering a group of people around her.

During these days, though adventures continued, it was never lonely, even carrying indescribable sweetness and sourness.

Now her warm hand held his tightly, and her large eyes were filled with his reflection. It gave him the feeling that besides his mother, he had another close relative.

At this moment, the heart demon stirred by fear of losing his mother was slowly suppressed thanks to Xiaoxiao.

Xiaoxiao kept watching Wei Jie until his eyes returned to purple again, then she quietly exhaled a long breath.

If Wei Jie had just been overcome by demonic nature, wouldn’t that be… Xiaoxiao suddenly paused, seeming to remember something. The more she thought about it, the more she drew a sharp breath.

Because Xiaoxiao suddenly realized: from her and Yu Ling’er being tricked into the Underworld, to Wei Jie entering the demonic path, to Madam Siling nearly dying from shedding all her bloody tears due to nightmares. These various incidents seemed unrelated on the surface, yet led to the same destination. It seemed someone was scheming deliberately to accelerate Wei Jie’s transformation to demonhood!

She was now only afraid of one thing in hindsight—what would have happened today if last night she had ignored Wei Jie and left in anger?

Based on Wei Jie’s current condition, if she weren’t there, he would probably lose his temper and have another demonic outbreak. But having shed bloody tears that injured his vital energy, he wouldn’t be able to move for a while.

He probably wouldn’t have paid attention to Tang Youshu then, much less taken his Underworld God Pills.

And this morning, the Wei family would still have sent people to find Wei Jie.

Wei Jie had entered the demonic path yesterday, nearly destroying the Underworld’s seal. Given Wei Jingfeng’s personality, he would still have cursed Wei Jie. After entering the demonic path, Wei Jie’s temperament was unstable. Assuming she wasn’t there, whether Wei Jie could have endured his uncle’s anger was another unknown suspense.

Most critically, if uncle and nephew had quarreled, it wouldn’t have been settled with just a few words like earlier.

Even if Wei Jie had caused a great disturbance in the Wei family and then gone to see his mother, he would probably have seen Siling collapse in the Buddhist hall with bloody streaks all over her face.

It was even possible that, because he came too late, Siling had already shed all her heart’s bloody tears and died!

At that time, seeing this arrangement like a murder scene, then seeing the medicine bowl filled with his mother’s bloody tears, would Wei Jie, like Yu Ling’er, think the Wei family had mistreated his mother, or that they had harmed her to obtain the succubus’s heart blood, causing her to die alone in the Buddhist hall bleeding miserably?

All these things combined would ultimately result in triggering the demonic nature in Wei Jie’s heart.

Once Wei Jie’s demonic nature erupted, he would recognize neither ghosts nor gods, killing Buddhas that blocked his path and demons that blocked his way!

In the end, Wei Jie would very likely lose his reason and slaughter the entire Wei family!

If she had still been somewhat annoyed this morning by Wei Jie’s entanglement and hadn’t left in time, now she was extremely grateful that she had stayed and prevented things from becoming much worse.

If her guess was correct, the chess player arranging everything behind the scenes was someone countless times more terrifying than Lord Can.

Once these arrangements succeeded, Wei Jie would instantly return to his original destined trajectory, eliminating the changes Xiaoxiao had made to his fate.

However, this person had calculated everything except Wei Jie’s thick skin. Wei Jie had clung to Cui Xiaoxiao shamelessly, not letting her leave.

That mastermind behind the scenes couldn’t calculate for Cui Xiaoxiao, this variable from the wrong era. So as long as she stayed by Wei Jie’s side, Wei Jie’s fate would undergo unpredictable changes, never allowing anyone to control the initiative and set traps to harm Wei Jie.

After Tang Youshu gave Madam Siling the Underworld God Pill to take, he finally stabilized the succubus’s surging blood and energy. However, her constitution was different from Wei Jie’s.

For a pure-blood succubus, losing heart blood caused even greater damage to body and spirit.

Siling’s hair turned grayish-white all at once, and her voice became hoarse and dead, no longer able to produce melodious songs.

But seeing Madam Siling’s changes, then looking at Wei Jie, who seemed to have anemia, both had lost heart blood and tears, yet Madam Siling immediately showed signs of aging.

But Wei Jie had only collapsed from exhaustion. After sleeping and waking up, he could still gather strength to put his arm around her shoulders and take advantage.

From this, it could be seen that this man’s strength seemed even more unfathomable than what met the eye…

However, now wasn’t the time to explore Wei Jie’s strength. After all, the person who framed Madam Siling ultimately targeted Wei Jie.

When Elder Wei got word and hurried over, she discovered someone had falsely transmitted her orders and set up a soul-confusing array in Siling’s Buddhist hall that disturbed people’s hearts and souls.

When they went to investigate those maids who had acted, all of them had disappeared. Soon, someone found their bodies floating in the pond water in the valley behind the mountain. However, when examining their corpses, they found Ghost Sect control talismans on all of them…

It seemed these people should have been dark pieces planted in the Wei family by the deceased Ghost Sect’s Wan Lian Shi, who had previously placed control talismans on them.

This conspiracy was closely related to that “dead” Lord Can again.

Siling now also knew she had nearly been used as bait to trigger her son’s heart demons.

After hearing Xiaoxiao describe their encounters in the Underworld, Siling couldn’t help but feel fear for her son.

For a mother, knowing her son had great origins and was a deity undergoing tribulation wasn’t a joyful matter.

She had been trapped by love, left the Ghost Realm to stay in the human world, and relied on hatred to support herself, remaining in the human world seeking opportunities to avenge her lover.

But Siling, controlled by hatred, had heartlessly abandoned her young son. Only when her son reached adulthood did she meet him again.

Though he was her flesh and blood, when they met, there was additional estrangement and unfamiliarity.

When she was trapped by those bronze mirrors, repeatedly reliving her life’s regrets, besides the parting of life and death with Wei Jingling, there was also young Wei Jie’s helpless sobbing as he called for his mother when they separated.

These days of chanting Buddhist scriptures had dissolved much of Siling’s malevolent energy. If time could return, she didn’t know if she would make different choices, but at least she wouldn’t abandon her young son again and be separated from him for so long.

If he became an immortal in the future, wouldn’t he be even further from his mother in the Ghost Realm?

Thinking of this, Siling couldn’t help wanting to touch her son’s cheek like when A’Jie was small.

But Wei Jie instinctively dodged, leaving Siling’s hand frozen in mid-air.

It wasn’t that Wei Jie was sulking with his mother. He simply didn’t like being too close to people. Even with his mother, when she had cried and embraced him several times before, Wei Jie had endured it with his whole body rigid.

After all, he was no longer a crying infant who needed his mother’s kisses and hugs.

After dodging, he felt somewhat regretful, just frozen there, unable to actively approach his mother.

Who would have thought that at this moment Xiaoxiao slapped the back of his head: “Why are you so far away? Don’t you see Madam can’t reach you?”

With Xiaoxiao’s slap, Wei Jie’s body leaned forward, his face landing right in Siling’s palm.

Xiaoxiao also thoughtfully pushed Wei Jie forward a bit, then said to Madam Siling, “Don’t worry too much. Look at his strong, healthy appearance—there should be no major problems. His disciple is skilled with medicine and herbs. That Underworld God Pill you took was very suitable. In a few days, you’ll surely recover.”

Siling watched her usually cold and stern son being subdued under this little master’s hands, and couldn’t help smiling slightly.

When her son, god-like as he was, stayed with Cui Xiaoxiao, he indeed had much more warmth… This young lady was indeed taking very good care of Wei Jie…

However, speaking of yesterday’s red moon, Siling, coming from the Underworld’s Ghost Realm, knew some historical origins.

“When the red moon is full, it’s an omen of great misfortune. I once heard elders of the Ghost Realm clan say that a divine being once wanted to enter the Underworld to take something important. Unable to enter through its gates, he engaged in a fierce battle with the emperor who controlled the Underworld. The day they dueled happened to be during a full moon. The two were evenly matched, and while both suffered mutual defeat, they stained the round moon red. Both the emperor and that divine being had their divine essence destroyed and fell to the human world… From then on, every ten years, the moon turns red. Within three days after the red moon, the River of Forgetfulness’s water level drops, ferries for the dead cannot set sail, and the Underworld’s gates frequently suffer attacks, requiring the demon-subduing clan to stand ready in strict formation and guard carefully.”

Hearing this, these mythical past events suddenly connected for Xiaoxiao.

Originally, a divine being had wanted to break into the Underworld but was stopped by Lord Gu Yan. After their entangled, fierce battle, both had their divine essence destroyed and had to fall to the mortal realm for tribulation.

Lord Gu Yan was an honest child. Besides secretly playing tricks and sealing his divine essence, he honestly endured reincarnation.

But that divine being was shrewd to the extreme. He turned around and deceived the Xia family’s imperial destiny to supplement his divine essence, completely avoiding tribulation.

Moreover, taking advantage of the Underworld master’s absence, every ten years during the red moon, he would come seeking opportunities to enter.

In the original trajectory, had that divine being succeeded? When the Underworld’s ghost gates opened wide, Qilao Mountain would fall into a sea of flames?

But now everyone’s destinies had become a tangled mess.

In his previous life, after Wei Jie suffered losses, he left behind a hidden chess piece—his loyal disciple, Tang Youshu. He then obtained the statue of Zhu Jiuyin that could reverse time and space, completely overturning the defeat and resetting everything to the starting point.

This time, with his disciple Tang Youshu’s cheating assistance, Wei Jie had recovered his divine essence early and was on the verge of ascending to immortality.

That master hiding behind the scenes finally couldn’t restrain himself and had to personally take action to set things right.

When this master made his move, it was extraordinary. With just a little arrangement, he nearly made Wei Jie return to his tragic destiny again.

It was truly just that close—Wei Jie would again enter demonhood, lose his mother, kill blood relatives… all the tragic ordeals would be complete without exception!

However, besides ruthlessly trapping Wei Jie, that master had another important purpose—to take something from the Underworld.

But what exactly was he scheming to obtain?

When Xiaoxiao asked Siling and Elder Wei, they both shook their heads, indicating they didn’t know.

That divine being seemed to have hidden everything about himself properly, then hypocritically used the imperial destiny he had deceived to continue his leisurely immortal days.

By comparison, Wei Jie, the former Underworld master, was not very bright!

But hearing Xiaoxiao accidentally voice this thought, Wei Jie raised his eyebrows and asked: “You mean I’m stupid?”

Xiaoxiao was digging herbs from stone crevices, saying carelessly, “I’m not wrong. Compared to that divine being, haven’t you always been at a disadvantage?”

Xiaoxiao and Wei Jie were currently gathering medicinal materials in the valley behind Qilao Mountain.

Tang Youshu was grinding and brewing medicine at the Wei family, preparing more for Madam Siling. Siling was too severely injured. Unlike Wei Jie’s resilient body, which only needed rest to recover, after losing so much blood, Siling could only return to her Ghost Realm clan to recuperate quietly. Otherwise, even the yang energy of the human world would harm her.

Before leaving, Tang Youshu wanted to prepare more medicine. So Wei Jie and Xiaoxiao helped gather herbs, coming to the cliff where they had initially fallen together.

Hearing Xiaoxiao praise some unknown scoundrel, Wei Jie reached out to embrace Xiaoxiao: “Even if I am that Lord Gu Yan, falling into the mortal realm isn’t necessarily a loss! Otherwise, how could you and I meet and fall in love?”

Xiaoxiao wanted to shake off his arm: “Who fell in love with you? You descended for tribulation—are you supposed to practice making your face thicker before going back?”

Wei Jie raised his eyebrows: “Better to die under peonies than live without romance, but I haven’t even smelled the flowers yet, and you want me to go back. Even if I become immortal, I’ll have regrets in my heart… Master, when shall we practice dual cultivation to promote your Bliss Sect?”

Xiaoxiao knew his “dual cultivation” was not any proper immortal cultivation path, and couldn’t help but blush: “Who wants to dual cultivate with you… What? You know how? With whom have you practiced?”

After Wei Jie left the Wei family, he was like an unmanaged wild horse, very free and easy. This person was wild, and his ways were wild too.

Thinking again of how he mingled with singers and servants in Luoyi City, he wasn’t some pure, innocent young gentleman!

Could it be that he had done it with others before…

Wei Jie watched his master’s pretty little face slowly puff up like a bun, so adorable it made his heart itch.

He couldn’t help lowering his head to kiss her: “Didn’t you come from two hundred years later? Tang Youshu’s broken book established a chastity memorial arch for me—I’ve guarded my body like jade, very much avoiding women! How about it? Want to reward me by letting me taste a woman’s flavor?”

Xiaoxiao stared at the incredibly handsome man before her, who spoke words completely inconsistent with his cold, shadowy appearance, and could only gape half-open, somewhat speechless: “You… have the nerve to say that. I’ll reward you with…”

Before she could finish cursing, Wei Jie was already laughingly sealing her lips.

Heaven knows, when he first saw her in this valley, she was also tilting her face up, seriously saying she wanted to take him as her disciple. He had thought this girl’s lips were deeply red, her eyes sparkling bright, very beautiful.

But at that time, he hadn’t expected he would become so deeply entangled with this girl.

The Underworld master’s destiny originally had no romantic fate, but once tainted with the taste of “love,” it made one savor the marrow and become unable to stop.

In the deep kiss, he pressed Xiaoxiao into the grass by the pond, impatiently tearing off her sash in one go…

After returning from gathering herbs in the valley that day, when Yu Ling’er was helping Xiaoxiao organize the medicinal plants, she inadvertently discovered that Xiaoxiao’s sash seemed to be tied wrong—this black sash was Wei Jie’s!

Xiaoxiao hadn’t expected Yu Ling’er would notice and ask about this, and couldn’t help but blush.

Looking more carefully, Yu Ling’er also found wild grass roots stuck to Xiaoxiao’s back of head and back.

Fox clans were all good at outdoor activities. Seeing Xiaoxiao’s flushed face, Yu Ling’er immediately guessed: “Oh my, you two did that in the valley?”

Xiaoxiao vigorously pounded the medicine pestle in her hands, pretending to be calm: “What nonsense are you talking about? We didn’t!”

But Yu Ling’er knew better: “Didn’t do it? What? Wei Jie can’t perform?”

Xiaoxiao panicked: “How would I know if he can or can’t? It’s just… just got a little bit closer than before…”

Yu Ling’er didn’t believe it at all!

Wei Jie looked like someone who dared to take action, not like Master Tang with his gentlemanly, refined manner. He and Xiaoxiao went to the deserted valley to gather herbs for so long before returning—how could there be no reason to eat some tender tofu?

Otherwise, how would Xiaoxiao’s sash break and end up wearing Wei Jie’s?

Xiaoxiao felt this matter became more obscure the more she explained, so she simply stopped talking.

But Wei Jie indeed wasn’t as honest as she claimed. Though he had truly avoided women in his previous life, in this life, he seemed to have never been intimate with any woman besides her.

Such a man, pure as white paper, could be so naturally gifted and varied in his methods… So this proved that all men are born lechers!

Fortunately, she used the excuse that Madam Siling was waiting for medicine to stop him; otherwise, who knows how he would have tormented her!

However, Yu Ling’er looked at Xiaoxiao’s spring-glowing face and sighed deeply.

Though her Master Tang was much better than Wei Jie as a person, when would he become enlightened and stop being such a perfect gentleman?

Their fox clan was very uninhibited—hillsides, fields, even trees were all fine!

But he insisted on treating her like his own little sister, caring for her thoughtfully but showing no other signs.

Yu Ling’er sighed deeply again, feeling she had no charm and was truly embarrassing the fox clan!

The gentleman Tang Youshu didn’t know he had disappointed a beauty. His heart was entirely focused on preparing medicine, so he quickly finished the medications, and Madam Siling could set off properly.

Elder Wei, feeling she hadn’t taken good care of Wei Jie’s mother, personally ordered people to escort Siling back to the Ghost Realm.

Though the red moon had faded, the next three days would be when the River of Forgetfulness’s water level dropped, and the Underworld’s seal still needed strict guarding.

Plus, with the incident of someone plotting against Siling, the Wei family became even more vigilant. Each of them didn’t even dare sleep, all staying up with red eyes.

As parting approached, Madam Siling had words for Xiaoxiao. She said rather emotionally, “Actually, when I first saw you, I felt you resembled Wei Jie’s father.”

Xiaoxiao was startled, not understanding what Madam Siling meant.

Siling seemed to fall into memory, smiling: “We succubi are naturally cold-natured and don’t easily develop feelings, yet can keenly perceive those with naturally warm natures. Wei Jie’s father was such a person. Even when he didn’t speak much, he would attract me to involuntarily approach him. Miss Cui is also such a person—A’Jie should also be irresistibly attracted to you. This is the emotional tribulation our succubus clan cannot escape. But A’Jie’s constitution is too special, and he’s entered demonhood. After I return to the Underworld, you’ll be the only one who can care for him! I thank you in advance, Miss.”

Xiaoxiao wanted to speak but stopped. Looking at Siling’s haggard appearance, she wanted to say she might eventually have to separate from Wei Jie, but couldn’t bring herself to say it.

If such a day really came, their separation of two hundred years would be beyond control.

Like his mother, Wei Jie had also suffered emotional tribulation and shed heart blood. When the day of separation truly came, would Wei Jie, like his mother, also have his lifespan damaged?
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Thinking of this, Xiaoxiao also grasped Siling’s hand and said solemnly: “Please rest assured, Madam. As long as I’m here, I absolutely won’t let him repeat the same mistakes…”

Siling nodded. Her hair had turned completely white—if she didn’t return to the Ghost Realm soon, she wouldn’t be able to hold on much longer.

Sadly, her journey to the human world—though she met her true love- she couldn’t stay with him forever, and they were now separated by life and death.

And because hatred had blinded her eyes, she had failed to fulfill a mother’s responsibilities to her son.

This journey through the mortal world left her with nothing but white hair, a heart full of unresolved regrets, and a soul riddled with holes.

Siling no longer looked back, only hoping her son would have better fortune than her, and that he and that warmly smiling Miss Xiaoxiao could fight for a happiness that fate wouldn’t allow…

After seeing Siling off, Xiaoxiao and Wei Jie discussed and decided to leave Qilao Mountain as well.

Now, besides that fake King of Changshan, another master was gradually surfacing. Someone who could lead living beings directly into the Underworld absolutely couldn’t be an ordinary person.

What exactly was the background of Princess Yongning’s fiancé, to have such an ability to communicate directly with the underworld? Or was he just another chess piece being manipulated?

After bidding farewell to Madam Siling, they came down from Qilao Mountain and headed toward Luoyi City.

Xiaoxiao remembered she had originally received Princess Yongning’s distress letter and was preparing to return to find her.

Unfortunately, she and Yu Ling’er had been tricked into the Underworld, delaying them for some time. She wondered what changes had occurred on Princess Yongning’s side.

As it turned out, arriving early wasn’t as good as arriving at the right time. When they entered the city, they heard people discussing how the King of Changshan’s wedding date had been moved up—the wedding was today.

But strangely, wealthy families usually married their daughters during the day, with grand processions and ten li of red dowry decorations.

However, the King of Changshan was marrying off his daughter at night. He had even contacted officials to clear the roads early, forbidding idle citizens from coming out at night to watch the excitement and disturb the procession. The city gates were opened wide at night to let the wedding procession leave the city.

Though night weddings were a local custom in some places, they weren’t popular in the Luoyi area.

Especially among the Xia royal family, there was no tradition of night marriages. Yet when the King of Changshan married off his daughter, he chose to do exactly this. It was said Princess Yongning had a strange temperament, disliking the noise and bustle of daytime streets and people peering at wedding sedan chairs, so she specifically chose the night when streets were empty of people, avoiding the interference of onlookers’ gazes.

Since the four major sects had caused havoc at Lord Can’s mansion, resulting in Lord Can’s “tragic death,” Luoyi City had been under curfew. Combined with daytime official proclamations clearing the streets, by the second watch, the streets were empty.

When the watch drum sounded, the palace gates slowly opened. Red wedding carriages formed a line in the empty streets. Under the cold moonlight and rows of swaying red lanterns, the originally bright red wedding cars appeared blood-deep red, making observers’ hearts tremble slightly.

All four members of the Talismonger Sect had applied Invisibility Talismans, hiding their traces as they watched the wedding procession from afar.

The high horse that should have carried the groom walked forward unhurriedly—except the horse’s back was empty, with only a groom’s crown placed on the saddle.

Xiaoxiao felt somewhat puzzled. Though the Ye family held marquis rank, their status was far inferior to the Xia imperial relatives.

Their previous use of stones to substitute for gold and silver in betrothal gifts was already greatly disrespectful. Where did they get the audacity to use a crown instead of the actual groom when marrying a noble lady?

Moreover, this bridal procession was far too quiet. Having walked out of the King of Changshan’s mansion for so long, the wedding party had neither suona nor silk and bamboo music, much less matchmakers leading congratulatory words.

Those bridal attendants, though dressed in red, all kept their heads half-lowered, burying their faces in the shadows of lamplight, walking silently and slowly.

What should have been a joyous wedding procession instead walked through the night with a bone-chilling, ghostly atmosphere, completely lacking the breath of the living.

The matchmaker with a painted red face lifted her head, and every three steps would call out stiffly: “Wedding! Wedding!”

That somewhat shrill voice echoed in the night sky, making listeners’ eardrums ache.

After watching for a while, Yu Ling’er felt all her fox fur was about to stand on end. She whispered, “How can a prince marrying off his daughter be so eerie and terrifying?”

Tang Youshu, beside her, saw the trick and said urgently: “This… doesn’t look like marrying off a daughter, but rather ‘soul marriage’!”

So-called soul marriage was an ancient, lost evil technique.

It referred to finding someone whose birth date and time matched those of the deceased, allowing soul exchange. The living person’s soul would be sent to the Underworld while the dead person’s soul returned, commonly called “possession.”

However, this method couldn’t be used lightly. Besides the difficulty of finding someone with identical birth charts, the returned soul often had defects.

If done poorly, what would be returned would be an idiot.

So, even though this was a method of resurrection, who would want an idiotic relative returned?

Because of this, such evil techniques weren’t widely practiced.

Now, around those red sedan chairs, talismans were everywhere. Tang Youshu recognized at a glance that they were evil talismans left by the Ghost Sect’s Wan Lian Shi.

These sedan chairs looked bright red, but were red cloth soul-summoning banners to attract wandering spirits.

What the matchmaker was shouting wasn’t “wedding” but “soul marriage”!

This slowly moving wedding procession had become a formation to gather yin souls the moment it set out, with that fiery red bridal sedan as the formation’s eye. After such ritual movement for some time, it would naturally open the passage between yin and yang.

This was precisely the three days after the red moon, when the Wei family’s grandmother had said the River of Forgetfulness’s water level would drop. If souls were lingering in the underworld, this formation could exchange them.

Such soul-swapping evil techniques naturally had to be performed at night, because such formations attracted various living souls. If the streets were crowded with spectators, many people’s souls would be absorbed by these sedan chairs.

Just like the four Talismonger Sect members invisibly following behind the sedan chairs—after walking only briefly, they felt heavy steps, as if their whole beings were about to be sucked into the sedan chairs.

Wei Jie’s symptoms were milder. He immediately stopped the other three, saying quietly: “We can’t get any closer. Look at those sedan chair bearers—they’ve already lost their souls, each one just walking corpses…”

Xiaoxiao looked carefully and suddenly discovered these bearers were all walking on tiptoes, their heels not touching the ground at all, moving forward as if blown by the wind. Their backs all had puppet talismans attached. Even after having their living souls stripped away by this domineering evil formation, they could still be mechanically driven forward.

Occasionally, stray cats or dogs from the streets would approach the procession. In just an instant, those animals would stiffen and fall straight to the ground—their living souls had also been absorbed and stripped away by the formation.

Xiaoxiao frowned, wondering who the sacrificial bride in the sedan chair might be. Could Princess Yongning be inside?

They wanted to investigate, but couldn’t approach the sedan chair. However, Xiaoxiao rolled her eyes and thought of a solution.

She again took out the little paper figure Princess Yongning had used to send her messages. After writing a Heavenly Eye Talisman and a Communication Talisman on the paper figure, she silently chanted incantations. The little paper figure was blown by a gust of wind, floating and swaying around the bridal sedan, then guided by another breeze into the sedan chair.

By this time, the strange bridal procession had left the city gates and reached the desolate wilderness.

Xiaoxiao had connected her Heavenly Eye with the paper figure, so what the paper figure saw inside the sedan chair was presented before Xiaoxiao’s eyes.

The bride sitting in the sedan chair wasn’t wearing a red veil, nor was she dressed up. She just wore red clothing, hair disheveled, sitting pale-faced in the sedan chair.

Through the paper figure, Xiaoxiao immediately recognized this woman as Princess Yongning.

However, the originally spirited and bold princess now sat like a wooden chicken, staring straight ahead in the sedan chair.

The little paper figure jumped around on Princess Yongning’s shoulders and arms, quickly discovering five silver needles on Princess Yongning’s neck and behind her ears, sealing her five senses. That’s why she sat motionless like a wooden person.

Controlling the paper figure to remove the needles would require considerable effort.

Fortunately, Xiaoxiao was no longer the novice who had just entered the Talismonger Sect. Since the Five Phoenix possession, she found her ability to control spirit talismans had advanced by leaps and bounds.

Previously, techniques in Tang Youshu’s secret manual that could only be understood intuitively but not expressed in words now seemed naturally comprehensible when recalled.

After confirming that needles had sealed Princess Yongning’s acupoints, Xiaoxiao moved her hands as if pulling puppet strings.

The little paper figure in the sedan chair wrapped its body around a needle, wound around several times, then, with a lift of qi, the needle popped out from the acupoint.

The paper figure repeated this method, quickly removing all five needles.

The moment the five needles were removed, Princess Yongning immediately gasped in shock, suddenly returning to the world.

But before she could make a sound, the little paper figure stuck to her mouth like a plaster, sealing all her words back in her mouth.

Princess Yongning recognized this paper’s figure. When she indicated she wouldn’t speak, the paper figure came down and crept to her ear to whisper, transmitting Xiaoxiao’s words to her.

Though Princess Yongning didn’t know how she ended up in the sedan chair, she clearly remembered the fake father bringing several Ghost Sect disciples to seal her acupoints with needles.

Compared to that father of unknown identity, Princess Yongning trusted the sincere-eyed Bliss Sect Leader Cui more.

So after hearing the paper figure’s message, Princess Yongning immediately acted.

Xiaoxiao had just instructed her to tear down all the talismans inside and outside the sedan chair to destroy the soul-summoning formation’s eye.

Otherwise, once the sedan chair attracted enough yin energy from the wilderness, it would probably open the gates to the Underworld.

Princess Yongning looked at those human skin talismans in the sedan chair and immediately tore them down, then scattered them out of the sedan window.

Then she stuck her head out and began tearing at the talismans on the sedan chair’s exterior.

But just then, whoever was controlling the soul-summoning talismans seemed to sense the abnormality in the sedan. They controlled the bearers to set down the sedan chair in unison and lunge toward Princess Yongning.

Princess Yongning was so frightened she dropped the talismans in her hand, retreated into the sedan, and asked the paper figure: “What should I do?”

The paper figure was even more cowardly than her, actually darting into her hair to hide.

Just then, the sedan curtain was torn down by the lunging puppet people. As those people stretched out their blackened fingers toward the princess, someone suddenly leaped onto the sedan roof, brandishing a sword and sending all these people flying.

It turned out that after the sedan’s talismans were removed, the soul-absorbing evil energy dissipated. Wei Jie was the first to leap onto the sedan with his sword, repelling these controlled attendants and bearers.

The Heaven’s Punishment Sword Wei Jie wielded could subdue demons and eliminate evil. Wherever the sword edge passed, it immediately repelled these demon-possessed puppet people.

However, such actions strained his damaged vital energy. He couldn’t help covering his unusually painful chest with his hand.

When Princess Yongning climbed out of the sedan chair, she looked up and saw Wei Jie wielding his sword. In that instant, she was again dazed as if her five senses had been sealed by needles, staring blankly.

She had never seen Wei Jie before. Seeing him now, she was astonished as if seeing a celestial being.

Only when Xiaoxiao also ran over and pulled her out of the sedan chair did Princess Yongning recover and sigh in relief: “Sect Leader Cui, you finally came!”

At this moment, the thunder and lightning in the sky suddenly stopped due to the formation’s eye being destroyed, and the fierce wind finally ceased.

Those bearers and guards knocked unconscious by Wei Jie all woke up, also bewildered about how they appeared in this desolate wilderness.

Princess Yongning had long since disappeared with the Talismonger Sect group.

Princess Yongning had never known what hunger and cold felt like in her entire life.

Unexpectedly, on what should have been her wedding day, she truly experienced it.

After Princess Yongning escaped with the Talismonger Sect group, she had no time to describe her experiences over the past few days before weakly crying out in hunger.

She had just compared dates with Xiaoxiao—shortly after sending Xiaoxiao that paper figure message, she was discovered and lost her memory.

That meant after having her five senses sealed, she hadn’t eaten for three whole days.

When they sought lodging in a nearby village, as soon as the gate opened, the disheveled princess saw moldy bacon and ham hanging under the eaves. Like someone possessed, she rushed over, hugged it, and began gnawing, frightening the homeowner, who retreated repeatedly, thinking a man-eating female demon had arrived in the middle of the night.

Tang Youshu quickly took out silver to calm the homeowner while requesting hot food and wine that could be served immediately.

The princess ate rice mixed with scallion-fried eggs, plus stewed fish in red oil. After wolfing down two large bowls, she finally became composed again.

However, looking at the leftover stewed fish, she suddenly remembered using a dish of stinky mandarin fish to test her father’s authenticity. Sadness overwhelmed her: “My father has been replaced by someone unknown. His life or death is uncertain, and I’ve wandered here… Sect Leader Cui, can you help me capture that thief and find a way to rescue my father?”

Xiaoxiao asked: “I originally thought that the fake prince found you troublesome and randomly found a wastrel to marry you off to. But seeing how he used you as a formative eye today, it doesn’t seem like that. What exactly does he want to do?”

Princess Yongning said, “After discovering father had been replaced, I carefully observed this imposter’s daily actions. Before they knocked me unconscious, my fiancé Ye Yi had visited the palace. I was curious—after all, I’d never seen this person before. I thought if I could meet him and reason with him about the benefits and harms, perhaps I could persuade him to break the engagement. Later, I learned they were discussing something in the study. I hid outside the study to eavesdrop. I heard the impostor saying the red moon wouldn’t appear again, and if they didn’t seize this opportunity, it would be hard to find another chance. He knew the method of substitution and had found a woman with matching birth charts. Why not take advantage of the once-in-ten-years drop in the River of Forgetfulness’s water level to exchange someone from the underworld?”

At this point in Princess Yongning’s account, Xiaoxiao stopped eating and held her bowl tensely: “Then what?”

Princess Yongning blinked, struggling to remember: “That Young Master Ye Yi remained silent for a long time. I wanted to secretly peek at the study’s situation, but before I could stick my head out, I felt someone prick me with a needle, and then I lost consciousness. Next thing I knew, I found myself sitting in the bridal sedan.”

Xiaoxiao was disappointed as she pondered the princess’s words again.

At least she could determine that Young Master Ye Yi seemed to be conspiring with the fake King of Changshan. And what he wanted to find in the Underworld seemed to be a person.

Remembering Ye Yi saying he used flowers to mourn his deceased wife, Xiaoxiao didn’t know if this was true or false.

Confirming that Young Master Ye Yi indeed harbored ill intentions was quite lamentable—she felt a flawless piece of jade had been ruined. A gentleman like jade, yet why become a thief? Young Master Ye, why must you do this?

Wei Jie was also considering the princess’s words. He seemed to have gone out briefly and now said, “I’ve already contacted the crown prince’s secret agents to investigate the fake King of Changshan’s background.” This matter involved the King of Changshan, which meant it involved Xia family descendants. They were the imperial family blessed by deities. Even if Wei Jie wanted to avenge his mother and ruthlessly kill this thief, he still needed to report to the crown prince and explain the circumstances of the King of Changshan being replaced.

However, Young Master Ye’s background was also quite puzzling. Though Wei Jie hadn’t yet met the man, he was already certain he was a tough opponent.

They mention that the red moon wouldn’t appear again—he didn’t know what they meant. But it was certain they had reached a desperate situation, so even if the soul-exchange technique could only return incomplete remnant souls, they were willing to risk trying.

Unfortunately, at the crucial moment, this soul-exchange technique was destroyed by Xiaoxiao and Wei Jie. Not knowing how they would react to their plans repeatedly failing, or what sinister moves they might use next.

After eating her fill, Princess Yongning finally had the leisure to ask about Wei Jie. When she first met Xiaoxiao and the others on Spirit Mountain, Wei Jie happened to be absent, so Princess Yongning had never seen him.

Suddenly seeing such an otherworldly handsome gentleman, the young lady’s heart couldn’t help but be stirred somewhat.

Unfortunately, Little Fox poured cold water on her: “He’s good-looking, but has a foul temper and poisonous tongue. Don’t get close to him unless necessary.”

Ah? Princess Yongning hadn’t expected that such a stunningly handsome and devilish man would receive such terrible reviews from his people. Looking at Wei Jie gently talking to Xiaoxiao with his head lowered, she still didn’t believe it.

Little Fox only gave this kind warning because she had a good impression of Princess Yongning. However, Wei Jie’s foulness needed to be personally experienced to be understood.

His gentleness and understanding were always reserved for Cui Xiaoxiao alone.

Princess Yongning wasn’t stupid either. She quickly saw that Wei Jie’s treatment of Cui Xiaoxiao far exceeded the master-disciple relationship.

Moreover, his temper was indeed as Yu Ling’er described—quite bad. Even his disciple Tang Youshu seemed to always slink around when he saw his master.

However, Wei Jie’s cold face immediately bloomed like spring when facing Xiaoxiao. When he used a wet cloth to wipe his master’s face, it was like wiping a little girl’s face.

Princess Yongning suddenly understood—no wonder Sect Leader Cui had changed her sect to the Leisurely Bliss Sect! If she had taken such a handsome, strong disciple, not taking him to bed for some practice would truly be a waste of heavenly gifts!

Unfortunately, as an imperial princess, she had to maintain elegant propriety and could never enjoy such freedom and happiness as Cui Xiaoxiao. Even if she were the Bliss Sect’s leader, no matter how beautiful Wei Jie was, she couldn’t favor him exclusively—she’d need to take in others of various types to taste all human beauty.

In any case, it was much better than being forced to marry some worthless wastrel.

Hearing this, Yu Ling’er said: “Your fiancé indeed has bad intentions, but his appearance is truly celestial. I worry that if you see him, you’ll be mesmerized by his beauty and tricked into the bridal sedan again to have your soul exchanged.”

Princess Yongning thought of her ordeal and felt deeply humiliated. That person impersonating her father was truly detestable, actually using her as a sacrificial tribute!

Thinking this way, she was anxious and wanted to quickly capture that fake King of Changshan to find out her father’s whereabouts.

But Wei Jie said there was no rush—wait until the crown prince’s side had news.

After the four major sects independently raided Lord Can’s mansion last time, they were instead calculated against by Lord Can, ending up on the court’s elimination list. Secular disciples were too frightened to join the sects, and the four major sects still hadn’t recovered their strength.

With the appearance of the mysterious Young Master Ye Yi, they needed to be even more cautious to avoid falling into enemy traps again.

Moreover, Princess Yongning’s birth chart was special, seemingly an indispensable sacrifice. Now that the three days after the red moon were almost over,

If Young Master Ye truly wanted to exchange someone back from the Underworld, he couldn’t do without Princess Yongning. That person should be more anxious than they were.

Being so, rather than acting rashly, they might as well remain calm and composed, quietly cultivating in place while seeing what moves the other side would make.

After all, Wei Jie couldn’t overuse his vital energy now. Unfortunately, when rescuing the princess, fearing that the sedan chair would be ambushed, he wouldn’t let Xiaoxiao approach and acted himself, using his vital energy.

Arriving at this farmyard, eating was fine, but when wiping Xiaoxiao’s face after the meal, Wei Jie again covered his chest, his blood deficiency symptoms flaring up as he softly collapsed against Xiaoxiao.

Xiaoxiao had to help him into the borrowed farmhouse and onto the bed to rest quietly.

However, when she was supporting Wei Jie, he pulled her along, and she also ended up on the bed.

Xiaoxiao now blushed slightly, thinking of their foolishness when gathering herbs in Qilao Mountain’s valley.

No matter how old this man was, when he started being unreasonable and pestering, he was like an unweaned baby, clingy and sticky…

Thinking this, she quickly protected her chest with clothing, whispering: “This farmhouse is crude with thin walls. Don’t embarrass yourself by letting Tang Youshu and the others hear!”

Wei Jie blinked his purple eyes very innocently, slowly lowered his head, then drew out the ancient text she had brought from the Wei family from Xiaoxiao’s sleeve.

“I thought this place was quiet, and lying together reading would be quite comfortable. Tell me, what did you think we’d do that would be loud enough to disturb Tang Youshu and the others?”

Damn scoundrel disciple, always doing this kind of teasing while shifting blame!

Wei Jie watched his master’s pretty face puff up into a bun shape again, finding her extremely adorable. He couldn’t help grasping his master’s slender wrist and pressing her into the bedding for a kiss.
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Xiaoxiao saw Wei Jie’s incorrigible appearance and could only push his body away forcefully: “Have you forgotten your current condition? You still dare to fool around with me!”

Because he had lost his heart blood, Wei Jie couldn’t lose any more vital essence while his qi hadn’t recovered. So at this time, teasing this young lady he had coveted for so long was asking for trouble.

It had been the same last time in the valley—originally intending to tease and play with her, but in the end Wei Jie was the first to be consumed by burning desire, unable to advance or retreat!

The torment of having a beautiful body laid out before him, yet being unable to taste it, was truly too agonizing. Before his injuries were completely healed, he’d better not endure such suffering again.

So after lingering, reluctant kisses, the two of them ended up lying face to face, reading together.

These ancient texts were collected by the Wei family over many years.

After all, the Wei family, having glimpsed heavenly secrets and been trapped on Qilao Mountain like prisoners, always sought methods of escape, so they collected ancient texts from everywhere to see if there were any solutions.

Xiaoxiao flipped through them left and right, finding no descriptions of that divine being who had opposed Lord Gu Yan.

However, on a yellowed page, she saw a familiar image—a phoenix circling on a parasol tree.

Though the page was old and somewhat faded, Xiaoxiao immediately recognized it as a dark phoenix.

Below this illustration was a line of fine, small characters: “Fallen Blood Phoenix, not born of heaven and earth, good and evil undivided, righteousness and evil unclear, capable of devouring immortal souls, a variable of heaven, must not appear in the world!”

Such text, like the legends, mercilessly condemned the black phoenix to the path of evil demons, as if everyone wanted to eliminate it!

Xiaoxiao remembered the murals discovered behind Ghost Stone Cliff. In that ancient battle between two gods, this black phoenix seemed to have been driven to devour Lord Gu Yan, but in the end was subdued by Lord Gu Yan, its soul sealed in the Eternal Valley.

If this were true, the Fallen Blood Phoenix, painted as utterly evil, was just a lustful bird that forgot its nature of devouring immortal souls after being bewitched by male beauty.

Moreover, that little black phoenix she saw in the Phoenix Secret Realm of Eternal Valley had done no evil deeds, yet suffered bullying from its kind—truly pitiful!

The two of them lying together, reading like this was a rare moment of leisure.

However, unlike Xiaoxiao, who focused on reading, Wei Jie read somewhat absent-mindedly, spending most of his time staring at the girl in his arms.

Occasionally, he would even undo Xiaoxiao’s collar to see how the colorful phoenix mark on her neck differed from the one in the tree.

Xiaoxiao had now witnessed Wei Jie’s shameless side and knew what he was thinking. She just smiled and pinched his nose, turning to tug at his collar in return.

The disciple was more generous than his master—after all, his chest had developed thick and strong, not afraid of being seen at all.

He didn’t even need Xiaoxiao to undress him; he removed his outer robe himself and lay sideways on the couch, supporting his head with one hand.

His thick black hair was scattered across the pillow, his shoulder lines smooth, chest muscles solid, abdominal muscles defined, and narrow waist gathered within the open robe. With sword-like brows, purple eyes, straight nose, and subtle smile, revealing slightly pointed canine teeth—an attitude of “take me as you will”…

At this moment, the light in the room was dim and hazy. Every inch of golden light and shadow falling on this devilishly charming man from the window carried endless seductive meaning…

Xiaoxiao felt her nose growing warm as she watched, yet couldn’t bear to look away. She thought absent-mindedly: If Lord Gu Yan was also this enchanting, no wonder he could bewitch the Blood Phoenix into losing its true nature and falling into mortal ways…

But she didn’t know that in Wei Jie’s eyes, the sight of the eighteen-year-old girl with flushed cheeks, biting her lips and gazing at him tenderly, was even more unbearably arousing than a naked body laid out before him.

In the end, Wei Jie was the first to lose patience, pulling Xiaoxiao over to entangle lips and teeth with her.

However, after fooling around, Wei Jie found himself trapped in a cocoon of his own making. When hot blood surged downward and he became somewhat impatient, symptoms of losing heart blood arose, and he suddenly became powerless all over, collapsing onto the bed with a thud.

This was the same as that day in the valley—whenever his desires arose, he would collapse powerlessly.

Xiaoxiao was left somewhat breathless from his kisses, even feeling a bit of lingering disappointment.

But seeing Wei Jie’s tense, handsome face, looking quite unwilling, she couldn’t help but giggle and comfort her good disciple: “Don’t worry, I won’t tell anyone. No matter how much Ling’er asked me before, I never said you couldn’t perform…”

This thoughtful explanation struck at the iron-blooded pride of a man.

When Wei Jie’s fingers regained some strength, he grasped Xiaoxiao, gripping her soft nape, and ground his teeth: “When I’m better, you’ll see if I can perform!”

Having made this vow, Xiaoxiao took advantage of Tang Youshu bringing Wei Jie medicine to escape with a smile, adjusting her collar.

Tang Youshu had previously very tactfully reminded Xiaoxiao that the master shouldn’t get close to women now, otherwise, if this bit of vital essence was lost, it might not be replenishable.

Xiaoxiao’s scalp prickled, hearing this, her face hot enough to fry eggs. She didn’t let Tang Youshu continue, only hastily promising to keep a distance from Wei Jie.

Tang Youshu was quite embarrassed to bring this up, but he had worked so hard to give his master a second life. If the master died from depleted vital energy while entangled with Xiaoxiao in bed, would he have to rearrange everything and rewrite another sect manual?

How would this autobiographical manual record such events? After all, a generation of Demon Lords dying from “saddle wind” would be truly difficult to embellish!

In the courtyard, Princess Yongning and Yu Ling’er had also found some entertainment.

It turned out the homeowner had previously performed magic tricks in the market. Two wooden boxes in the courtyard contained magic props.

Princess Yongning had always been curious about such arts, pestering the homeowner to learn the secret of “sword swallowing.”

The homeowner, delighted after receiving a pair of jade bracelets from Princess Yongning, took out a spring sword from a wooden box. Pressing the spring, he retracted the sword into the hilt and demonstrated on the spot.

Only then did Princess Yongning understand: “So the sword-swallowing act I saw at the Mid-Autumn Festival was like this! I even generously rewarded that performer with a gold ingot! It’s so simple!”

Yu Ling’er coolly remarked from the side: “You didn’t just lose a gold ingot—now you’ve lost another pair of bracelets! Magic tricks are all deception. Want to see a living person transform into a fox? Just give me another pair of jade bracelets and I’ll teach you how to make a fox appear from a wooden box!”

Princess Yongning didn’t know Yu Ling’er was from the fox clan. Hearing this, she expressed disbelief and immediately put up a gold lock as collateral, saying this time she would spot the flaw.

Yu Ling’er made a great show of bringing an empty box, then seriously performed a fox dance before jumping into the box, closing the lid, opening it, closing it again, opening it again.

As a result, amid Princess Yongning’s amazed exclamations, that gold lock was also swindled away by the little con artist.

Xiaoxiao laughed, watching them play and tease for a while, then returned to her room. After reading for a bit, she began meditating cross-legged.

She had originally intended to return the fox clan’s spirit stone to Yu Ling’er, but Tang Youshu said that after her recent demonic possession and awakening of the phoenix guardian spirit, the demonic energy and phoenix guardian spirit’s aura in her body were quite unbalanced.

The fox clan’s spirit stone could stabilize both demonic nature and phoenix power, so until they found a way to remove the demon pearl and Five Phoenix, that spirit stone should remain with Xiaoxiao.

Yu Ling’er also agreed. Xiaoxiao was the fox clan’s benefactor—if this spirit stone could preserve Xiaoxiao’s life, both she and the fox clan were willing to lend it to Xiaoxiao.

These three completely different powers had now achieved some delicate balance in Xiaoxiao’s body. When she regulated her breathing and sat quietly, she could even feel the three forces competing and struggling within her body, finally merging again at her spiritual platform.

The already-formed inner core was nourished by the three spiritual powers, faintly transforming into a golden core and beginning to condense toward the Nascent Soul stage…

Her cultivation talent wasn’t as good as Wei Jie’s, but in the most difficult aspect of cultivation—opportunity—she was full of fortune.

Achievements that many great powers took centuries to cultivate, Xiaoxiao had stumbled into through accumulated chances and fortune, achieving them in confusion.

The moment the golden core formed, Xiaoxiao could feel an unprecedented lightness filling her limbs and bones. This was the moment when mortals approached the divine realm, and also the motivation that comforted cultivators to continue toward the immortal world.

No wonder so many people were willing to abandon wives, children, and family affection for ultimate cultivation, giving up everything they once treasured. This feeling of transcending the mundane was truly addictive.

So, how had Wei Jie originally resisted such temptation and shattered his divine essence?

After experiencing the allure of ascension, Xiaoxiao came to admire Wei Jie. This man, after becoming demonic in his previous life, could be cold-hearted toward gods and Buddhas alike.

In this life, he was equally merciless toward himself…

Soon, she again followed the swirling spiritual energy into a state of ethereal meditation.

When spiritual breath flowed, it was like hearing babbling brooks beside her ears. This vibration that seemed to harmonize with spiritual veins attracted Xiaoxiao’s consciousness to float up and down as if drifting in water.

A fiery red mark slowly appeared on her forehead—it looked like two yin-yang fish about to close together.

At this moment, Xiaoxiao felt her body light as she walked up Ghost Stone Cliff’s steps to the palace hall.

A man stood beneath the palace pillars. His body still bore many fire burns, and his snake scales had turned black after being subjected to true fire, looking even more sinister and terrifying. However, this color matched well with the small, pitch-black, crow-like fat bird in his hands.

Seeing this scene, Xiaoxiao was certain she had fallen asleep while meditating and was dreaming about Wei Jie’s previous life.

This cold-faced man covered in black scales was exactly the Demon Lord who had just emerged from the Phoenix Secret Realm with a little black phoenix!

He seemed to be writing a letter, but after writing several versions, none satisfied him. Crumpled paper was scattered all over the floor.

That fluffy bird kept causing trouble, sometimes pecking at the ink stone, sometimes rubbing against the brush in the man’s hand.

The man, annoyed beyond measure, simply ordered someone to bring an iron cage, wanting to throw this little crow—no, little black phoenix—inside.

But even if ugly, it was still a phoenix, naturally proud. How could it enter an iron cage?

The little black bird squawked in protest, refusing to be caught, and dove headfirst into the man’s long hair to hide.

The man’s face, already half-covered in snake scales, turned iron-blue as he said coldly: “If you don’t go in, I’ll wring your neck!”

But the little black bird hid behind his neck, pitifully pecking at the scales on his neck with its pointed beak, then flatteringly rubbing his cheek with its fluffy body, completely unafraid of the terrifying man as a demon king.

You must know that at this time in his previous life, Demon Lord Wei Jie was already notorious. Even disciples serving him dared not lift their heads to look at him directly.

Yet this stupid little bird treated the Demon King as its bird mother, acting coquettishly and intimately with signs of courting death.

The man’s purple eyes showed restraint after restraint. Finally, he helplessly pulled it out from behind his neck. Not caring whether it could understand, he said flatly: “If you won’t live in a birdcage, do you want to sleep in my bed? Don’t think you’re the same kind as me. Remember, you’re different from me—just a feathered beast…”

The little black phoenix didn’t know it was being scolded, only comfortably closing its eyes and curling up in the man’s scale-covered palm.

It greatly loved the abundant demonic energy emanating from the man, because such demonic energy was the black phoenix’s favorite food. Sleeping on the Demon King was like a cat lying on a pile of fish or a dog sleeping among meat bones—even dreams were filled with abundant harvests and no worry about food or clothing.

The man looked down at the little fat bird sleeping without defenses. In the end, he didn’t throw it in the cage, only ordering someone to bring cotton to form a temporary nest, placing it beside his hand. Then, accompanied by the little bird’s snoring, he continued grinding ink and writing.

Xiaoxiao’s spirit floated in mid-air, clearly seeing from the side what he was writing—a reply to Wei family’s grandmother. Beside the desk was also a letter from the Wei family.

The letter roughly contained a condemnation of Wei Jie’s willful entry into demonhood and defiance of heaven.

After writing another letter, the man silently read it for a while, then tore it up and scattered the pieces.

Xiaoxiao silently sympathized, thinking how lonely and sad he must be at this moment…

She stepped forward, wanting to embrace this rigid figure from behind, but when her arms reached out, they passed through the man’s body, unable to hold him…

The man silently gazed into the distance, not knowing what he was thinking.

Just then, the bird on the table somehow woke up. After tilting its head to look at the man, it fluttered its little wings and used its pointed beak to pick up the torn letter pieces one by one, trying to piece them back together.

Seeing the little crow’s actions, the man couldn’t help but laugh coldly, talking to the feathered beast about thoughts he didn’t want others to know: “What? You think I should reply? It’s useless. I’ve entered demonhood and am the Wei family’s shame. Grandmother writes only to fulfill her final responsibility as an elder. Why should I reply and put her in a difficult position?”

The little crow disagreed with the man’s words, still working hard to piece things together while chirping as if urgently trying to comfort him.

The man snorted and asked, “You think grandmother doesn’t hate me?”

The bird nodded, then happily hopped about, found a peanut from the plate on the desk, and brought it to the man’s mouth.

It seemed to be enthusiastically showing approval, indicating the man was the best person it had ever seen, so everyone should like him.

The man was amused by the bird’s human-like behavior, the corners of his mouth slightly lifting, because of the snake scales, even his smile looked quite fierce, so the smile was fleeting like a flash in the pan.

He said coldly again: “You don’t understand. Being human is much more complex than being a bird. It’s not simply divided into good and bad people.”

This time, the bird tilted its neck, seemingly disagreeing with the man’s words.

In its view, being human was simple and joyful. You didn’t have to sleep in birdcages and could wear clothes of various beautiful colors, unlike its constant black feathers.

Thinking this, it pecked some cotton from the nest and hung the white cotton balls on its black down, making itself look whiter.

The man was again amused by the vain little fat bird. He extended a finger to rub the little crow’s fluffy head, saying thoughtfully: “I was born human, but don’t find being human joyful. You’re a feathered beast yet everywhere show human intelligence… Heaven is unfair, making you reincarnate wrongly. You should have been human. But since you want to be human, shall I give you a name? With your small eyes and small beak… let’s call you Xiaoxiao…”

Saying this, he picked up a peanut and teased the bird’s beak: “Xiaoxiao, good girl, open your mouth…”

Hearing this, Xiaoxiao immediately objected!

Giving a bird a name was one thing, but with so many names like Cuicui and Yingying available, why did he have to choose the homophone “Xiaoxiao” of her name?

She expressed her displeasure and wanted to step forward in protest, but her arm suddenly hurt as if someone was pulling her up.

At the same time, a voice even noisier than a crow kept calling in her ear: “Xiaoxiao, Xiaoxiao…”

Xiaoxiao suddenly opened her eyes to find the man who had been covered in black scales in her dream was now smooth-faced and incomparably handsome, crouching before her and shaking her arm.

Wei Jie had originally seen Xiaoxiao meditating and didn’t want to disturb her. But later he heard his little master snoring, apparently having fallen asleep again.

This cultivation method of practicing halfway then falling asleep was Sect Leader Cui’s unique skill.

Wei Jie was long accustomed to it, so he called out to Xiaoxiao: “You’ve been meditating for quite a while. Want to eat something?”

Xiaoxiao was somewhat dazed from sleep, looking at Wei Jie blankly and asking: “Eat what?”

Wei Jie brought out a small bowl of fried peanuts: “The food will be ready soon. If you’re hungry, have some peanuts first?”

Xiaoxiao stared at the peanuts brought to her mouth and shouted: “I won’t eat them!”

Wei Jie was startled by Xiaoxiao’s shout, because she usually loved eating peanuts. This plate was specially requested from the homeowner’s wife!

After shouting, Xiaoxiao realized she had been affected by the dream. She stretched lazily, grabbed a handful of peanuts, and told Wei Jie about her dream.

Wei Jie raised his eyebrows. He had long heard Xiaoxiao say that in his previous life, he had brought a little black phoenix out of Eternal Valley.

However, he found it hard to imagine that after entering demonhood, he would keep a natural enemy that fed on demons by his side.

That black phoenix was an ominous creature of heaven and earth, disliked by all gods, born into confusion, completely different from the other five phoenixes. No one could explain how it came to be.

In this life, the phoenix nest was empty, and that black phoenix was nowhere to be found. Except for that tuft of black down in the Phoenix Secret Valley, there was no trace of this black phoenix having come to the world.

However, according to Tang Youshu, this little black phoenix had once prevented Wei Jie from killing his grandmother, but ended up severely injured and unable to survive, later disappearing without a trace.

Xiaoxiao thought of the little crow’s cuteness in her dream and the black-scaled man’s unexpressed affection for the little bird, and couldn’t help sighing again.

After that man’s demonic nature erupted, if he discovered he had accidentally killed a beloved pet he had raised for so long, he would probably be heartbroken and sad too.

Thinking this, Xiaoxiao felt Wei Jie’s previous life was too pitiful—no father, no mother, misunderstood and disliked by Wei family relatives. Finally raising a little stupid bird through gardening, only to meet such an end.

Thinking this, she couldn’t help hugging Wei Jie’s neck and comforting him: “When we have time, shall I buy you a parrot?”

Wei Jie laughed, not knowing where Xiaoxiao’s thoughts had wandered. He was already busy thinking about his master’s food, clothing, and shelter—where would he have time to raise birds?

If she wanted to raise something, she might as well help him have a baby to raise in the future.

Next, everyone sat together for dinner.

They had been staying here to endure the three days after the red moon. Now they only needed to wait a few more hours until dawn to get through it.

By then, they could escort Princess Yongning back and, with the crown prince’s secret agents’ assistance, expose the truth of the fake King of Changshan’s usurpation, freeing Princess Yongning from that troublesome marriage.

Thus, everyone was killing time. At the dinner table, Princess Yongning was still pestering Yu Ling’er, wanting to buy the secret technique of making a living person transform into a fox.

Yu Ling’er refused to tell, and was rolling her eyes to tease the princess when she suddenly screamed: “Oh my, Princess, why is your hair on fire?”

The others eating looked up—indeed! A strand of Yongning’s hair had suddenly burst into strange purple flames.

But the princess, who had been chatting and laughing moments before, now sat motionless, letting the flames burn.

Tang Youshu knew she was under a spell—someone had taken her hair and was remotely controlling her from somewhere!

The instant the flames on her head extinguished, Princess Yongning had already leaped into the air, flying straight toward the window behind her.

Xiaoxiao flew out to intercept, standing before the princess and asking: “Princess, where are you going?”

Tang Youshu urgently reminded from behind: “Xiaoxiao, don’t stop her. She’s under a puppet spell—be careful of tricks!”

Indeed, just as Tang Youshu spoke, Princess Yongning suddenly struck out with her palm toward Cui Xiaoxiao.

The princess had martial arts skills, plus she had studied under many masters and learned quite a few miscellaneous techniques.

Now she attacked recklessly, immediately going for Xiaoxiao’s fatal pressure point on the head.

In the time it took Xiaoxiao to dodge, Princess Yongning leaped up and quickly jumped out of the courtyard.

Princess Yongning ran extremely fast, and the remaining four people also vaulted over walls to chase after her.

However, after being hit by the puppet spell, Princess Yongning seemed to have wind beneath her feet, impossible to catch up with.
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Xiaoxiao threw out a Soul-Stabilizing Talisman, but it couldn’t fix Princess Yongning’s form.

Seeing the talisman had lost its effect, Cui Xiaoxiao simply grabbed a yellow talisman paper, folded it several times, then quickly cut out paper figure shapes from the folded paper block. She dipped her fingers in fresh blood and scattered them. In an instant, countless paper figures followed the gale Xiaoxiao raised, flying like paper butterflies to stick on the frantically running Princess Yongning’s back.

Xiaoxiao cast her magic power again, using the paper figures to lift Princess Yongning into mid-air.

However, Princess Yongning’s strength was too great. The paper figures only delayed her briefly—they seemed unable to hold her much longer.

Just then, Wei Jie flew over and grabbed Yongning’s wrist.

As he was about to press her sleep acupoint, Yongning suddenly struck back at Wei Jie’s throat.

Her attack angle was extremely cunning and sharp, her long nails even scratching Wei Jie’s neck.

When Wei Jie grappled with her, facing her fierce storm-like attacks, he was faintly unable to cope.

Cui Xiaoxiao had never seen Wei Jie so embarrassed and struggling in single combat. You must know that Wei Jie had now formed a golden core—though his divine essence was shattered, he was still a great power in the advanced stage!

Yu Ling’er was also stunned, murmuring: “The princess’s skills are so formidable? Has she been pretending to be weak all along?”

Xiaoxiao carefully watched Princess Yongning’s graceful and handsome form, suddenly feeling that the princess’s entire temperament seemed to have changed. She looked… graceful and handsome, with grand, sweeping moves, lacking feminine softness but gaining masculine vigor.

Because Wei Jie had lost his heart blood, though he was taking pills refined by Tang Youshu, he shouldn’t use his vital energy. Suddenly encountering such a tough opponent as Princess Yongning would inevitably strain his vital energy, so his current battle was somewhat constrained, unable to fully display his abilities.

Thinking this, Xiaoxiao leaped up to fight alongside Wei Jie against this crazed princess.

Having just formed her golden core, her body was much lighter than before. When she flew up, her arms covered in golden scales waved as if growing golden wings, dazzling observers.

Princess Yongning watched Xiaoxiao rushing toward her without panic, only wearing a faint smile as she looked at Xiaoxiao with apparent appreciation.

However, even with the master and disciple of the Talismonger Sect working together, they still couldn’t gain the upper hand.

Only when fighting did Xiaoxiao discover this person was unfathomably deep—the strength displayed was merely the tip of the iceberg. When facing the two of them, her moves became increasingly fierce and dense, completely unlike the relaxed elegance of toying with two ignorant children.

In this extremely unbalanced fight, Xiaoxiao felt Princess Yongning seemed to have changed appearance… not facial features or looks, but her entire bearing carried jade-like gentle refinement, and her movements looked more and more like a graceful gentleman.

Just then, Princess Yongning spoke: “I don’t wish to stay long and want to go back to see father. Why do you keep trying to detain me?”

Her voice was still Princess Yongning’s voice, but upon hearing it, it was like sweet spring water flowing, inexplicably calming one’s mood…

This unique vocal quality that entered the ears—she seemed to have experienced it from someone before…

As thoughts flowed, she suddenly stopped her attack and called out to Princess Yongning: “Though there are no flowers here, I see an old friend again. How are you, Young Master?”

Hearing Xiaoxiao say this, Princess Yongning raised her eyebrows, looked at Xiaoxiao again with appreciation, and also stopped attacking. Like a gentleman, she clasped her hands behind her back and smiled: “Miss Cui has good eyesight to recognize me at once. Your abilities are considerable—even the Underworld’s Yellow Springs couldn’t trap you. I previously underestimated you, Miss.”

At this moment, Princess Yongning’s body was indeed possessed by someone else.

The possessing person was none other than Young Master Ye Yi, whom she had met once in the magnolia grove.

This person was truly unfathomable, actually able to possess Princess Yongning’s body and control her to fight others.

Wei Jie held the Heaven’s Punishment Sword horizontally before him, looking at Yongning with an investigative expression: “Why does Your Excellency go to such lengths?”

Princess Yongning, or rather the Young Master Ye possessing her, said indifferently: “Princess Yongning has a marriage contract with me, but on our wedding day, she was abducted by thieves. I must think of ways to bring her home.”

According to current marriage customs, when betrothal contracts were made, a lock of hair was gifted into the marriage document to represent the bond of marriage.

Ye Yi was using exactly this lock of the princess’s hair to bind her soul while possessing her body.

Hearing Ye Yi’s words, Xiaoxiao called out: “Are you taking her home, or sending her to the underworld?”

It was still two hours before the River of Forgetfulness’s water would rise again.

Princess Yongning had overheard the conversation between Ye Yi and that fake King of Changshan. This Young Master Ye wanted to exchange someone from the Underworld, which required using Princess Yongning’s living soul in exchange!

Young Master Ye smiled gently: “Miss Cui, I’m not as utterly evil as you imagine. This hasty action isn’t by my choice. If I said I knew nothing beforehand, would you believe me?”

Tang Youshu, hearing this, nodded in agreement: “This soul marriage technique not only requires someone with specific birth dates but also needs the person being exchanged to have no interest in life, bound by regret—someone who has severed earthly attachments can exchange back a complete living soul. But ask in this world, where are there such conveniently despairing people? So the seven souls and six spirits exchanged incompletely—just a defective person, better not to exchange at all!”

That Ye Yi glanced at Tang Youshu, apparently not expecting this young scholar to be so well-versed in the ancient evil art of “soul marriage.”

However, he smiled faintly and continued Tang Youshu’s words: “This young master speaks correctly—a defective person… better not to exchange. I must take the princess home now. You all need not see us off.”

His words carried a magnetic tone that made listeners’ ears tingle and their minds feel much calmer. Xiaoxiao found herself involuntarily nodding and saying softly: “You may go…”

Unfortunately, just as she finished speaking, her waist was suddenly grabbed tightly, and she involuntarily leaned into a broad chest.

Xiaoxiao turned to look and found Wei Jie glaring at her fiercely with slightly darkened eyes.

Ah? Xiaoxiao was startled awake by his sword-like glare.

Only then did she realize she had unknowingly been controlled by Young Master Ye’s gentle words, as if hypnotized, agreeing with his suggestions.

This situation was exactly like drinking tea in the flower grove.

Though there was no spider lily fragrance now, she was still affected, proving it wasn’t the flower scent but this person’s words that carried soul-hypnotizing magic.

What was his background to be able to control human hearts with just his voice?

Unfortunately, such arts were exactly the forte of the succubus clan. Though this person’s voice was powerful, it was ineffective against succubi skilled in enchanting with song.

Wei Jie suddenly bit his lip, transferring a mouthful of succubus blood to Xiaoxiao’s cherry lips, then wiped the corner of Xiaoxiao’s mouth and said coldly to the person opposite: “Besides manipulating women’s hearts, does Your Excellency have any other abilities?”

Ye Yi laughed again: “I can control human hearts regardless of gender. However, Your Excellency has mixed succubus blood and a heart that seems particularly hard and cold—I cannot control you.”

Wei Jie snorted coldly. When this fellow was speaking earlier, everyone except him had been listening to him in fascination. It seemed his words were true—he indeed had this ability.

Young Master Ye Yi looked at Wei Jie meaningfully: “I never thought you and I would meet again under such circumstances… I underestimated you, not expecting you to have the ultimate move of overturning heaven and earth, reversing time.”

These words revealed he knew about Wei Jie’s secret arrangement of Tang Youshu as a hidden chess piece to reverse time.

Wei Jie narrowed his eyes, staring at him coldly: “Your Excellency appears distinguished and extraordinary, definitely not mortal. Why assist tyranny and help a treacherous king steal others’ destiny and opportunities?”

Ye Yi looked at Wei Jie, still gentle and refined, but the words from his smiling lips were like poison-tipped thorns: “Because you… don’t deserve to live in this world, yet like an unkillable cockroach, you stubbornly refuse to leave!”

Tang Youshu and Yu Ling’er, still immersed in his gentle scholarly demeanor, hadn’t recovered their senses. Hearing this, they nodded approvingly.

Xiaoxiao was held tightly around the waist by Wei Jie. Having just absorbed succubus blood, her consciousness was clear.

Hearing this, Xiaoxiao’s heart chilled. She finally fully awakened from Ye Yi’s hypnotic words.

But seeing Tang Youshu and the others’ condition, she could guess she had been similarly hypnotized by his words, fascinated beyond help—no wonder Wei Jie had glared at her so fiercely.

This Ye Yi… not only knew the secret that worldly affairs had been reversed through time, going back two hundred years, but also harbored endless hatred toward Wei Jie.

What irreconcilable enmity did he have with Wei Jie?

Thinking this, Xiaoxiao said coldly: “Princess Yongning doesn’t wish to return. Please withdraw from her body!”

Ye Yi looked up at the sky, seeming to calculate the time with his fingers, then smiled warmly: “Naturally, that’s possible. She wasn’t a suitable candidate anyway. Someone with an endless attachment to the human world cannot be a suitable vessel for soul exchange… See, her father has already arrived. I can retire successfully…”

Indeed, a group of official soldiers’ carriages and horses came rushing from a distance. The silk-covered carriage was exactly what the King of Changshan usually used.

Beside the carriage was a well-dressed young man on horseback with decent features.

Both Xiaoxiao and Yu Ling’er had seen this young man before—he was exactly the Young Master Ye Yi who had invited them to drink in the magnolia grove!

However, the man now swaying unsteadily on horseback showed the slack appearance of someone drained by wine and women, completely lacking the gentle young master’s refinement.

When this convoy of guards came charging, Princess Yongning suddenly went limp and collapsed to the ground. When she got up again, her face was full of confusion and terror: “Xiaoxiao… someone just possessed my body!”

Though Yongning couldn’t control her body when possessed, she had felt another person speaking within her body.

Now the princess had broken free from the spiritual restraint and finally recovered her senses. She quickly called out to Xiaoxiao, afraid another evil spirit might possess her.

Just then, the official soldiers’ carriages and horses arrived. The leading Young Master Ye Yi looked at Princess Yongning, still wearing red clothes, with raised eyebrows and asked the palace guards beside him: “She… is Princess Yongning?”

A guard beside him quickly said, “Reporting to Young Master, she is indeed Princess Yongning, your fiancée.”

That Ye Yi looked sideways at Princess Yongning’s disheveled appearance, then at the two men Wei Jie and Tang Youshu beside her, and said to the carriage behind him with extreme disgust: “A woman about to marry, yet abducted by bandits overnight—how can her chastity remain? King of Changshan, you insist I come to receive her. Are you using the King of Changshan’s power to oppress our marquis house, making me collect damaged goods?”

Such arrogant and rude words left Xiaoxiao and Yu Ling’er looking at each other, hardly believing their eyes and ears.

Though this dissolute young man on horseback had unchanged features, he no longer possessed the refined, otherworldly bearing of the gentle young master under the magnolia branches—like a piece of finest jade suddenly losing its luster and becoming a stone from a cesspit!

Xiaoxiao understood: it seemed this Young Master Ye Yi, like Princess Yongning earlier, had been a vessel for someone else’s soul.

The young master they saw under the magnolia trees wasn’t this person at all.

So Xiaoxiao tested him: “Young Master Ye, we meet again…”

Only then did Young Master Ye notice by firelight that there was such a delicate and pretty young lady here!

What kind of land and water had nurtured such an absolutely beautiful woman?

Skin white as snow, phoenix eyes and pert nose, especially that red mole beneath her eye—truly soul-stirring!

This Young Master Ye was originally a lecher. Seeing Xiaoxiao’s incomparable beauty, he couldn’t look away, only saying lecherously: “You’ve seen me? I don’t remember. Could it be you and I met in dreams?”

Xiaoxiao also narrowed her eyes, looking at him investigatively and guiding: “You truly don’t remember—three days ago, we drank tea together!”

Ye Yi blinked: “Three days ago? I was battling three beauties at the pleasure house and got dead drunk… only sobered up yesterday! Oh, are you the top courtesan there? How come I never called for you? Or did I already battle you when I was drunk?”

This young master now spoke nothing but obscenities, truly unbearable!

A servant who had been following him laughingly reminded: “My young master, you forgot—didn’t you leave the pleasure house then? And quite spiritedly took us on a suburban romantic adventure to meet this young lady!”

Ye Yi stared blankly, apparently unable to remember how he had spent those days.

Xiaoxiao heard this and laughed coldly, understanding: it seemed this Young Master Ye Yi was easier to possess. In his confusion, he was completely unaware that someone had stolen several days of his time.

That mysterious person had used Ye Yi’s drunken state to occupy his body, then deceived her and Yu Ling’er into the Underworld in the magnolia grove.

Who was this mysterious person? Why could he occupy others’ bodies yet not easily show his true face?

Princess Yongning couldn’t bear listening anymore. She pointed at the man on horseback in disbelief: “You… are Ye Yi?”

Ye Yi nodded arrogantly.

This exploded the princess’s temper. She turned to Yu Ling’er: “What thing deserves to be called gentle as jade? Someone like this is what you call supreme quality?”

Princess Yongning had originally held no hope for this marquis’ house fiancée.

But after hearing Xiaoxiao and Yu Ling’er describe Ye Yi’s incomparable temperament with fascination, Princess Yongning had developed some expectations.

Perhaps her fiancé truly was as outstanding as they described, and his deception might have some unspeakable difficulties.

After seeing such a vulgar creature full of wine and lust, her previously raised hopes were brutally shattered, making her even more desperate!

No wonder Princess Yongning cried out regardless of propriety.

This immediately angered Young Master Ye Yi.

Though Princess Yongning’s appearance wasn’t bad, compared to the young lady beside her, she seemed inferior.

Plus, she had previously insisted on returning the betrothal gifts, making the Marquis’ house lose face. Ye Yi had long been angry with this pampered princess—shameless woman! Not even entered his house yet, already putting on airs!

Thinking of the King of Changshan urging him to receive her and marry this damaged goods who had been captured by bandits on the spot to preserve the palace’s reputation and face, Ye Yi became even angrier: this woman’s clothes were disheveled—who knew how many times she’d been handled in the bandits’ den!

He felt he had dirt on the palace, so he spoke even more rudely to the princess who had lost her honor: “You were abducted to a bandits’ den and defiled, losing face for both houses! Fallen flower, withered willow! You dare look down on me? Someone like you should find a crooked tree and hang yourself!”

Saying this, he turned and shouted to the King of Changshan’s carriage: “King of Changshan, I think since the princess looks down on people so much, let’s dissolve the marriage contract!”

Princess Yongning had been pampered by her father since childhood—when had she ever heard such crude abuse?

Thinking that the fake father had arranged for her to marry such thoroughly rotten goods, Princess Yongning was furious. She rushed straight to the carriage and pulled open the curtain.

When the curtain opened, a subtle fragrance hit her face, and that figure wrapped in layers of gauze still sat righteously in the carriage.

Yongning glared at this despicable person impersonating her father, her heart gradually burning with rage.

With Xiaoxiao and the others behind her and Wei Jie having reported to the crown prince, Princess Yongning wasn’t afraid of this fake anymore. She shouted at the man with his face wrapped in gauze: “I already know you’re an impostor! Today I’ll expose your true face and prevent you from impersonating my father and ruining me!”

After speaking, she suddenly reached out to tear the bandages from the fake king’s body.

The King of Changshan’s guards naturally tried to stop her, but Wei Jie and Cui Xiaoxiao also flew over to repel those guards.

When Princess Yongning pulled out the fake king, Ye Yi, beside them, screamed in alarm: “Hey! You woman is truly mad! Attacking your father! No wonder the king told me before that if you wouldn’t be obedient and marry me, he wouldn’t want you as a daughter anymore and would poison you mute, and sell you to a brothel!”

These words enraged Princess Yongning. With the annoying subtle fragrance still in her nostrils, she felt a great fire rising straight from her heart, wrapping around her and generating unprecedented malevolent energy—let this bastard fake father and this disgusting fiancé all die!

Thinking this, she extended her arm to grab the fake Changshan’s collar, reaching to tear the gauze from his face.

Before killing this villain, she had to see who was impersonating him! If he wouldn’t say where her father was, she’d skin him alive inch by inch!

That fake king had been motionless and wooden, but when he got too close to Princess Yongning, his body suddenly shook uncontrollably, and he began vomiting loudly.

This scared Yongning into letting go and dodging, then angrily jumping up and down, shouting about chopping him alive.

Xiaoxiao watched all this. Seeing the furious Princess Yongning grab a guard’s sword and chop toward the King of Changshan’s head, she quickly waved her hand, creating a water flow to wrap around Princess Yongning’s wrist, seizing and throwing away the sword.

“Princess, you are of noble birth—your hands must not be stained with blood!”

Princess Yongning’s hair was now disheveled, her eyes full of bloodshot veins as she roared fiercely: “This villain impersonates my father and wants to ruin me by selling me to a brothel! If I don’t kill him, I swear I’m not human!”

After speaking, the princess suddenly grabbed the sword from Xiaoxiao’s hand.

A pampered noble lady now seemed possessed by a night demon, unhesitatingly gripping the sword tightly and thrusting it straight into the fake king’s chest.

The moment the sword entered, blood gushed out. Xiaoxiao was also startled and quickly leaped up to support the King of Changshan while pressing his neck.

This fake king, pierced through the heart, gradually weakened in pulse. When Xiaoxiao laid him on the ground, he convulsed a few times, then lay motionless and rigid.

With this sword thrust, Princess Yongning seemed to have lost all her strength, collapsing to her knees as if severely ill, breaking out in cold sweat.

Xiaoxiao hesitated briefly, then reached out to unwrap the cloth wound around the King of Changshan’s face.

When the cloth was unwrapped layer by layer, revealing the person’s true face, she saw smooth skin everywhere—a well-maintained middle-aged man with no burn scars.

Xiaoxiao had thought the bandages would reveal Lord Can’s face, but never expected to see a middle-aged stranger staring wide-eyed, dying with eyes that wouldn’t close.

Princess Yongning stared blankly at the dead king. Suddenly her pupils dilated, and she shouted with trembling lips: “Father!”

Then she threw herself straight onto the rigid, dead king.

Xiaoxiao quickly pulled Princess Yongning away, pressing her face against her shoulder and asking urgently: “What… what’s happening?”

Princess Yongning’s body shook constantly as she sobbed: “He… he is my father! I… killed my father with my own hands? How can this be? It’s all you! Saying the King of Changshan was fake!”

Yongning pushed Xiaoxiao away hard while speaking, again kneeling tearfully beside the corpse, shakily examining the dead body’s profile and neck.

Yes, it truly was her father. The black mole she’d seen since childhood was there—it couldn’t be wrong.
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Yu Ling’er felt somewhat disheveled in the wind, tightly grasping Tang Youshu’s hand. Her fox brain wasn’t as complex as a human’s, and she couldn’t comprehend what kind of human ethical tragedy was unfolding before her eyes.

Tang Youshu didn’t speak, only frowning and concentrating as he watched everything unfold.

Although he had experienced two lifetimes, in his previous life, there seemed to be no occurrence of soul marriage, nor did this person called Ye Yi appear before his master.

Now, due to Cui Xiaoxiao’s appearance, many worldly affairs were developing in unpredictable directions.

Just then, the princess kneeling beside King Changshan was already desperately shaking her head and crying. Her disheveled hair almost covered her face, accompanied by shrill wails, as if she had gone mad and wanted to fight Xiaoxiao to the death.

Xiaoxiao was also shocked by this human ethical tragedy. Tears welled up in her eyes as she said helplessly, “I… I only said he might be fake. I’m sorry, I didn’t know it would cause such trouble… But you should be able to distinguish between real and fake. How could you believe everything just because someone else said something?”

Princess Yongning seemed to have been touched on a painful spot, again regretting like a madwoman as she shook her hair and wailed loudly.

Just then, dark clouds suddenly rolled across the sky, and the wind swirled strongly across the wilderness, stirring the bushes and wild grass.

Ye Yi, who had been frightened into collapsing on the ground earlier, had somehow stood up. He had been wearing that light, breezy smile throughout, silently watching this tragedy of a daughter killing her father.

Now, in the fierce wind, Ye Yi’s long robes fluttered, and his hair danced. He slowly raised his head again.

He was still the same person, but his entire bearing had changed once more.

That elegant, jade-like young master from beneath the magnolia flowers seemed to descend like a god, appearing before everyone’s eyes again.

That mysterious soul had once again possessed Ye Yi’s body.

Wei Jie raised his sword toward Ye Yi and said coldly, “What did you do to the princess?”

Although Ye Yi was smiling, there was a cold indifference that saw through worldly affairs as he said softly, “When she killed her father, her will was clear. It’s just that the killing intent in her heart was stirred up by the soul-confusing incense in the palanquin. She was the one who misunderstood her father, and she was the one who acted. This sin of patricide cannot be blamed on others…”

He spoke with light indifference, as if this human ethical tragedy had nothing to do with him at all.

But Xiaoxiao suddenly understood the entire cause and effect. She said coldly, “This matter is connected to you! If the previous King Changshan was real, how could the princess have mistaken him? That face-covering gauze was a deceptive illusion! The one who previously spent time with the princess must have been someone else, just to arouse the princess’s suspicions. You and Lord Can had already calculated that Princess Yongning’s birth chart met your requirements. Lord Can faked his death, controlled King Changshan, then used the excuse of fire disfigurement to wrap his face. When Princess Yongning became suspicious, you switched back to the real prince, then used words and incense to provoke the princess’s killing intent, creating this patricidal tragedy! The purpose was to make the princess become a suitable vessel for soul marriage!”

Master Tang Youshu had explained very clearly before that living souls with attachments to the human world cannot exchange complete souls from the underworld.

Although Ye Yi was full of lies and deceit, what he said before about not knowing Princess Yongning had “married” early might have been true.

Because this soul-possessed Ye Yi had arranged Princess Yongning’s wedding day from the beginning, the day she would personally kill her father.

Only this way would Princess Yongning’s heart be filled with regret, making her the perfect vessel for soul exchange!

After hearing Xiaoxiao’s analysis, Ye Yi still smiled elegantly, his eyes bright as he examined her. “You… are truly clever. What exactly is your background? Even the Book of Life and Death cannot penetrate your three previous lives?”

Wei Jie didn’t like hearing this scheming man fortune-telling for Xiaoxiao. Treating his rambling words as nonsense, he said coldly, “Your plot has succeeded. What do you plan to do next?”

Ye Yi was too lazy to even look at Wei Jie, once a life-and-death nemesis who could fight him to a draw, now just a lowly life in the mortal dust. With his divine status shattered, Wei Jie was no longer the former master of the underworld, a god feared by the three realms.

Such a person who couldn’t achieve greatness was ultimately just an unlucky fool whose fate would be usurped by others, not worth too much of his attention.

Now everything was within his layered calculations. This feeling of having everyone’s destiny in his hands, manipulating them at will according to plan, was truly quite pleasant.

Ye Yi wore his light, breezy smile, calculated the time with his fingers, looked up at the lightning and thunder in the sky, and said slowly, “Princess Yongning’s heart is now full of guilt and regret toward her father. She has no interest in living. Having killed her father, she’s worse than a beast. How is she worthy of living in this world? Better to form a good karma and go to the underworld to exchange for someone in my place…”

After speaking, fierce winds came. The brocade carriage that King Changshan was sitting in suddenly changed color at Ye Yi’s wave, becoming a glaring, striking red.

On those red cloths were covered the most malicious curses written in fresh blood. In an instant, all the attendants around the convoy had their souls captured by the red cloth. One by one, they suddenly became wooden-faced, drew knives, and cut their wrists. Gurgling fresh blood stained their snow-white servant clothes, slowly turning them deep red!

The soul marriage convoy to the underworld had been formed, only missing a bride who had lost all interest in life!

Seeing Wei Jie and Cui Xiaoxiao about to pull Princess Yongning away, Ye Yi casually raised his hand and waved. A bell-like barrier immediately trapped the several people from the Talismonger Sect, preventing them from interfering.

Ye Yi gently waved his robes. Princess Yongning, who had been crying in pain, suddenly stood up and walked step by step toward her father’s corpse lying on the ground. Then she bent down, pulled the sword from her father’s chest, and thrust it straight toward her abdomen.

The position of this sword was very clever, avoiding vital points while still bringing one to the brink of death.

Only this way could Princess Yongning’s soul infinitely approach the River of Forgetfulness, while awakening that trace of soul sleeping at the river bottom, summoning the soul back to Yongning’s body…

Watching Princess Yongning thrust the sword without hesitation amid everyone’s exclamations, Ye Yi’s eyes flashed with a kind of triumphant excitement.

Heaven knows how long he had been waiting for this moment…

Ye Yi didn’t want to waste more time. He waved his hand to draw Yongning into the blood-red palanquin, then flew to appear before Yongning, covering the princess’s head with a blood-red bridal veil.

Just as success was about to be achieved, fierce winds swirled. The originally wooden princess suddenly extended her hand to quickly attack Ye Yi.

Just as Ye Yi was startled and his attention was diverted, a small paper figure carrying a talisman floated from the wind and fallen leaves, slapping onto Ye Yi’s forehead with a “snap.”

This talisman was made of silver foil, also covered with intricate blood-red runes. Ye Yi’s head tilted slightly back, and a golden light tried to escape from his crown, but was firmly locked in place by the glowing runes on the yellow talisman.

At this time, Ye Yi’s physical body was motionless, and whatever god or demon possessed him could not escape.

This flesh had become a cage binding gods and demons.

The moment his primordial spirit was trapped, the barrier that had isolated Xiaoxiao and the others immediately dispersed.

Xiaoxiao wore a cunning smile as she flew over and quickly high-fived Princess Yongning, who had jumped down from the carriage, indicating their pleasant cooperation.

Then the street charlatan Xiaoxiao imitated Ye Yi’s light, breezy smile, tilted her head, and asked, “Dare I ask this young master, how did you find our magic trick just now?”

Where the talisman was pasted on Ye Yi’s forehead, a blue light seal glowed faintly.

Xiaoxiao had seen similar blue light appear on Wei Jie’s forehead, though their patterns were somewhat different.

Tang Youshu had said that it was the divine seal only deities possessed!

This man, full of lies and a vicious heart… was a god?

At this time, the sealed Ye Yi also stared wide-eyed in disbelief. Although he couldn’t move at all, he still couldn’t believe that the scheme he had painstakingly arranged had been so easily broken by these ant-like people!

What was going on? Princess Yongning had committed the great crime of killing her father and should have been mentally disturbed, with no interest in living. How did she suddenly counterattack?

And what kind of talisman did she use that could immobilize him?

Just then, Princess Yongning pulled out the sword she had inserted in her abdomen, pressed the spring mechanism with her finger, and easily pressed the retractable steel blade that could extend and retract, saying proudly, “How about that? This is the treasure I exchanged for a pair of jade bracelets.”

The sword she had used to “kill” her father earlier was a sword-swallowing prop she had traded from the farmhouse owner.

When Princess Yongning first got this treasure to play with, she had followed Yu Ling’er’s suggestion and modified the sword, installing a fish bladder filled with chicken blood in the hilt. Once broken, it would be covered in blood with a terrifying effect.

When they were at the farmhouse, she had demonstrated it many times before everyone, becoming quite proficient.

Xiaoxiao watched Princess Yongning showing off there and had Wei Jie unlock King Changshan’s acupoints.

The “deceased” King Changshan, when his immobilization points were released, suddenly gasped for breath and looked around in panic. When he saw his daughter, he immediately embraced her and burst into tears, crying out that he had been captured by the souls of royal ancestors and nearly gone to the underworld.

Ye Yi was too lazy to watch the father-daughter reunion scene. He only looked at Xiaoxiao, his eyes somber as he asked, “When did you see through the deception?”

Xiaoxiao circled the motionless Ye Yi, examining him while saying, “You know, we’ve been staying at the farmhouse these past few days, eating the same things over and over – like preserved meat, mountain goods, and the stinky fish pickled by the house owner… Oh right, we had stinky fish for dinner today too!”

Ye Yi frowned, not understanding the meaning of her rambling.

Xiaoxiao simply made it clear: “You were only busy harming people, so of course you didn’t know that the real King Changshan hates stinky fish the most – he can’t even stand the smell!”

Xiaoxiao only became suspicious when King Changshan suddenly vomited earlier when Princess Yongning grabbed his neck and spoke face-to-face, as if he was affected by the smell from Princess Yongning’s breath.

This King Changshan had been too quiet today, hardly speaking at all, with everything handled by his attendants, like a puppet.

When Xiaoxiao saw him suddenly vomit, she had a flash of inspiration and suddenly remembered that during dinner, Princess Yongning had complained about eating red oil stinky fish every meal, making her mouth smell terrible.

Her mind had always been quick. In that instant, many thoughts flashed through her mind, especially when she realized that today’s events seemed designed to anger Princess Yongning, she began to understand.

What if the bandaged King Changshan before them… was the real King Changshan?

She had been deceived once by that gentle, jade-like man and nearly couldn’t return from the underworld.

What goes around comes around! Fortunately, with her years of street experience deceiving people, in that instant, Xiaoxiao thought of turning the tables.

The fake sword that could retract into the hilt had been dropped on the ground when Princess Yongning was being chased, and Xiaoxiao had picked it up casually. Now it could be put to good use.

When she opened the sword and handed it to Princess Yongning, the furious princess didn’t notice and only gripped the hilt tightly, simultaneously triggering the spring mechanism and “inserting” the sword into her father’s chest.

Xiaoxiao took the opportunity to hit King Changshan’s acupoints, perfectly coordinating to temporarily stop the prince’s breathing.

This magic trick was much more sophisticated than when Xiaoxiao led the entire Talismonger Sect in street performances in Luoyi!

Xiaoxiao even felt that if they ever lacked money again, performing this act on the street would be more thrilling and profitable than the great fox transformation!

When Ye Yi thought his scheme had succeeded and Yongning regained her senses, Xiaoxiao cleverly used the paper figure that had fallen on the ground, pasted it to Princess Yongning’s ear to remind her that she had used a fake sword, while having the princess continue shaking her head with disheveled hair, acting mad to lure the self-satisfied Ye Yi into the trap.

As for the talisman that trapped Ye Yi, it was a masterpiece that exhausted two hundred years of the Talismonger Sect’s efforts.

The silver for making the talisman was the most yin silver from the underworld; the blood on the talisman was from Xiaoxiao, the second-generation sect master of the Talismonger Sect who was full of magical implements and demonic power; the patterns on the talisman contained the lifelong magical power of Tang Youshu, the first-generation old sect master who had been immersed in the Talismonger Sect’s ways for over two hundred years.

This was the perfect soul-fixing talisman they had researched together when they were bored at the farmhouse, thinking about how to deal with Ye Yi if they encountered him again.

Although the two generations of master and disciple from the Talismonger Sect had split up, the soul-fixing talisman jointly created by the two Talismonger Sect experts Tang Youshu and Cui Xiaoxiao was not to be underestimated.

This soul-fixing talisman, different from yellow paper talismans, was truly no joke – it trapped whatever immortal or demon was inside Ye Yi’s body in one go.

After Xiaoxiao finished speaking, she carefully examined the divine seal on his forehead and very sincerely asked Ye Yi, “Dare I ask this young master, what exactly are you? If you say you’re an immortal, why do you commit such vicious acts? Could it be that divine justice makes exceptions for immortals like you?”

Ye Yi remained silent for a long time. The smile of a worldly expert on his gentle, jade-like face had completely disappeared.

He never expected that he would be deceived by crude street magic that could be seen for a penny in busy markets!

And the one who planned all this and quickly countered him was a young girl who had just formed her Golden Core.

Even as carefree as a deity, having his carefully laid plans so casually and easily destroyed would make him cough up three bowls of immortal blood.

Hearing Xiaoxiao question his identity, Ye Yi’s expression gradually darkened. The lightning and thunder originally summoned by the blood talisman had slowly dissipated. It wasn’t easy for him to come to the human world, and he had originally thought that by personally planning everything, he would surely find that person.

But he never expected that such an opportunity would be destroyed by these lowly ant-like people!

When dawn began to break and the distant village echoed with cockcrows, immense despair struck his heart.

Just as Wei Jie raised the Heaven’s Punishment Sword, wanting to strike down this demon with one blow, Ye Yi suddenly roared. In an instant, heaven and earth shook, and the talisman pasted on his forehead also cracked.

But as the silver talisman shattered, the fragments cut Ye Yi’s forehead. In an instant, his lightning-shaped divine seal bled – this was a sign of damaged divine status.

Ye Yi swept his sleeves and disappeared in clouds of thick smoke, vanishing without a trace…

Xiaoxiao stamped her foot in frustration, feeling that the man had escaped again. But Tang Youshu wiped the cold sweat from his forehead and said, “Fortunately, the silver talisman cut his divine seal. Otherwise, once he broke free, none of us would have been his match!”

A god was still a god. Even if he was only possessing a mortal’s body, he was still an insurmountable peak for worldly people.

Xiaoxiao’s calculations had enraged that god, so in his fury, he shattered the silver talisman.

But Xiaoxiao’s luck was too good – she had coincidentally caused the silver fragment to cut the god’s most vulnerable part, barely allowing everyone present to escape disaster.

Thinking of this, Tang Youshu looked at his final disciple with reverence. This Cui Xiaoxiao was an even more terrifying demon than his previous life’s master.

Counting this way, Cui Xiaoxiao had already caused the divine status of two living immortal gods to shatter or be damaged.

This ability to hammer gods when encountering them, and shatter them with one blow, was comparable to the Heaven Court’s “Bane of Immortals”!

Such natural talent was truly worthy of being his master ancestor in this life – Master Ancestor Cui above, please accept this disciple-grandson Tang Youshu’s bow!

Xiaoxiao watched Tang Youshu suddenly kneel and bow to her in silence, frightened into immediately jumping aside, then supporting his arm and asking, “You… what are you doing?”

Although she still hadn’t forgiven Tang Youshu, he had been her master after all. How could she properly accept his kowtowing?

After hearing Tang Youshu’s admiring words, Cui Xiaoxiao was somewhat amused and helpless. She could only sigh and say, “You were the one who plotted to trick me into coming to this time two hundred years ago because of my unlucky fate. How can you now praise my good fortune? Could it be that my ten-injury destiny suddenly changed? I’ve repeatedly caused two high gods to damage their divine status. This proves even more that I’m a disaster star – anyone who gets close to me won’t end well…”

Seeing Xiaoxiao becoming more and more dejected, Tang Youshu felt too guilty to look at the young girl.

Instead, Wei Jie walked over, put his arm around Xiaoxiao’s shoulder, then said coldly to Tang Youshu, “Didn’t I tell you not to provoke Xiaoxiao for no reason? She gets irritated just looking at you now!”

Xiaoxiao pushed him away: “You missed one – I get irritated looking at both you, master and disciple.”

Wei Jie never acknowledged the sin of deceiving Xiaoxiao. He now kept himself cleanly separated from his previous life as the demon lord.

What a joke – if he acknowledged it, Xiaoxiao would turn her back on him.

Xiaoxiao had no mind to settle old scores with this master-disciple pair now. She looked at the guards who had their souls captured by that Ye Yi and had all cut their wrists.

These people still had some breath left. They needed to save these people first.

The sins committed by immortals could be brushed off, and they could walk away. But when there were injustices in the human world, how could those who hadn’t become gods sit by and watch?

So Tang Youshu’s carry-all bamboo basket came in handy this time – hemostatic medicine and gauze all came into play.

Even the precious Princess Yongning rolled up her sleeves to help Tang Youshu and Xiaoxiao stop bleeding and save people.

At this moment, in a shrine in the outskirts, a long-unseen person was kneeling before the hall, bowing to the deity enshrined on the altar.

The people of Great Qi were superstitious, with various gods and Buddhas flourishing. In this rural shrine, the widely worshipped deity statue was enshrined.

The person burning incense and silently reciting prayers was none other than the long-missing Lord Can.

He had impersonated King Changshan for a long time and could finally breathe freely without the gauze wrapping his face. He closed his eyes in prayer for a while, then slowly raised his head to look at the deity enshrined on the altar – the Dong Yuan Emperor.

This deity had an extraordinary origin – he was not a mortal who ascended, but the divine son born to the Nine Flower Heavenly Emperor and the Heavenly Pool Saint.

He was born a god. In ancient times, when assisting the Heavenly Emperor in conquering the three realms, he could eliminate thousands of demons above and exterminate myriad monsters below, establishing brilliant military achievements.

Originally, he should have been the one to govern the underworld. But his mother pitied him and petitioned the Heavenly Emperor, saying this son had already committed too much killing of all living beings. If he entered the underworld again, he would sooner or later become a demon god, which would ruin his great immortal path.

The Heavenly Emperor felt these words made great sense, so he appointed another deity who had made military contributions, the Ancient Flame Emperor, to go to the underworld.

While the equally murderous Dong Yuan Emperor entered the immortal palace, no longer dealing with mortal demon subjugation. He washed away killing intent with Heavenly River water, managed immortal palace ceremonies, cultivated body and mind, waiting to transform and ascend to the Heavenly Emperor realm.

All deities could accept incense from the human world. For some reason, myths about his conquest and demon subjugation had always been widely spread in the mortal world.

So in shrines everywhere, there were almost always positions for this righteous god, receiving endless incense and blessings. It seemed this high god’s divine mother had foresight.

If the Dong Yuan Emperor had gone to the underworld to manage ghosts and spirits, how could he have had such abundant incense to nourish his divine status?

Thinking of this, Lord Can couldn’t help but show a cold smile on his face that revealed some age.

Those ignorant people only cared about burning the incense in their hands to worship. How could they know whether they were worshipping a benevolent god or an evil spirit?

But just as Lord Can was concentrating on burning incense and praying, a cracking sound suddenly came from this quiet shrine.

Lord Can slowly looked up to see that the sacred, transcendent divine statue’s forehead divine seal showed signs of cracking, while gurgling fresh blood flowed out…

Lord Can couldn’t help but grip the incense in his hand tightly, his eyes showing some surprise and uncertainty.

Were those Talismonger Sect people so difficult to deal with? Why did the Dong Yuan Emperor’s divine statue show such ominous signs?

Just as he stood up, the door behind him was suddenly pushed open. The man who walked in with the wind was Young Master Ye Yi, who had gone to fetch Yongning.

At this time, the blood traces on his forehead hadn’t dried, and they were the same as the cracking on the divine statue!

Lord Can squinted as he watched, quickly walking over and saying in a low voice, “Emperor, what happened to you?”

Ye Yi walked to the divine statue, looked up at it, and smiled softly, “Don’t you humans have a saying about training an eagle but getting pecked in the eye by the eagle? I never expected to be fooled by such a third-rate trick…”

Just earlier, when he discovered he had been fooled by such a third-rate trick, his momentary poisonous rage damaged his divine status.

He was a heavenly god. Without divine orders or human summoning, he couldn’t privately descend to the mortal world. This time, his private visit to the human world had become somewhat difficult to resolve.
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In Wei Jie’s previous life, the Dong Yuan Emperor had always watched from afar in the heavenly realm and never descended to the mortal world.

Who would have thought that such a universe-reversing anomaly would occur in the human realm?

Someone had traveled back two hundred years, twisting the fates of numerous people from two hundred years ago.

In his previous life, Lord Can, who had originally stolen Wei Jie’s divine status with his help and sailed smoothly, suffered defeats all the way this time, ending up only able to hide his identity.

And Wei Jie had left behind a hidden piece in his previous life, obtaining the divine status he had secretly sealed at Ghost Stone Cliff before his tribulation.

Ridiculously, to restore Wei Jie’s fate, Lord Can had eagerly returned Ghost Stone Cliff to those Talismonger Sect people through Princess Yongning’s hands.

After Lord Can sensed that Wei Jie was too powerful in this life, he set up an altar, carved a Dong Yuan divine statue from ten-thousand-year divine wood, and sacrificed with the blood of Xia family descendants, finally opening the forbidden seal of the high god and inviting Dong Yuan Emperor’s divine soul down to the human world.

This played right into Dong Yuan’s desires. In the original trajectory, Dong Yuan had single-mindedly placed all his bets on opening the gates of the underworld.

But who would have thought that just when he was about to succeed, he was seen through by Wei Jie, who, together with the Wei family members, risking their final divine status, summoned the Five Phoenixes to burn heavenly fire and seal the gates of the underworld.

This also cut off his last hope. Dong Yuan had thought there was no more chance, but who would have thought that Wei Jie, whose soul should have scattered to the winds, still had such ingenious methods to reverse the universe below and allow the red moon to appear again.

Dong Yuan felt this was also heaven’s mercy toward him, giving him another chance to enter the underworld to find someone.

Only this time, he wouldn’t put all his treasure on breaking into the underworld. As a high god, he originally didn’t want to be tainted by evil arts.

But there was no choice. Such a once-in-a-millennium opportunity was hard to come by. Dong Yuan was unwilling to miss it again, so he finally used the ancient evil art that gods must not touch – soul marriage, and found Princess Yongning as a good soul vessel.

However, such matters were best not personally tainted, so Dong Yuan instructed Lord Can and the disciples left behind by Wan Lian Shi of the Ghost Sect to manipulate.

Next was Dong Yuan’s layout, using a two-pronged approach. This time, he must find the person he had been longing to find in the underworld.

Even Wei Jie, who had fallen to become a mortal, could think of methods to reverse the universe. As a high god, there was no reason he should be manipulated by the heavenly dao.

He… was unwilling!

But who would have thought that even with such careful arrangement, after Cui Xiaoxiao and Wei Jie fell into the trap several times, they managed to escape each time.

Hatefully, Lord Can was eager to act and signaled Wan Lian Shi’s disciples to perform the soul marriage evil art before he had arranged the final step.

He could only personally enter the field, but unexpectedly was still cleverly designed by Xiaoxiao and suffered a complete defeat.

Although Lord Can didn’t know what had happened earlier, seeing Ye Yi’s forehead bleeding now, he knew he had suffered greatly at Wei Jie and Cui Xiaoxiao’s hands.

Although Lord Can also knew that the master-disciple pair was difficult to deal with, now that a high god had personally confronted them and suffered such a great loss was truly beyond Lord Can’s expectations – was that master-disciple pair so difficult to handle?

However, a god was still a god, and he recovered his emotions quite quickly. Ye Yi, or rather the Dong Yuan Emperor, touched his still-bleeding forehead with indifference.

When deities possessed worldly people, there was a great taboo against becoming angry. Unexpectedly, today he was caught off guard and fell into Cui Xiaoxiao’s scheme.

Although his divine status hadn’t completely shattered, it was damaged. For a time, his divine soul was trapped in this dandy’s body, unable to move.

Even if he healed his internal injuries, he would miss the opportunity to return his soul to the heavenly palace because he had stayed in the mortal dust too long. He could only return to the heavenly realm when another mortal ascended.

What was hateful was that he had finally been able to personally come to the human world, yet still missed the chance to exchange from the underworld what he had long desired.

Recalling that slender, beautiful girl with the mole at the corner of her eye and her infuriating manner, Dong Yuan Emperor gritted his teeth and smiled lightly.

“High God, is it that we have no chance this time? You promised me that you would compensate the Xia family for the missing two hundred years with immortal fate…”

Seeing Lord Can inquire with concern, Dong Yuan wiped the dirty blood from his forehead and said indifferently to Lord Can, “Rest assured, what I promised you will not be lacking. Wei Jie has already become a demon in this life. Although slower, he will also form his Yuan Ying and ascend to face the final tribulation. In the previous fate, his immortal position was yours. This time, although there are some twists, it won’t differ much… After all, I do owe your Xia imperial family a debt of gratitude.”

Lord Can squinted at the man before him with a gentle, warm smile.

He was a god, and when he spoke, he naturally had divine power that comforted people’s hearts.

If it were someone else, they would have already prostrated themselves at this deity’s feet, feeling the caress of holy light.

But Lord Can didn’t believe it! Because he was a descendant of the Xia family, and the imperial blessing of the Xia family had been cheated away for two hundred years by this man who spoke so gently and warmly!

Back then, the Dong Yuan Emperor, due to his private fight with the master of the underworld, nearly caused the underworld to collapse and severely injured both sides. At the same time, he violated immortal rules. He who should have entered the mortal world for re-cultivation instead cheated the imperial blessing from the emperor to make up for his deficiencies.

Such ingenious scheming was even more evil than demons!

But Lord Can couldn’t be angry, because this emperor was the son of the Heavenly Emperor, born a god, a true son of heaven.

Even if the Xia family were emperors, in the eyes of such a high god, they were as insignificant as ants. So even though the Xia family was deceived by the god, they could only grit their teeth and swallow their blood.

Lord Can couldn’t help but recall when he was young and accidentally learned the secret of how the imperial Xia family was deceived; he was extremely furious.

At that time, he had already ascended the throne as emperor. With one command, using the excuse of eliminating evil spirits, he ordered the destruction of all the Dong Yuan Emperor’s divine statues in Great Xia.

But it was precisely because of his recklessness that he angered the heavenly god. That year, Great Qi suffered torrential floods, and the people suffered terribly, all pointing fingers and cursing him as emperor.

Later, he still received guidance from an expert, repaired all the Dong Yuan divine statues, fasted in repentance, and requested heaven’s forgiveness for his sin of neglecting the deity.

However, it was precisely because of this that during his period of closed-door repentance, he sensed the Dong Yuan Emperor and established contact with him.

Dong Yuan Emperor showed divine compassion, expressing willingness to help him, this descendant of the Xia family, escape the bonds of birth, aging, sickness, and death, and transcend to become immortal. This immortal fate was the generous gift Dong Yuan Emperor compensated the Xia family.

Escaping death was always the treasure most capable of tempting mortal emperors. After tasting supreme power, if one could live forever, how joyful would that be?

Thus, under the deity’s guidance, he finally learned the evil art of using Xia descendants’ lifespans to fill his deficiencies. At the same time, he carefully arranged to save the Wei family traitor Wei Di, obtained the remaining pages of the Book of Life and Death that could peek into people’s fates, and thus stole Wei Jie’s destiny.

Lord Can knew this immortal wasn’t so noble and upright. His help wasn’t out of guilt and compensation, but using him to open the underworld and find something he was looking for.

As for whether this high god found it in the previous trajectory, even Lord Can didn’t know, since he had no previous life memories and only knew many heavenly secrets that mortals shouldn’t know through the remaining pages.

However, Lord Can knew that in the original trajectory, the Dong Yuan Emperor hadn’t risked summoning his soul down to the mortal world to possess a mortal’s body.

Unfortunately, when everything started over, it was all very different.

Even a high god like the Dong Yuan Emperor had his immortal soul trapped in the human world, not knowing the direction of future fate.

Dong Yuan Emperor said softly, “That Cui Xiaoxiao activated the universe reversal. Although it only changed the human realm, it will sooner or later alarm the heavenly realm. Although I retained my memories as an immortal body, entering the mortal dust, I must also start over according to the reversed time… But this is also good. At least I still have a chance to find again what I want…”

In his previous life, he had brought down Wei Jie, making Wei Jie, the former master of the underworld, disappear into smoke. He had also successfully used Lord Can’s power to annihilate the Wei family and open the underworld.

But Wei Jie used some unknown method at the final moment to summon the Five Phoenixes, ignite heavenly fire, burn down Qilao Mountain, and completely seal the underworld. So in the previous trajectory, he had labored in vain and fell short of success.

This time, although time was reversed, allowing Wei Jie to come back from the dead and survive again, for him, Dong Yuan Emperor, it wasn’t necessarily an opportunity.

Because this time, he wouldn’t just remotely control from the heavenly realm, but personally descend and possess a mortal’s body to arrange and plan.

He wanted to fully utilize this reversed opportunity to obtain what he had always sought but couldn’t get…

Thinking of this, Dong Yuan Emperor said indifferently, “I’m now temporarily trapped in this dandy’s body. But such a mortal body is inadequate for great use.”

Lord Can quickly said, “I’ve already thought of this for you. That Young Master Qin Lingxiao of Lingyun Pavilion has achieved success at a young age and seems to have already formed an Inner Core. Once the timing is right, he can be used by you. However, before that, please be patient and make do with this body.”

Dong Yuan Emperor smiled and said nothing, only turned and gracefully left.

Behind the emperor, Lord Can slowly withdrew his smile.

Although he was a descendant of the Xia family and the Great Xia emperor, once the Supreme Emperor, before the son of the heavenly god, he was still like a commoner ant, driven and used by the divine son.

The former emperor silently took a deep breath. What he had cultivated since childhood was the art of emperorship. Although he could control people, he couldn’t control gods.

How could Lord Can not know that he was now merely a chess piece habitually used by this son of the heavenly god?

However, whether person or god, they had all now fallen to the mortal dust, standing on human ground, breathing human smoke and fire.

Who was using whom was still uncertain! It just depended on who could be more skillful and calculate to the end…

Setting aside Lord Can and the Dong Yuan Emperor’s respective calculating schemes, let’s talk about the Talismonger Sect people. After treating the wounded, they escorted King Changshan back to the city.

King Changshan, who had survived the great disaster, had been in a daze these past days. After being rescued, he held his daughter and cried bitterly.

The father and daughter could be considered reborn after calamity, naturally having many unspeakable words.

The immortal masters of the Talismonger Sect were treated as honored guests by King Changshan, entertained with good wine and meat.

However, Lord Can, along with the Marquis’ residence’s Ye Yi, both disappeared. When King Changshan heard that someone had impersonated him and even arranged an absurd marriage for his daughter, he was immediately furious. He not only sent people to cancel the marriage but also directly stated that the young master of the Marquis residence had colluded with villains and attempted to harm imperial relatives.

Although the princess and they were all witnesses to the events, knowing that Ye Yi was merely a vessel for souls.

However, Princess Yongning said that being able to raise a son so filthy and detestable showed the Marquis’ residence’s moral deficiency. The Marquis’ residence had done too many things, bullying men and dominating women, so however they were dealt with wouldn’t be unjust. She then greatly exaggerated before her father.

In short, several days later, at the Crown Prince’s indication, King Changshan’s memorial was sent to His Majesty’s desk.

His Majesty, hearing of such a case of usurping others’ positions, was greatly enraged. With a stroke of his brush, he ordered a strict investigation of this matter. Not only was the entire Marquis residence investigated and confiscated, but Ye Yi’s face was also put on the wanted list.

Tang Youshu said that Ye Yi’s divine seal was damaged and probably wouldn’t heal for some time. He would be trapped in Ye Yi’s body for a period. No one knew which high god he was, but having finally come to the human world once, he would have to suffer nationwide manhunts. Hopefully, the high god could enjoy these days as a street rat.

However, the disciples Wei Jie had previously taken in, upon hearing news of their master saving King Changshan and his daughter, swarmed like flies, blocking the former Lord Can’s residence entrance completely.

Xiaoxiao stood on the pavilion of Lord Can’s residence, able to see the residence entrance.

Wei Jie didn’t meet his newly accepted beloved disciples. Tang Youshu was leading Yu Ling’er with money bags, preparing to give those disciples severance pay.

Because Xiaoxiao had originally wanted to establish the Hehuan Sect and search everywhere for strong disciples, Wei Jie was possessed by divine status at the time. Jealous but unable to show it, he casually took in these fence-sitters.

Unfortunately, at that time, he accidentally let in a female disciple, who now became the handle Wei Jie couldn’t raise his head about before Cui Xiaoxiao.

Wei Jie had just told Tang Youshu that all these bad debts should be blamed on Tang Youshu. If not for his divine status, even if Wei Jie had scraped these people with knives, he wouldn’t have taken them in.

So now this mess had to be cleaned up by Tang Youshu.

As the founder of the Talismonger Sect, Tang Youshu was unwilling to ruin the Talismonger Sect’s two-hundred-year reputation. Taking disciples and then abandoning them – wherever this spread, it wouldn’t be a good reputation!

So he gathered the silver he had on hand, divided it into small bags to give to these abandoned disciples of the Talismonger Sect, fulfilling his duty as senior brother. Everyone could take the silver and part on good terms!

But those disciples still wouldn’t give up, clamoring to see Master Wei Jie and asking what crimes they had committed to become abandoned disciples of the Talismonger Sect just after entering.

Yu Ling’er saw Tang Youshu being besieged, spending silver but not gaining favor. Angrily, she stood out and said loudly, “Wei Jie has already turned into a demon. Once his demonic nature erupts, he’ll randomly kill people. His dismissing you is also for your good. Do you intend to join a demon cult and become a demon cult disciple?”

Everyone knew about the Talismonger Sect master Cui Xiaoxiao’s transformation into a demon.

It’s just that the young sect master was always smiling cheerfully, very approachable, showing no signs of being a demon head. She was beautiful and charming, and even if she had turned into a demon, it carried some sense of tragic fate that made people pity her.

She didn’t admit to being a demon head, and these people were happy to turn a blind eye. Whether she was a demon or an immortal, as long as they learned real skills!

Of course, being able to worship someone like Wei Jie, who hadn’t turned into a demon and even manifested divine status, would be even better!

Although Wei Jie’s bloodline wasn’t pure, he was still from the demon-subduing Wei family. Having such a master would make for a resounding reputation.

But now, Yu Ling’er openly declared that Wei Jie had become a demon and would commit killings. Their last fig leaf for self-deception was thus gone.

Now they could only look at each other, no longer able to say such nonsensical words as wanting to worship him as master, even if Wei Jie became a demon.

After most people took the silver and said some righteous words like “I’m irreconcilable with the demonic path, we cannot coexist under the same sky,” they left sheepishly.

But Ling Zhishan remained stubbornly refusing to leave. She said to Tang Youshu, “Once a master, always a master. Even if he has become a demon, I’m unwilling to leave his side!”

Xiaoxiao stood in the high pavilion, hearing Ling Zhishan’s earnest vow through the wind, and couldn’t help but nod emotionally, “If she hadn’t united with Qin Lingxiao to kill you in her previous life, just based on this sincere heart, you should take her as a disciple again.”

Wei Jie’s expression had started returning to coldness these past few days, and for some reason, he spoke much less.

At this time, he stuffed a piece of cut sweet melon into his master’s mouth, was silent for a moment, then said, “Cui Xiaoxiao, stop being irritating!”

Xiaoxiao bit the melon in her mouth, then pointed to the grapes in the fruit plate he was holding, indicating she wanted more to eat, then said, “Miss Ling admires you. If she keeps stubbornly refusing to leave, what can you do?”

Wei Jie didn’t want to engage in such a difficult topic. He simply stuffed large grapes into Xiaoxiao’s mouth again, then said, “I received the Crown Prince’s reply. He agrees to let us enter the palace’s library to examine ancient texts.”

To investigate Ye Yi’s origins, they inevitably had to explore which high god the Xia family had originally entangled with.

The Crown Prince had also been reading many books in the library during this period, but unfortunately, as a non-cultivator, many obscure passages in ancient texts remained incomprehensible even when he consulted great scholars.

So he felt it would be more reliable to let Wei Jie and Cui Xiaoxiao find clues themselves.

After Xiaoxiao and Wei Jie’s group bid farewell to the princess, they left the residence.

When Wei Jie took the lead walking in front, his elegant black robes, broad shoulders, and narrow waist were quite eye-catching.

Although his divine status was shattered, his divine soul had awakened. Like that, Ye Yi, his every gesture carried an indescribable aura.

Unlike Ye Yi’s gentle jade-like quality, Wei Jie’s aura became increasingly cold and severe, carrying a dangerous, oppressive force.

Xiaoxiao knew this was the aura of a demon.

Compared to her, Wei Jie had a constitution more prone to demonization. After all, he was the former master of the underworld, a generation of immortal demons. His aura was completely different from those upper realm immortals.

It was said that the underworld was a place all upper realm gods avoided, equivalent to the immortal realm’s Ninggu Pagoda.

Besides never seeing sunlight year-round, long-term residence in the underworld would affect an immortal’s divine status.

The Ancient Flame Emperor’s cold, inhuman divine nature was greatly related to his long residence in the underworld. Over time, even dignified righteous gods gradually transforming into immortal demons was quite normal.

Now Wei Jie’s divine status was shattered, but his demonic nature grew wildly like grass after rain. That aura of “stay away, living people” filled his entire being.

So much so that Ling Zhishan, who was stubbornly refusing to leave and wanted to argue with Wei Jie a bit more, was frightened by his sideways glance when she looked at Wei Jie, involuntarily stepping back two steps.

He was still the same person, but somehow, the originally devastatingly handsome man now seemed like a hellish evil spirit, carrying an intimidating power that made people dare not look directly…

In the moment of distraction, Wei Jie had already pulled Xiaoxiao’s hand and strode away.

The man who looked so cold and terrifying, whose previously casual and handsome face no longer wore smiles, only when looking at the slender girl beside him would his cold gaze soften slightly, as if looking at the world’s most precious treasure, his expression focused…

It seemed he had reconciled with Cui Xiaoxiao again, and in public he unhesitatingly held her hand, apparently not caring at all about their master-disciple relationship…

Where was this master-disciple relationship? They were a well-matched couple.

Ling Zhishan looked at Wei Jie’s large hand firmly holding Xiaoxiao’s, suddenly feeling her long-held persistence was meaningless. That man had always had only one person in his eyes, and it was never her…

Thinking of this, Ling Zhishan smiled miserably, no longer following Wei Jie and the others, not even bothering to respond to the fellow disciples who spoke to her. She just walked away in confusion, squeezing into the bustling crowd, destination unknown.

As for Wei Jie and the others, traveling by wind, they quickly reached the capital’s imperial palace.

Compared to Luoyi City, the capital’s prosperity was even more dazzling.

Unfortunately, the Talismonger Sect’s eating and drinking pursuits couldn’t be fully displayed for now.

Upon reaching the palace, Wei Jie and Cui Xiaoxiao were led into the deep palace by an old palace attendant personally assigned by the Crown Prince. It seemed the Crown Prince was even more anxious than they were to know the Xia family’s secrets.

After all, having an undying former Supreme Emperor lurking in the shadows disrupting court affairs meant neither His Majesty nor the Crown Prince could sleep peacefully.

Moreover, Great Qi had five hundred years of national fortune but was cheated out of two hundred years, which was deeply disappointing.

Although Great Qi had only been established for about a hundred years, as imperial descendants, how could they be content with Great Qi’s dynasty collapsing after two hundred years?

The Crown Prince studied the way of governing the world. As for ghostly matters, he could only entrust them to experts.

Because this was an important imperial location unsuitable for too many people to enter, only Wei Jie and Xiaoxiao went inside together. Under the palace attendant’s guidance, they crossed gate after gate, heading toward the library.

When passing the imperial temple in the palace, Wei Jie looked up at the imperial temple, then stopped. Xiaoxiao followed his gaze and immediately saw, among the many divine statues enshrined in the imperial temple, one statue holding a precious sword.

This divine statue was carved majestically yet handsomely, with a treasure-like countenance. The divine seal on his forehead was a lightning-like pattern, the same as the one on Ye Yi’s forehead.

The leading palace attendant, hearing Wei Jie inquire which deity this was, respectfully answered, “This is the deity Dong Yuan Emperor that the Supreme Emperor invited in when he was alive. At that time, the Supreme Emperor spent the entire nation’s resources to find a ten-thousand-year-old tree to carve this divine statue. Speaking of divine manifestation, since the divine statue entered the palace, Great Qi’s years of floods receded, and it was again a time of national peace and prosperity…”

Hearing these words, Wei Jie and Xiaoxiao couldn’t help but look deeply at each other.

The former Supreme Emperor using the entire nation’s resources to find ten-thousand-year wood was probably not simply for prayer, right?

This Dong Yuan Emperor’s forehead divine seal was the same as Ye Yi’s – they wouldn’t be unrelated!

Wei Jie’s accidental discovery had narrowed down their search scope considerably.

Cuo Shi – Chapter 93
The imperial palace’s collection of books was mostly ancient texts from previous dynasties. Besides paper books, there were also dozens of large chests filled with bamboo scrolls and parchment books.

The court official managing the library was very attentive and had already categorized the books. So if they were looking for accounts of ghosts and spirits, they were all concentrated on the innermost bookshelves.

After entering the study, Xiaoxiao looked around, pondering where to start.

But Wei Jie first found some cushions and piled up a soft nest for Xiaoxiao beside the incense table, so she could comfortably lean inside while reading.

Wei Jie’s temperament had changed several times recently. Although he recovered somewhat to normal when his divine status shattered, as his demonic nature spread, he began gradually becoming cold and taciturn again.

However, in matters of caring for Xiaoxiao’s daily needs, perhaps due to the habits of his obedient disciple Jie’er, he remained so thoughtfully attentive.

Xiaoxiao suddenly recalled the phantom dreams that would automatically find her during meditation these past few days.

Those were dreams about the black-scaled man and the little black phoenix.

Although the man in the dreams was cold, when caring for that little phoenix, he was meticulous. He would even bring small water basins for the little phoenix to roll around and bathe in, then let it nestle on his shoulder to dry its feathers…

More often, the man would take it to the back mountains of Ghost Stone Cliff for quiet cultivation. One person and one bird would stand on great trees atop vast mountain peaks, quietly meditating and watching the dawn gradually rise.

Though the man was cold and spoke little even to his disciples, whenever he spent time with this little black bird, he would talk to himself quite a lot.

That little black phoenix seemed to understand. It would even forget to peck at the peanuts the man offered, instead tucking its small head into the man’s robes, as if listening to his heartbeat to prove that he wasn’t the cold, heartless demon people said he was – he too had a human heart!

The man before her eyes was identical to the one in her dreams, except for the presence or absence of scales on their faces.

Although he wasn’t raising any beloved pets now, Xiaoxiao suddenly felt she had replaced that little crow’s position and was being kept by the man.

Since accepting this big disciple, he had always managed her three daily meals, and they accompanied each other in meditation. As for bathing and such, Wei Jie had privately told her he was very good at helping people bathe, but after Xiaoxiao slapped him away, nothing came of it…

In any case, he was very good at taking care of people, which Xiaoxiao, who had lacked parental love since childhood, simply couldn’t resist.

Even knowing he was a great demon king in his previous life who had conspired against her with his disciple, whenever he gently combed her long hair or fed her food with a doting expression, Xiaoxiao would become intoxicated by his tender gaze.

She even thought, why not just stay in these two hundred years ago? Even if neither of them became immortals, what would be wrong with being an ordinary worldly couple in the mortal realm?

Unfortunately, such thoughts were now just wishful thinking.

Tang Youshu had said that Wei Jie’s heart demon had formed and was difficult to remove. Only by finding a way to repair his divine status could they help the master separate from his demonic nature and avoid falling into the demonic path.

But now there was another immortal like Ye Yi in the human realm, who had deep enmity with Wei Jie.

With such a formidable enemy, being a worldly couple was impossible – they might accidentally be roasted over a fire pit.

Most importantly, since confronting Ye Yi, Wei Jie seemed to speak much less.

Even after that, his usual casualness and nonchalance gradually disappeared. These past few days, when he had free time, he rarely came to fool around with Xiaoxiao, instead using all his time for quiet meditation. This positive attitude was what someone aspiring to immortality should have, but Wei Jie had never been like this before.

This gave Xiaoxiao the illusion that the cold Ancient Flame Emperor seemed to have returned.

Like now, the handsome man standing by the bookshelf with his back to her seemed much more imposing and tall.

This wasn’t an illusion. Since Wei Jie’s divine status was shattered, his entire being was rapidly developing toward demonization.

Unlike his previous life covered in black scales, Wei Jie’s appearance remained unchanged, but his stature had grown taller, and his features became increasingly sharp and angular, his eyes more piercing, making him appear more imposing and oppressive.

According to Tang Youshu, although the master’s divine status was shattered and he couldn’t quickly become a god, he had already awakened his talent potential for becoming a demon, so his entire temperament would gradually change.

It was precisely this sense of strangeness that made Xiaoxiao somewhat anxious, as if she might lose her Jie’er at any moment…

Thinking of this, she stood up and couldn’t help but walk behind the man, gently embracing his waist.

When she wrapped her arms around the man’s waist and felt the warm breath from him, only then could she be sure she was holding a man with warmth.

Xiaoxiao secretly thought that as his demonization deepened, if one day he suddenly turned ruthless, like when his divine status possessed him and suddenly didn’t recognize her, she shouldn’t feel surprised.

It’s just that before that day arrived, she should prepare herself psychologically early, to avoid being like that time on Qilao Mountain, suddenly losing focus and becoming dispirited…

Thinking of this, she suddenly realized she had lost composure and disturbed Wei Jie’s book browsing, so she quickly let go and prepared to return to her nest to continue reading ancient texts.

But before she could straighten up, Wei Jie pulled her into his embrace.

The man’s eyes darkened, inexplicable anger rising as he glared fiercely at Xiaoxiao. Then, before Xiaoxiao could speak, he suddenly lowered his head to lift her up and skillfully kissed her cherry lips.

The man who had become silent these past few days was still so passionate when kissing her, as if he could instantly melt her in his broad, solid embrace.

After the slightly punishing kiss ended, Wei Jie’s voice was tense as he said coldly, “Just now… were you thinking of leaving me again?”

After entering his heart demon, his connection with the demon pearl in Xiaoxiao’s body became even stronger.

Although he didn’t know Xiaoxiao’s specific thoughts, he could sense her joys and sorrows.

Just now, although Xiaoxiao was holding him, that intense desire to distance herself made Wei Jie’s neck hair stand on end, and he immediately pulled Xiaoxiao into his embrace.

In that moment, he truly wanted to merge her into his very blood so she could never leave.

Xiaoxiao was somewhat amused and helpless about Wei Jie’s ability to sense her emotional fluctuations.

She was born a swindler, accustomed to acting, but now, before this man, she had nowhere to hide.

Since that was the case, there was no need to lie for comfort. Xiaoxiao honestly said, “It’s not that I want to leave you, but I’m afraid that one day you won’t need me anymore and won’t want me in your sight… You’ve been speaking much less to me these past few days…”

Wei Jie’s changes were very obvious – Xiaoxiao couldn’t ignore them even if she wanted to.

Hearing this, Wei Jie’s eyes darkened further. He slowly pressed his forehead against Xiaoxiao’s, looking at the girl’s trembling long lashes as he said in a low voice, “Because I’ve changed, so you’re afraid?”

How could he not know he was changing? Now, whenever he looked in the mirror, he would be startled by the strange, cold aura he emanated.

Tang Youshu had said that after he became a demon in his previous life, he was very diligent in cultivation, his power advancing by leaps and bounds, improving tremendously each day.

Wei Jie initially thought this was nonsense because he had always been casual about cultivation and accumulating spiritual power, going with the flow, never deliberately being very diligent.

He was naturally gifted, so he naturally didn’t need to follow the path of diligence, compensating for lack of talent like those with dull aptitude.

But only after Wei Jie became a demon did he discover that only by constantly improving his spiritual platform energy could he contend with the demonic nature within his body.

This was like a sharp blade hanging over his head, forcing him to be constantly vigilant. Besides meditation and becoming stronger, there was no other way out, so he naturally put away his former laziness and constantly fought against his heart demon.

However, contrary to his wishes, it seemed that as his spiritual platform energy gathered, his demonic nature also rose like a tide.

On the day they left the royal residence, even the persistent Ling Zhishan was frightened into retreating after looking at him, not even daring to look directly at him. This was enough to show that his demonic aura was overwhelming.

If Xiaoxiao was also afraid of such a version of himself, it would be understandable…

But thinking of Xiaoxiao also avoiding him like a venomous snake as Ling Zhishan did, Wei Jie suddenly felt an indescribable irritation in his heart. His expression became even more coldly terrifying, even wanting to overturn this library…

But just then, a slender arm hung around his neck. Xiaoxiao pinched his straight nose and deliberately said fiercely, “What, since I’ve separated from you and am no longer your master, you can casually frighten me? Putting on such a fierce, dead-looking expression – who are you trying to scare?”

The tall man being pinched on the nose by the petite girl in his arms looked quite unmanly.

But the irritation in Wei Jie’s heart was miraculously calmed by Xiaoxiao’s kitten-like fierceness.

Unlike the demons from his previous life that arose from various suppressions, injustices, curses, and discrimination, although Wei Jie had become a demon in this life, it was a heart demon, and the trigger was Cui Xiaoxiao.

Heart demons capable of shattering divine status were even harder to dispel than the demons induced by the Po Hun Snake’s painful torment in his previous life.

Whenever Xiaoxiao showed the slightest intention to retreat or distance herself, Wei Jie’s heart demon would uncontrollably spread and grow.

However, when he saw Xiaoxiao’s eyes looking at him with clear moisture and brightness, her heart and eyes full of only him, all the uncontrollable irritation would be swept away, replaced by another kind of desire that seemed impossible to fill…

The next moment, Xiaoxiao felt the world spinning. Her entire body was pressed down by Wei Jie onto the incense table. Although her head was gently and properly cushioned on soft padding, her entire body was restrained by the man and pressed beneath him.

Recently, in private, Wei Jie’s similar intimate actions increasingly carried some impatience.

Even Xiaoxiao’s reminders that his vital energy was damaged and hadn’t been repaired were becoming ineffective.

Wei Jie already had an enchanting appearance, and now with added demonic nature, he was even more bewitchingly attractive and compelling.

What kind of cultivation and determination would it take to resist such a handsome man pressed against one’s body?

However, while being kissed passionately by him, Xiaoxiao retained a trace of clarity. The beams were high here, the hall door was ajar, and palace attendants stood outside ready to be summoned at any time. If they carried on wildly here, were they planning to add another touch of color to palace romantic history?

So while being taken advantage of, Xiaoxiao still had to contain hot tears in the corners of her eyes while coaxing her disciple not to fool around anymore.

“Jie’er, be good. Wait until we’re out before… continuing…”

Bah, even when coaxing a wolf cub, what kind of suggestive words was she saying?

However, Wei Jie also knew that this imperial library wasn’t a place to leisurely enjoy tender embraces. After kissing until his mouth was full of sweetness and his fingertips retained lingering fragrance, he finally rose slightly, sparing the woman who had been kissed until her whole body went soft.

Xiaoxiao seemed not quite conscious yet. Even after Wei Jie got up, she still stared straight at the ceiling beams.

Wei Jie touched her face and asked in a low voice, “What’s wrong?”

Still lying on the incense table, Xiaoxiao pointed up at the roof above the beams and said, “Look, doesn’t that pattern look like the divine seal on your forehead?”

Wei Jie looked up – indeed it was! Right in the center of the high beam was a pattern the same as the mark on his forehead!

However, there were many carved beams and painted rafters on the roof. If not for Xiaoxiao’s sharp eyes, it would have been difficult to distinguish.

Wei Jie immediately jumped up to the beam. Looking up again, he discovered that beneath the ridge carved with this pattern was a wooden board with gaps around it. He could see traces that this board had been moved.

After Wei Jie felt around for a while, he found a mechanism that could be moved between the gaps. After sliding it open, the wooden board fell with a cloud of musty dust. A wooden box dropped from the hidden compartment, which Xiaoxiao caught perfectly below.

When they opened it, they found inside a long parchment scroll.

They spread it out on the table and discovered this scroll seemed to be left by Great Qi’s first ruler.

This scroll was filled with a generation of the emperor’s frustration at being cheated out of his national fortune.

Unfortunately, this was a fair trade and a contract with a god, so naturally, there was no room for regret.

However, these unspeakable secrets, this former emperor had written into a scroll and hidden in the roof ridge.

Xiaoxiao had just looked through the library hall records. When that Lord Can was still the new emperor, he had renovated this library.

Might he not have also discovered this parchment scroll, thus learning the Xia family’s secrets? However, as a secret of the Xia imperial family, Lord Can probably read it and then put it back, keeping a backup for the Xia family in case this secret was lost forever.

The first half of this scroll contained nothing new, basically the same as the story Wei family’s grandmother had told them. However, the end of the scroll mentioned some reasons for the private fight between the two high gods back then.

Originally, when the ancient Heavenly Emperor fought various demons and redefined the boundaries of the three realms, the three high gods had distinguished military achievements.

However, at that time, those three high gods were merely divine lords, not yet enfeoffed.

Besides Ancient Flame Divine Lord and Dong Yuan Divine Lord, there was also a commanding female divine lord named Wei Feng.

This female divine lord was the only woman among the eight palace divine lords of the heavenly court, yet she didn’t yield to men. Following the Heavenly Emperor’s orders to assist Dong Yuan in conquering all directions, she established remarkable military achievements.

Then, during the conquest, she refused to listen to Dong Yuan’s advice and slaughtered the demon city, sparing neither men, women, old, nor young, thus committing excessive killing that required experiencing nine levels of heavenly punishment to cleanse her sins.

For high gods, so-called heavenly punishment, though requiring some suffering, was merely going through the motions. As long as proper preparations were made, or if there were close immortal cultivation partners to assist, there wouldn’t be any problems.

But coincidentally, the female divine lord’s heavenly tribulation arrived unexpectedly early.

Just as the female divine lord had recovered the West Sea evil spirits and was severely wounded, alone in the West Sea, she encountered heavenly tribulation.

With weakened divine status, she couldn’t resist the thunder tribulation that descended early, and her soul thus fell into the underworld, needing to wash away killing sins at the bottom of the underworld’s River of Forgetfulness before she could be reborn through reincarnation.

Then, for unknown reasons, this trace of soul seemed to tire of the disputes of the three realms and didn’t board the ferry to the afterlife, instead sinking to the bottom of the River of Forgetfulness, delaying reincarnation indefinitely.

After that, the other two high gods were enfeoffed. The Ancient Flame Emperor entered the immortal realm’s Ninggu Pagoda and was exiled to the underworld. The favored son of heaven, Dong Yuan, was enfeoffed into the heavenly court to manage the rewards and punishments of all immortals.

It was said that the Dong Yuan Emperor had always been infatuated with the female divine lord Wei Feng, and there were even rumors that the two would become immortal partners.

However, Wei Feng died, leaving Dong Yuan’s bitter love unfulfilled. He originally seemed to patiently await the female divine lord’s reincarnation and re-ascension to the immortal realm.

But when his beloved didn’t reincarnate for a long time, careful inquiry revealed that Wei Feng Divine Lord, had fallen to the bottom of the River of Forgetfulness!

In his urgency, he went to the underworld to find the Ancient Flame Emperor to search for her.

The two emperors, who hadn’t gotten along well during the conquest of the eight wastelands, had disagreements and fought a great battle. That fierce battle nearly caused the underworld to collapse.

Thus, the Heavenly Emperor was enraged and sent both gods, whose divine status was damaged, down to the human realm for punishment.

But the Dong Yuan Emperor encountered the Xia ancestor who was at a low point in life, and deceived the emperor’s fate to replenish his divine status.

The Xia ancestor only learned the hidden truth on his deathbed and knew how miserably he had been deceived.

Wei Jie looked up and asked Xiaoxiao, “Do you think that Ye Yi went to such great lengths to open the gates of the underworld and search in the underworld for that Wei Feng Divine Lord?”

Xiaoxiao thought it very likely. Since Ye Yi wanted to use soul marriage techniques, it meant he was looking for a soul in the underworld.

This parchment scroll said that the female divine lord refused to reincarnate and sank to the bottom of the River of Forgetfulness, which matched this situation.

When they walked out of the library, the sky was already darkening. As cultivation practitioners, they couldn’t stay overnight in the palace, so they came out early to meet up with Yu Ling’er and Tang Youshu.

They didn’t linger long in the prosperous capital. After leaving the city, they found a quiet riverside. Accompanied by gurgling streams, Xiaoxiao roughly told them about her and Wei Jie’s discoveries in the palace.

Yu Ling’er couldn’t help but sigh, “Who would have thought Dong Yuan Emperor was such a devoted lover?”

Hearing the little fox say this, Xiaoxiao couldn’t help but shake her head and smile. Yu Ling’er tilted her head while washing wild fruits and asked Xiaoxiao, “What? Did I say something wrong?”

While splashing water, Xiaoxiao said, “Maybe because I grew up on the streets, I don’t see people and things as optimistically as you do. When I read that parchment scroll, I only felt… the lines were full of shocking conspiracies and calculations…”

Yu Ling’er asked, puzzled, “How so?”

Xiaoxiao thought and said, “Three high gods killed and conquered the three realms for the Heavenly Emperor, inevitably getting blood on their hands. But among the three, except for the Dong Yuan Emperor, who remained in the heavenly realm enjoying high god treatment, the other two didn’t end well. I originally thought Ancient Flame Emperor entering the underworld, which no one wanted to go to, and being demoted to the human realm was bad enough. I didn’t expect there was also a female divine lord who suffered the fate of having no remains and no salvation. She would rather sink into the River of Forgetfulness than continue reincarnating. Where is there any pure love between good men and women? I see that one careless step leads to eternal damnation!”

After Xiaoxiao’s explanation, Yu Ling’er couldn’t help but gasp.

Indeed! If there were no accidents, how could heavenly tribulation arrive early? For the high gods, what was originally a formality of heavenly tribulation suddenly became eternal damnation – thinking about it was terrifying.

Thinking this way inevitably made one suspect whether this female divine lord’s misfortune was connected to that Dong Yuan Emperor.

If so, the Dong Yuan Emperor’s devoted searching also seemed much less sincere.

After Yu Ling’er was guided by Xiaoxiao to reinterpret everything, when she looked up at the sky again, she had no expectations.

As a fox demon, the fox clan’s greatest desire was to weather tribulations and ascend, becoming immortal in one step.

But now it seemed that the heavenly realm wasn’t a haven free from all troubles either. If one didn’t bring their brain along when ascending, they truly couldn’t last even a few incense sticks’ worth of time. In the blink of an eye, they’d be calculated against and brought down to the mortal dust, or even fall into the underworld with no hope of even reincarnating as livestock…

Thinking of this, Yu Ling’er felt there was nothing wrong with the human realm. There was food, drink, entertainment, and… she couldn’t help but look at Tang Youshu, who was preparing medicine for his master. She handed the washed fruit to the scholar and asked quietly, “Young Master Tang, if you couldn’t become immortal, how would you spend your life?”

Tang Youshu already had a ready answer to this question in his heart. He looked up at Yu Ling’er, his face showing a vicissitude-filled smile that didn’t match his appearance, saying indifferently, “Probably find a mountain, take a few disciples, continue healing and saving people during cultivation leisure time. If there’s no immortal fate, then sit in meditation until returning to dust.”

As a fox demon, Yu Ling’er was very sensitive to human joys and sorrows. Although Young Master Tang was just stating plainly, there was a tranquility that saw through life and death, as if… he had truly died before.

Hearing this made Yu Ling’er’s nose tingle, and she said softly, “Your master ancestor has already started practicing the Carefree Bliss Sect. As a disciple-grandson, why are you still so unenlightened? Two people cultivating together are always better than one person being lonely. Can disciples lie in your bed at night to chat with you?”

Stinky scholar, why wasn’t there a place for her in what he just said? She was very suitable for accompanying people to chat in bed! Of course, if he didn’t want to chat, they could do other things…

For a moment, the little fox’s cheeks were flushed, but her gaze toward Young Master Tang never flinched, remaining so passionate and bold!

Tang Youshu was quite used to Yu Ling’er’s bold mountain demon nature. After all, in his previous life, he had been an old acquaintance of Yu Ling’er.

It’s just that back then, this fox clan girl gave all her passionate boldness to Demon Lord Wei Jie. Tang Youshu only watched from the sidelines as this little fox fell into hopeless unrequited love, devotedly giving her all, and finally died tragically trying to save Wei Jie…

This girl shouldn’t get involved in romance…

Thinking of this, Tang Youshu’s no-longer-young heart couldn’t help but ache. He looked at Yu Ling’er with seeming emotion and decided to enlighten her further.

“I’ve been studying fortune-telling recently. Since we’re idle now anyway, how about… I divine your romantic fate?”
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As he spoke, Tang Youshu took out the turtle shell and bronze coins.

Yu Ling’er merely thought Young Master Tang was amusing himself with her, so she smiled sweetly as she placed the bronze coins into the turtle shell, shook it, and poured them onto the Eight Trigrams diagram for Tang Youshu to see.

Tang Youshu concentrated intently, and suddenly his brow furrowed with apparent melancholy. Under Yu Ling’er’s constant urging, he finally began his divination: “Look, both bronze coins landed on the Earth Palace suppressing Fire Fortune. Earth overcomes and extinguishes fire, which means your path of love is fraught with hardships. Every time your passion burns like fire, it will be smothered by a handful of dust… Miss Yu, if you would heed my advice, you should rein in your emotions early and not waste too much on matters of the heart… Your path of love is destined to bear flowers but no fruit. Rather than this, you should focus on cultivation and achieve enlightenment early.”

Yu Ling’er had been smiling sweetly at first, but by the end, she was completely stunned.

What did Young Master Tang mean by this? That she had no fate with love? Was he tactfully telling her that he, Tang Youshu, did not fancy taking a fox clan woman as his wife?

There was no need to be so cruel! In an instant, tears welled up in the little fox’s eyes like blooming flowers.

Cui Xiaoxiao was listening nearby, and upon hearing Tang Youshu’s divination, she felt the old man had gone too far!

Even the most black-hearted fortune teller trying to swindle money wouldn’t be so ruthless to a beautiful young maiden!

If he didn’t like Yu Ling’er, that was fine, but why did he have to cut off all of Yu Ling’er’s romantic possibilities?

Fox clans value emotions deeply – asking such a demon race to cultivate the way of emotionlessness was completely against fox nature!

Did Tang Youshu think all the good men in the world were just him and his master?

Just because Yu Ling’er no longer loved Wei Jie, did she have to cling to him, Tang Youshu? Did the little fox have to choose her man from among them?

Perhaps one day in the future, the little fox would have another sudden awakening, stop spinning in circles among acquaintances, and meet a good man who truly suited her heart!

Before Yu Ling’er’s bean-sized tears could fall, Cui Xiaoxiao quickly came over to smooth things over. She snatched the turtle shell and bronze coins, shaking them while laughing: “How accurate are you? Let me try!”

After speaking, she shook the turtle shell, then flipped it over and opened it, scattering the bronze coins onto the Eight Trigrams diagram.

What a coincidence – Cui Xiaoxiao’s two bronze coins fell in the same spots as Yu Ling’er’s had moments before, both with Earth Palace suppressing Fire Fortune.

Now, without Tang Youshu’s explanation, Cui Xiaoxiao was dumbfounded and laughed at herself: “I truly live up to my Ten Wounds fate – how accurate this is. It seems my path of love is also destined to bear no flowers or fruit, returning to dust…”

At this, Yu Ling’er threw her arms around Xiaoxiao’s neck and choked out: “What, you also think his divination is accurate? Or is he also hinting to you not to pester his master, lest you delay Wei Jie’s path to immortality?”

This… Xiaoxiao felt this made sense, too. Otherwise, how could the hexagram be identical? Could it be that Old Master Tang had placed a magnet under the Eight Trigrams board? This was a common trick of street charlatans, who could produce whatever auspicious or ominous hexagrams they desired at will.

So both young ladies silently fixed their gazes on Tang Youshu, preparing to interrogate him about why he was playing such tricks.

But before the two unfortunate maidens could act, a Heaven’s Punishment sword wrapped in thunder descended from the sky, mercilessly smashing the fortune-telling turtle shell to smithereens.

“Tang Youshu, if you don’t pack up your fraudulent stall right now, you’ll need to divine how you’ll die today!” After Wei Jie raised his hand to dismiss his sword, he coldly warned him not to frighten the young ladies!

It was one thing to frighten Yu Ling’er – that little fox was clingy enough as it was.

But what was he doing pulling this nonsense with Xiaoxiao? If he were a sensible disciple, shouldn’t he divine harmony and early offspring for his future master’s wife?

Creating such trouble, he was forcing his disciple to kill to prove his way!

Tang Youshu was always an obedient disciple in front of his master. He immediately smiled apologetically and hastily packed up his fortune-telling stall, saying his skills were inadequate and the whole thing was just to fool people.

But as he turned around, Tang Youshu’s expression stiffened.

He had become quite proficient with this divination technique, and the turtle shell was enhanced with his psychic power. His judgments of fortune and misfortune generally weren’t far wrong.

However, that both girls would get the same hexagram when divining their romantic paths was beyond his expectations.

Looking back at Xiaoxiao sitting beside his master with her charming smile, Tang Youshu’s heart kept sinking.

His master had to experience seven tribulations in the mortal world. Now, with Xiaoxiao accompanying Wei Jie through their journey of dangers and narrow escapes, they had overcome six tribulations together.

But what this final tribulation was, even Tang Youshu didn’t know. After all, the Wei Jie of his previous life had failed at this last step and died at the hands of his treacherous disciple.

He could only hope… Hope that his divination was inaccurate…

Now, after learning that Ye Yi was very likely the heavenly god Dong Yuan with great origins in the heavens, Wei Jie discussed with Xiaoxiao about heading to Zhangwei Mountain.

The reason for going to Zhangwei Mountain was simple – the red moon of the Underworld would not reappear.

Given Dong Yuan’s determination to personally descend with his divine soul, possessing Ye Yi’s body to open the Underworld, after this soul-grafting failure, he would surely try again to reverse destiny.

Now that Ye Yi also knew the secret of Cui Xiaoxiao’s return from two hundred years in the future, he would certainly try to reach Zhangwei Mountain to obtain the statue of Zhu Jiuyin and use it to reverse destiny once more.

So they had to get the statue before this scheming heavenly god to ensure complete success.

After determining their goal, their group began heading toward Zhangwei Mountain.

According to the “Classic of Mountains and Seas,” Zhangwei Mountain was beyond the northwest sea, north of the red waters – a phantom mountain that existed neither on land, nor in sea, nor sky.

This meant that even if they reached the location, without the proper destination, they still wouldn’t be able to see the mountain.

Along their journey, they saw many devout men and women kneeling in worship before temples, with incense smoke curling everywhere.

Tang Youshu ran to inquire carefully and learned that the statues of Emperor Dong Yuan in temples everywhere had manifested the strange phenomenon of bleeding from their foreheads.

Such phenomena truly terrified those who sincerely worshipped, who declared this was an apocalyptic sign – perhaps the gods were manifesting to warn mortals of impending great disasters.

For a time, incense and candles sold like hotcakes everywhere, with many people kneeling day and night in temples praying for blessings.

If any county happened to be experiencing drought, floods, or similar disasters, even the local officials would join the common people in worship.

Seeing this widespread panic along their journey, Xiaoxiao couldn’t help but smile wryly.

If she told those common people that the bleeding statues were caused by her making the god furious, would the devout people come after her with hoes?

But this showed that not all gods enshrined on altars necessarily had compassionate hearts – some might be sanctimonious schemers.

They enjoyed mortal incense offerings and escaped life and death, but what they did wasn’t necessarily good deeds for the country and people.

However, this way they didn’t worry about food and drink along the journey – they just needed to take from the incense temples after nightfall.

When Xiaoxiao took steamed buns and fruits from the altar, she didn’t forget to wave at the Dong Yuan Emperor statue with a hole in its forehead: “Sorry for taking your offerings. But since you’re busy scheming against people all day, you probably don’t have time to eat or drink. Don’t thank me – I’m just helping you out!”

When she said this, her phoenix eyes narrowed slightly, her smile cunning and adorable, full of spirit and quite infuriating.

At that moment, a hundred li away, Ye Yi, who was sitting in meditation in a meditation room, suddenly smiled slightly: This Cui Xiaoxiao takes advantage and then acts coy, actually running into his temple to openly provoke him before his statue!

Just then, Lord Can entered with several disciples of the Ghost Sect and reported to Ye Yi: “Divine Lord, our scouts report that Cui Xiaoxiao, Wei Jie, and their group seem to be heading northwest.”

Actually, without Lord Can’s report, Dong Yuan, possessing Ye Yi’s body, was well aware of Cui Xiaoxiao’s group’s itinerary. Northwest direction… they were probably going to get that Zhu Jiuyin statue.

Wei Jie and Cui Xiaoxiao weren’t trying to hide their movements at all, acting as if they wanted everyone to know where they were – quite arrogant.

After all, they had someone who had traveled from two hundred years in the future, so naturally they felt they had foresight and were fearless!

Dong Yuan smiled slightly, not particularly concerned about the Talisman Sect group’s movements, but asked: “That Qin Lingxiao you mentioned – where is he now?”

Lord Can reported: “His father, without my blood to sustain his life, is now barely hanging on. Only by obtaining the Demon Pearl can his life be saved. To get the Demon Pearl, he must obtain it from either Cui Xiaoxiao or Tang Youshu, so now father and son are secretly following Cui Xiaoxiao’s group.”

Hearing this, Dong Yuan smiled slightly. He slowly opened his eyes and said softly, “It seems Zhangwei Mountain will become quite lively!”

After speaking, he closed his eyes again. Seeing this, Lord Can stopped disturbing the Divine Lord’s meditation and quietly withdrew from the room.

When only Dong Yuan remained, he slowly opened his eyes and gazed intently at the magnolia tree outside the window.

This wasn’t the blooming season, but when he entered this temple, he had conjured a magnificent blooming magnolia tree in front of the building.

He had once told Cui Xiaoxiao that this tree was to commemorate his deceased wife, but these words were half-true, half-false.

The longing was real, but false was that the person he missed had never been his wife.

Watching the magnolia petals flutter in the wind, Dong Yuan slowly extended his palm and conjured a divine shadow in his palm. The shadow gradually rose in his palm, glowing faintly, suspended in mid-air.

This was a woman in golden armor, with long hair reaching her waist, slender limbs, a gleaming golden helmet, and transcendent, bright, cold features. When she drew her golden eagle bow, her slender arms showed lean but powerful contours, her exquisite profile carrying a handsomeness no less than male gods, impossible to look away from.

With a gust of wind, the light shadow drifted to the flower tree outside the window. Her golden armor transformed into flowing white robes, black hair cascading over her shoulders, slender waist graceful, large eyes sparkling with brightness as she smiled while picking the fragrant flowers, no longer in the golden armor’s handsomeness but radiating feminine charm and allure…

Emperor Dong Yuan stood up, gazing intently at this divine shadow.

This was the only female god among the Seven Palaces – Divine Lord Weifeng. The days when she fought alongside him seemed like yesterday, yet he could never again hear her clear, melodious voice.

As heaven’s favored son, Dong Yuan could easily capture women’s hearts, even divine ladies were no exception. Though her origins were humble and didn’t match his status, such a woman was impossible to ignore.

Dong Yuan had always felt a sense of security about her, as if she were in his palm, at his beck and call, even as he moved between her and many other divine ladies.

For gods, life was endless – everything unchanging would become tedious over millions of years.

He had never thought of forming a destined immortal partnership with any divine lady, sharing each other’s divine power and cultivation.

At that time, he was high-spirited and so dazzling among the gods of the three realms, surrounded by too much adulation and noise, so much so that he didn’t notice when she began to grow distant from him.

When she admitted that she no longer loved him, Dong Yuan’s reaction was merely a light smile, unconcerned.

But when he discovered Weifeng’s words were true, that her gaze no longer lingered on him, Dong Yuan felt for the first time in his life what it meant to have a heart that ached with panic…

He suddenly realized he couldn’t completely accept the fact that Weifeng’s clear eyes no longer held him.

For this, he laid a slight trap, designing the snare of the Demon City massacre, then watched her fall into the trap, quietly waiting for her to admit fault and beg him.

Only then did he learn that the woman who had always been gentle and compliant before him could be so coldly ruthless when her heart hardened, even showing no mercy to herself…

At that time, she already knew the Heavenly Emperor would place the sin of the Demon City massacre on her alone, but during the gods’ judgment, she said nothing, never once arguing that the order to massacre the city came from Dong Yuan.

Afterward, he had subtly indicated to her that he would report everything to the Heavenly Emperor and restore her innocence.

She replied indifferently: “No need. Even as gods, we shouldn’t owe personal debts. I owed you and the Holy Lady tremendous favors, and repaying them all together is only proper. It’s just heavenly punishment – for me, it only weakens my divine status for a few hundred years, no great matter. Your immortal path is flourishing, having just been appointed Emperor. Speaking out would only put the Holy Lady and Heavenly Emperor in an awkward position.”

She appeared so calm, as if willingly taking the blame for him. But at that time, he refused to admit fault and lower his head, always hoping she would suffer some hardship to understand his goodness and return to his side.

He had thought then that it was good she had her divine status reduced. Only when people were in lowly positions would they not be so greedy, demanding a lifetime with one person…

Just then, the shadow moved slightly, just like the day she went to the West Sea to subdue evil spirits, naturally turning her back, unwilling to look at him again.

But who could have known that heavenly punishment would suddenly descend when she was severely injured, and her soul would fall into the Underworld’s River of Forgetting, never to surface again…

At this moment, Weifeng’s figure was just as it had been during their final meeting – resolutely turning and leaving.

This scene had appeared countless times before Dong Yuan over hundreds of years. Each time he watched, he could recall the endless regret that tormented him – if at that time he had grabbed Weifeng’s hand, or accompanied her to the West Sea, wouldn’t he have the regret he carried now?

Since her, no matter how many divine ladies surrounded him, none could be the unique her. Only in the daily monotonous repetition did he suddenly realize that apart from her, he could want nothing else!

Seeing her about to leave, Dong Yuan quickly reached out to grab her arm, but the moment he grasped it, the light shadow scattered like golden sand, vanishing without a trace.

Dong Yuan couldn’t help but furrow his brow in pain. Now that he was possessing a mortal’s body, the agony of longing seemed to strike doubly hard.

“Weifeng… where are you exactly?” Unfortunately, this cry only echoed in the meditation room, with no one to answer.

With such turbulent emotions, his forehead wound began bleeding again. Dong Yuan struggled to calm his surging emotions, steadying his breath.

Though the red moon no longer appeared, he wasn’t without other opportunities.

When Weifeng suffered heavenly punishment in the West Sea, she happened to be in the mortal realm. If that were the case, he would reverse time and return to the past.

As long as he could obtain that Zhu Jiuyin statue, he could reverse destiny like Cui Xiaoxiao and return to the past. At that time, why would he need to entangle with the likes of Wei Jie? He only needed to return to that moment of regret and keep Weifeng by his side.

Thinking this, he gently closed his eyes again: No rush, this time he would get Zhu Jiuyin in his hands… without regret!

Meanwhile, Xiaoxiao’s group traveled a thousand li daily and finally reached the edge of the northwest sea.

Zhangwei Mountain was beyond the northwest sea, and with its uncertain location, if they flew on the wind daily, they might very well fall into the sea before finding it.

So before going to sea, they needed to find a reliable ship.

Unfortunately, Tang Youshu had divided the Talisman Sect’s remaining assets into individual money pouches for the dismissed disciples. Now, everyone’s pockets were cleaner than their faces.

Cui Xiaoxiao asked Wei Jie if he had any banknotes. Wei Jie replied: “When my divine status possessed me, I felt these worldly things led to indulgence and hindered cultivation, so I burned them all.”

Xiaoxiao was stunned, then turned to Tang Youshu. Tang Youshu nodded with an admiring expression: “Master’s resolution in burning bank notes was beyond ordinary people. If this disciple had Master’s determination earlier, perhaps I wouldn’t have been delayed by worldly affairs and could have advanced further in cultivation!”

Though Tang Youshu’s cultivation wasn’t much, his skill at flattering his master was truly peak perfection, soaring beyond the ninth heaven.

Hearing such heroic words, Xiaoxiao and Yu Ling’er, two worldly people, simultaneously clutched their chests and silently ached for a moment – so many bank notes could have bought how many roast ducks, sugar balls, and sauced pig knuckles?

Yu Ling’er said with feeling, “Xiaoxiao, you had foresight! Separating from these two spendthrifts early. Otherwise, our Hehuan Sect’s mountains of gold and silver would have been squandered by them too!”

Xiaoxiao felt Yu Ling’er’s words made perfect sense. The first rule of her Hehuan Sect was that those who didn’t treasure money would be expelled immediately without a moment’s mercy!

But they needed silver to rent a ship, so Tang Youshu asked Yu Ling’er hopefully: “When you went down the mountain with Xiaoxiao, I gave you so much money. You two couldn’t have spent it all – surely you have some left?”

Yu Ling’er gave an embarrassed laugh. Following Xiaoxiao’s advice at the time, she had spent money desperately to have an excuse to return and ask Tang Youshu for more, so she had eaten and drunk extravagantly all the way, tipping generously like a princess on tour, spending every last coin.

As a result, when the two independently established sects compared accounts, they discovered that after the once-wealthy sect divided, each had squandered its inheritance and could close its doors for bankruptcy.

Even if Wei Jie asked his grandmother for a loan, it would be too late.

Just then, Yu Ling’er’s eyes lit up as she pointed to a notice recruiting sailors nearby: “Look, that ship is heading to Lingxi Island in the northwest sea to fish. If we can get on board, not only can we ride for free, we might even earn wages!”

As they spoke, they had come beside this fishing boat. Compared to other fishing boats, this sea vessel had a massive keel – a good ship that could ride wind and waves.

But with such a large ship, there weren’t enough sailors to handle the sails and ropes. The ship owner was eager to set sail and disregarded the usual taboos, even hiring women and old wives.

Yet even with such lenient conditions, no one came to apply.

When Xiaoxiao’s group and the fox clan people approached, the recruiting steward’s eyes brightened, immediately becoming obsequious: “Are you also here looking for work? Just get on board – we provide food and lodging, plus one string of cash per day. How about it? Would you consider it?”

Xiaoxiao looked carefully at the steward and his followers, smiling: “You don’t look like people who make their living from the sea. Why are you going to sea?”

She could see clearly that these people had fair skin, not weathered by sea winds.

The steward looked Cui Xiaoxiao up and down lecherously, secretly amazed to encounter such stunning beauty in this remote place.

He grinned with yellow teeth: “Sharp eyes, young lady. My master wants to salvage a family heirloom from Lingxi Island, so we’re going to sea. If you can sail, I’ll double your wages.”

After hearing this, the Talisman Sect group stepped aside to discuss.

Tang Youshu whispered, “I just chatted with fish vendors by the dock. This ship has gone to sea twice before, always hiring sailors at high prices. But all the previous sailors disappeared without a trace. When families came asking, they claimed those people stayed on Lingxi Island to pan for gold and wouldn’t return until New Year. When some didn’t believe it and threatened to take them to court, those family members broke their necks falling in field ridges on their way home… Now, everyone here knows this is a black ship that can only trick greedy outsiders!”

Originally, Wei Jie and Xiaoxiao weren’t sure whether to board this ship, but now, hearing this, they said in unison: “Perfect, we’ll take this ship!”

After speaking, they looked at each other and shared a knowing smile.

Yu Ling’er watched the two enter their demonic state with rather unkind smiles, couldn’t help but shiver, and sincerely felt sorry for the ship full of bandits.

Xiaoxiao’s thinking was easy to understand. Their journey held unknown dangers – if they boarded a good family’s ship and brought disaster to innocent people, that would be bad.

But if this were a human trafficking ship, then she needn’t be polite. She could turn the tables on them, overturn a ship of bandits, see if she could find traces of those missing sailors, and incidentally search for the mysterious Zhangwei Mountain – wouldn’t that kill multiple birds with one stone?
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The steward was naturally overjoyed to see these several handsome men and women agree to work and board the ship.

As if fearing they would change their minds, the steward hastily called over the other outsiders they had recruited and began hoisting sails to prepare for departure.

Once aboard, Cui Xiaoxiao’s group finally met the ship owner.

This ship owner was in his thirties and truly looked like a merchant, but the several house servants beside him had fierce, brutish faces with strong martial world auras – they didn’t look like ordinary merchants’ servants at all.

When the sails were raised and they set off, Xiaoxiao gazed into the distance and noticed another ship following them at a moderate distance behind.

Her eyesight was excellent – she immediately saw that the Qin father and son from Lingyun Pavilion were on that ship.

When she whispered this to Wei Jie, Wei Jie’s handsome face grew taut: “Those dogs, not daring to fight head-on but trailing behind all the way. The Four Great Sects have truly declined beyond recognition… Such trash became the world’s number one sword sect two hundred years later? Were there no decent talents in your time?”

Xiaoxiao was now quite skilled at soothing the irritable demon lord. She quickly flattered him: “Didn’t that wretch steal your cultivation? Without your power as foundation, how could he have competed for first in the world?”

This flattery hit exactly the right spot. Wei Jie’s expression softened somewhat, though thinking of how this wretch had stolen his cultivation and still dared to propose to Xiaoxiao in human form made Wei Jie disgusted all over again.

If not for his promise to Xiaoxiao to control his demonic nature and not kill indiscriminately, he would jump onto Qin Lingxiao’s ship right now and kill that traitorous bastard!

Xiaoxiao also felt it was too inauspicious to have such a person following them, so she casually recited a wind incantation. Soon, strong winds rose in the sky, filling their sails and accelerating their progress, quickly leaving the Qin father and son’s ship far behind.

The several burly servant thugs on the ship initially shouted orders at Tang Youshu and the fox clan people to handle sails and oars, but then discovered that strong winds had risen, making their ship glide forward lightly as if pushed by someone.

They were quite puzzled, feeling today’s departure was remarkably smooth. Throughout the following time, the wind was also remarkably cooperative, always blowing in their direction of travel.

Seeing this, the thugs stopped worrying about sailing and turned their attention to sizing up the two young ladies on board.

However, Yu Ling’er and the fox clan people suffered quite a bit. The fox clan had always lived in the mountains and wilderness, never having boarded ships or gone to sea.

With the rolling waves, their fox heads became dizzy, and Yu Ling’er and all the fox clan people began rushing to the deck to vomit violently into the sea.

Seeing this scene, Ship Owner Jia merely gave a cold laugh and whispered to his steward: “These people look sturdy enough, yet they’re so useless. But to be safe, we’ll need to drug their food later to avoid complications. When we reach the destination, just dump them on the island.”

Though Yu Ling’er was vomiting, fox ears are sharp – she immediately heard the ship owner’s words.

It seemed Young Master Tang was right – this ship was black!

The steward, hearing his master’s instructions, turned his gaze toward the two lovely young ladies, Cui Xiaoxiao and Yu Ling’er, then whispered something to the thugs behind him.

Such fine women were rare – to get two at once today! Such tender young things you could squeeze water from – if they didn’t have some fun, wouldn’t boarding his ship be a waste?

Seeing how those who had boarded were vomiting their guts out, they were soft goods. So the steward couldn’t even wait to drag their food and was prepared to bring Cui Xiaoxiao to his room first.

Playing with women was naturally more interesting when they were conscious! The thugs the ship owner had hired were all bandits from the green forests, each one a killer and robber who stopped at nothing evil. While they hadn’t reached their destination, finding some entertainment would let everyone have a good time…

So after the steward and several burly men exchanged knowing smiles and whispered, they came over to Cui Xiaoxiao and Yu Ling’er: “Young ladies, would you like to rest in the steward’s room? His bed is big and soft. Chat with us and do some interesting things – guaranteed to distract you so you won’t be seasick anymore!”

When they said this, their faces were full of lewdness – anyone could see what evil they intended with just the two girls.

Before Wei Jie could explode in fury, Yu Ling’er, who had just recovered, eagerly said: “They make sense. If I don’t find something to distract myself, I’ll vomit up my gall bladder! No, I need to go to that room first!”

After saying this, without waiting for anyone to drag her, she lifted her skirts and hurried toward the steward’s room.

Those thugs had never seen such a proactive woman offering herself – they were so excited they forgot themselves, no longer bothering to drag Cui Xiaoxiao as they all crowded around the steward’s door to watch something arousing.

But in the next moment, earth-shaking ghostly wails and wolf howls came from the steward’s room.

Immediately after, they saw the fat steward, who hadn’t even had time to pull up his pants, burst out with rolling white eyes, screaming: “Demon… demon! There’s a demon!”

Then they saw a large fox with three tails burst out of the room.

Because of her previous attachment to the spirit stone, Yu Ling’er’s two fox tails had now split into three, and her size had grown much larger than before. Her snarling appearance immediately intimidated those thugs.

Just then, Ship Owner Jia, who had come out hearing the commotion, was also scared senseless and quickly shouted: “Hurry up and get knives! Chop up this beast!”

The thugs, jolted by this shout, came to their senses and drew their knives to attack the three-tailed white fox.

Unfortunately, in the eyes of the new Fox King, these people weren’t even worth a plate of chicken breast.

The weakness from seasickness indeed diminished greatly when the beast’s hunting instincts awakened. The three-tailed demon fox howled “Aowu” once, then fiercely clawed at those thugs’ chests and faces. In an instant, those people were clawed bloody and howled in pain.

The white fox contentedly licked the blood from her claws and suddenly exclaimed with delight: “Oh my, it turns out human blood has anti-nausea effects! Everyone should try it!”

Immediately after, the steward and thugs watched in horror as those men who had been vomiting and unable to straighten up suddenly leaped up one by one, transforming into various colored foxes and fiercely attacking them!

Holy shit! What kind of filthy creatures had they brought aboard this time?

Before those people could even get into a fighting stance, they were madly torn and bitten by the large foxes, quickly becoming bloody messes.

Cui Xiaoxiao sat leisurely on a box on the ship’s deck, while Wei Jie sat comfortably beside her, lifting his thick cloak to shield her from the sea wind and harsh sunlight.

Xiaoxiao watched the spectacle of the pack of foxes chasing and biting people while casually taking a bag of liquor that Tang Youshu brought her. With one leg propped on the wooden box and her long hair flowing, she completely had the bearing of a female pirate captain.

Looking at Ship Owner Jia being dragged over by a black fox, she said leisurely: “You choose – either tell me properly about this ship’s secrets, or go back to continue feeding the foxes?”

Master Jia, bitten all over with wounds and his face covered in dirty blood, cried and wailed in terror: “Great King, spare my life! I’ll talk, I’ll tell you everything!”

It turned out that this merchant surnamed Jia was a legitimate porcelain trader.

Once, he was invited by a long-unseen friend to go to sea for pleasure and inadvertently landed on an island.

That island was like a paradise – pavilions and towers were plentiful, with beautiful servant girls and singing courtesans performing in the buildings, and there was even a gambling house for visitors to the island to enjoy.

Initially, he just watched his friend and others play, but helplessly, watching gradually aroused his gambling addiction, so he joined the table.

In the first few hands, his luck was excellent – he drew good pai gow tiles every time. In just one night, the money he earned was more than what he made selling porcelain for a year.

This immediately aroused his greater gambling addiction.

But fortune turns in cycles. After a day and night, his luck suddenly turned bad, and he couldn’t draw good pai gow tiles no matter what. Like this, he not only gradually lost all his previous winnings but also lost all his business capital.

Once “gambling” becomes addictive, it always makes people crazy and overconfident, feeling they’re lucky ones who can turn the tables, that the next hand will win back some capital.

Without silver, he simply began betting his jade pendants and gold rings, but in the end, he lost everything.

When he was at his wits’ end, the house suggested that without gold or silver, he could also gamble with his life.

At that time, several gamblers at the table were dumbfounded, thinking that gambling with life meant suicide if you lost.

Unexpectedly, the house chuckled and explained that people’s lifespans varied – some could live to ninety, some could even reach a hundred.

But living too long, the years one could truly enjoy were only a few decades. Rather than struggling in poverty, why not use some wasted lifespan to gain present glory?

They only needed to write the length of lifespan they wished to mortgage on an IOU to receive a corresponding substantial gambling stake.

When the gamblers heard this, they thought it was absurd nonsense – mortgage lifespan? Could this thing be mortgaged just by writing it on paper? Unheard of!

But if someone was willing to be taken advantage of, why not go along with it?

The gambling house’s operator even kindly brought out a paper list filled with their names and lifespans, letting them fill in their mortgage amounts according to their lifespans.

One thin gambler saw that only thirty years was written next to his name and burst into wild laughter, saying he was already twenty-nine this year, healthy and disease-free – how could he possibly die so early?

Not believing in such nonsense and wanting to borrow more money, he mortgaged his remaining one year of life completely. The others also didn’t take it seriously and mortgaged as much lifespan as possible to get capital.

The ship owner was also non-believing in ghosts and gods. Seeing he had seventy years of life while being under thirty, he also mortgaged twenty years in one go.

As a result, they received large sums of money. That thin gambler even used this capital to win a round and immediately doubled his money back.

But just as he was laughing and collecting his winnings, he suddenly rolled his eyes and collapsed stiffly, dying on the spot. Now the others were dumbfounded – only then did they realize the lifespans mortgaged on paper were all real.

Some who had mortgaged too much were immediately too scared to continue gambling, clamoring to return the money. But the house said mortgaged items couldn’t be returned – since they had mortgaged their lifespans, they should enjoy their remaining time to the fullest.

At that time, everyone wanted to fight desperately, but in the blink of an eye, the entire island disappeared, and they all fell into the water. A voice came from the horizon, saying if they wanted to redeem their lifespans, they could mortgage others’ lives – life for life.

Only then did the ship owner understand why his friend, who had brought him to the island, had disappeared shortly after landing.

It turned out his friend had tricked him into coming to repay the gambling debt with his lifespan.

On the return journey, they encountered storms and were delayed. When they finally reached shore, several more people collapsed and died without warning as their mortgaged lifespans expired.

The ship owner was now scared out of his wits. Though he had cautiously left himself ten years of life, going from seventy years to just ten remaining – how could he accept this?

So he learned from his friend, tricking poor sailors onto ships to transport them to that island.

But that gambling debt was like a loan shark – the lifespan that needed to be repaid daily rolled over like compound interest, layer upon layer.

He had tricked two ships of sailors, but only redeemed two years of his own life. Helplessly, he could only hire thieves at high prices to deal with those on shore looking for their relatives, while continuing to deceive people onto ships.

When it came to the third ship, he had tricked aboard a ship full of man-eating foxes.

After hearing this story, Xiaoxiao suddenly had a thought and said to Tang Youshu: “I remember the secret manual mentioned that Wei Jie won that Zhu Jiuyin statue by gambling with someone at Zhangwei Mountain, right? Do you think that the gambling island might have some connection to Zhangwei Mountain?”

Tang Youshu said: “I didn’t accompany Master there at the time – I only heard about it afterward. Master spoke little then and didn’t mention the details.”

Xiaoxiao nodded in understanding, because Wei Jie was the same way now – he only talked more with Xiaoxiao, but was indifferent to everyone else.

Yu Ling’er had now returned to human form and had exhaustedly collapsed against Tang Youshu.

Seeing Ling’er covered in sweat, Tang Youshu felt somewhat sorry for her and wiped her sweat: “Those people had thick, rough skin – do your teeth hurt?”

The little fox had always been delicate about food, only eating chicken breast meat. Having bitten so many people, her teeth should hurt soon!

Old Master Tang thought of himself as a grandfather caring warmly for a puppy.

But Yu Ling’er felt Young Master Tang still had her in his heart, so she naturally became much more delicate, covering her cheeks and crying about tooth pain, weakly saying: “That island sounds very sinister. Let’s not go there – I’m so scared!”

Cui Xiaoxiao didn’t notice the little fox’s thoughts and only gazed ahead intently, pointing: “Too late, we’ve already arrived…”

Yu Ling’er, supported by Tang Youshu, held onto the ship’s rail and looked forward. On the originally vast sea surface, a sea island had suddenly appeared amidst dark clouds.

The ship had slowly docked at the island’s pier, where countless beautifully dressed servant girls smiled welcomingly at the new guests coming ashore.

The leading woman appeared slightly older and smiled charmingly as she approached everyone, but not seeing the ship owner, she asked: “Where might Master Jia be?”

Xiaoxiao smiled: “Master Jia is seasick and needs to sleep before he can get out of bed. He told us to go ashore and play first. How should we address you?”

This woman looked the Talisman Sect group up and down and slowly smiled: “This humble woman is the island master’s steward. You may call me Lady Fu. In that case, please come ashore to relax and enjoy yourselves.”

Just as Master Jia had said, the island was like a fairyland with pavilions and towers, artificial mountains and gardens everywhere. The island master was generous, having lightly-dressed servant girls bring various delicacies for the island guests to enjoy.

However, their group was already on guard and absolutely wouldn’t touch the island’s food. Even the usually gluttonous Yu Ling’er repeatedly waved her hands, refusing the exquisite pastries the servant girls offered.

But they weren’t the only ones to land on the island – several more ships arrived shortly after.

Sharp-eyed Xiaoxiao immediately spotted Qin Lingxiao and his father disembarking from one ship.

Qin He looked much weaker, aged beyond measure, barely able to disembark with Qin Lingxiao’s support.

Qin Lingxiao had been following Cui Xiaoxiao’s group all along.

He had no choice – he still couldn’t find Lord Can’s whereabouts and could only pin his hopes on the Demon Pearl.

There were now two Demon Pearls – one with Cui Xiaoxiao, another with Tang Youshu. He had to find a way to get one to keep his father alive.

But with Wei Jie present, he didn’t dare approach. That Wei Jie’s demonic nature was growing stronger daily, and his cultivation was rising accordingly.

Qin Lingxiao could only trail them, looking for opportunities.

He understood Tang Youshu’s character – kind-hearted at bottom and relatively reasonable. If he appealed to emotion and reason, Tang Youshu might soften and give up that Demon Pearl.

With this mindset, he had followed Cui Xiaoxiao’s group all the way.

However, after entering the sea, he had briefly lost track of their ship and thought he couldn’t find them, but his sail was blown by the wind all the way and inexplicably arrived at this sea island.

When he helped his father disembark, he discovered Cui Xiaoxiao’s group had already landed first.

Seeing Cui Xiaoxiao with Wei Jie’s arm around her shoulder in a “she belongs to me” posture, Qin Lingxiao felt a slight sourness in his teeth.

He didn’t know why these two had ended up together again after all their twists and turns.

What made Qin Lingxiao even more alarmed was that Wei Jie’s purple eyes were gradually turning black, and his aura showed increasingly deep demonic possession.

Why wouldn’t Xiaoxiao leave him? Didn’t he know how terrifying Wei Jie would become after full demonic possession?

Xiaoxiao’s group sat leaning against the corridor, looking at Qin Lingxiao and his hunched father beside him. No one greeted the Qin surname, not even Yu Ling’er.

Qin Lingxiao gritted his teeth, looked at his frail father, and said quietly to Xiaoxiao and Tang Youshu: “You should know why I’m here. My father won’t last much longer. If you can save his life, even if it means trading my life, I’m willing… Senior Brother, you wouldn’t refuse to save a life, would you?”

Hearing this, Tang Youshu’s brow furrowed tightly, but he couldn’t bring himself to say anything harsh.

Though Wei Jie had suffered various false accusations initially, when his demonic nature later erupted uncontrollably, he had indeed committed massacres.

So when Qin Lingxiao killed his master, he won praise throughout the world. Even he, the senior brother, couldn’t openly condemn his master-killing junior brother.

After that, their relationship grew distant. That Qin Lingxiao had never called him Senior Brother in public before.

Tang Youshu wasn’t good at being harsh, but Cui Xiaoxiao couldn’t stand Qin Lingxiao pressuring Tang Youshu like this.

Though her relationship with Tang Youshu was now awkward, she wouldn’t let others bully her former master as if he were a fool!

So she gave a cold laugh: “The first half of what you said still sounds human, but where does this ‘Senior Brother’ in the second half come from? You should know that in this lifetime, you never entered Wei Jie’s sect – they have nothing to do with you! Besides, your father’s current situation is entirely his own deserved fate. When he joined the Ghost Sect to become Lord Can’s lackey, he should have expected this day. Whether he lives or dies – what does it have to do with us?”

Qin Lingxiao was struck speechless. Cui Xiaoxiao was right – in this reborn life, he was no longer Wei Jie’s disciple, so naturally couldn’t be Tang Youshu’s junior brother. Even trying to claim kinship was impossible.

He had been proud all his life, only enduring humiliation when he became Wei Jie’s disciple. Who would have thought that starting over, his situation would be even worse than his previous life?

Thinking this, Qin Lingxiao fell to his knees before Tang Youshu with a thud: “Senior Brother, I know that thing is with you. It’s useless to you anyway – why not give it to me to save my father’s life!”

In his previous life, he had knelt before Wei Jie to avenge his father. Never did he expect that in this life, to save his father, he would still have to kneel in humiliation and beg – was this inescapable fate?

Before Tang Youshu could speak, the steward called Lady Fu appeared silently with several servant girls, smiling charmingly at Qin Lingxiao: “Young master, if you urgently desire something, why suffer begging others like this? Don’t you know that on this island, as long as your gambling skills are superb, you can obtain everything you want?”

Qin Lingxiao felt this woman was boasting wildly, completely ignorant of the true situation, and said coldly: “What I seek is beyond your knowledge.”

Lady Fu smiled brilliantly, extending her slender fingers painted with bright red nail polish. With a slight turn in her palm, a pearl appeared.

The pearl showed a strange purple color with flowing light around it – a Demon Pearl.

“Young hero, is what I hold in my hand what you desire?”

Qin Lingxiao was shocked. In his previous exchange with Cui Xiaoxiao, he hadn’t directly mentioned what he wanted.

Why could Lady Fu immediately guess he wanted the Demon Pearl?

Moreover, this Lady Fu had no cultivation aura at all – she looked like a charming middle-aged woman. What was her background that she could hold a Demon Pearl without any discomfort?

Just then, Lady Fu continued smiling: “This Demon Pearl is from five hundred years ago, when the divine Weifeng Divine Lord led armies to massacre Demon City. It was contained within the Demon City Lord’s body. Before the City Lord was killed, he watched his wife, daughters, and all demon clan in the city, including women and children, being slaughtered completely. Now, refined by years, this pearl’s demonic nature hasn’t diminished but has grown daily due to concentrated resentment. Whoever obtains this pearl will surely gain tremendous power and greatly increased abilities.”
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Just as Lady Fu was speaking, the pearl she held in her palm once again emitted a dazzling light that made people’s hearts and souls sway, wishing they could immediately claim it for themselves…

As their thoughts raced, the Qin father and son didn’t even need to discuss it—they simultaneously lunged toward Lady Fu, trying to snatch the pearl from her hands.

Unfortunately, Lady Fu merely waved her hand, and the pearl immediately vanished.

Even when Qin He grabbed her neck with trembling hands, squeezing tightly, Lady Fu only smiled faintly: “This humble servant is merely someone assigned to work on the island. My life is worth nothing—even if you kill me, sir, it won’t help your situation at all!”

Her seductive voice still echoed beside Qin He’s ear, but the woman he was strangling suddenly disappeared. When he came to his senses, Lady Fu had appeared on the opposite corridor, smiling charmingly: “This island is most understanding—it can discern what each person desires most in their hearts. As long as you pay a sufficient price, plus a little gambling luck, you can have your heart’s desire fulfilled!”

After speaking, accompanied by soul-stirring laughter, Lady Fu vanished again, leaving only her lingering voice echoing around them: “I forgot to remind you all—the island master has a strong gambling nature. If you insist on not approaching the gambling table, then you’ll never be able to leave the island! Hahaha…”

Hearing Lady Fu’s incredibly arrogant threatening words, Yu Ling’er said indignantly: “If we don’t gamble, can they send people to stop us?”

However, Wei Jie looked around and, after pondering for a while, said: “Come, let’s go back to the dock and see.”

When they walked toward the dock, no one stopped them.

Many ships were moored at the dock—it seemed many more people had come to the island. But the ship they had arrived on suddenly raised its sails, turned around, and had already sailed away for some time.

It turned out that when they disembarked earlier, Boss Jia and his severely injured attendant had insisted on not getting off the ship, fearing that bringing a shipload of demons and monsters would anger the island master.

Taking advantage of Cui Xiaoxiao and the others disembarking, Boss Jia discussed with his steward that they’d rather give up those twenty years of life—after all, even if they could only survive ten more years, it was better than dying immediately on the island.

But unexpectedly, just as they secretly began to turn the ship around, it was suddenly pulled by a suction force, and the bottom began gurgling with water—the entire ship gradually sank into the sea.

Boss Jia and his attendants came stumbling out of the cabin, but before they could get to the island, they were swept up by the seawater whirlpool and gurgled down into the water.

Even when Cui Xiaoxiao tried to raise water currents to pull them up, it was useless—there seemed to be an invisible barrier wall built between the island and the seawater. Even when Wei Jie struck forcefully with the Heaven’s Punishment Sword, it was ineffective.

It seemed that Lady Fu’s words were all true—those who refused to gamble on the island could never leave…

And this barrier could only be crossed by those who had sat at the gambling table.

Wei Jie observed this scene, took Xiaoxiao’s hand, and said: “Come, let’s go back and see what tricks their gambling house has.”

The island’s gambling house was in the great hall at the island’s center, where all the people who had come to the island seemed to be gathered in this brightly lit hall.

Having grown up on the streets with her adoptive father, engaging in fraud and deception, Xiaoxiao had often lurked near gambling house entrances waiting for fat sheep, so she had seen all kinds of gamblers and could easily identify these people.

Without exception, when entering and leaving the gambling house, their eyes all flashed with excited yet pathological light.

Even the most virtuous person, once tainted by gambling addiction, would sink into it, as if they could find happiness nowhere else.

At this moment, all the people in the hall were the same—they crowded around various card tables, concentrating intently on the pai gow in their hands, shaking dice, either excitedly shouting loudly or dejectedly clutching their clothes and hair.

After watching from the entrance for a while, Wei Jie asked Xiaoxiao in a low voice: “What did you notice?”

Xiaoxiao whispered: “Their backs… seem to all be carrying something…”

With her natural yin-yang eyes, Xiaoxiao could see things tainted by demons and monsters especially clearly. Although the great hall was brightly lit, the arm-thick candles burning there all emitted a faint corpse-oil-like stench that was properly hidden within heavy fragrance, but Xiaoxiao still caught it.

And those people gambling enthusiastically all had skeletal, gaunt ghosts clinging to their backs. These ghosts were pressing their mouths to the gamblers’ ears, seeming to murmur something.

When the ghosts on their backs spoke, those gamblers’ eyes widened even more, filled with pathological madness: “I need to bet one more round—the next hand will turn my luck around!”

As they spoke, they frantically emptied their pockets. Those who ran out of money would make bold strokes on the debt books brought by the gambling house’s servant girls, mortgaging their lifespans to gain capital to continue gambling.

Some had disembarked around the same time as Xiaoxiao and the others—they had just sat at the gambling tables and didn’t yet have ghosts climbing on their backs, but skeletal evil spirits were already crouching at their feet with wicked smiles, slowly climbing toward these new customers.

Xiaoxiao gasped—where was this a gambling house? It was a ghostly, curse-filled ritual ground thick with yin energy!

Just then, Xiaoxiao suddenly thought of something and turned around, wanting to see if there were also “gambling ghosts” climbing on her back to bewitch people.

Unexpectedly, several ghosts were baring their teeth, huddled together in a distant corner, making faces and glaring at her.

It seemed these ghosts also wanted to possess them, but for some reason kept their distance.

After entering the demonic path, Wei Jie had also gained demonic sight and could naturally see these ghosts. He stepped forward, actively walking toward those ghosts, but when he approached, those ghosts panicked and fled in all directions.

However, Xiaoxiao didn’t seem to have this ghost-repelling effect. When she moved slightly closer, those ghosts seemed to smell some fragrant meat—they became excited, their nostrils flaring, looking eager and impatient to possess Xiaoxiao’s body.

This wasn’t surprising. A fine body like Xiaoxiao’s, inlaid with treasures all over, wasn’t commonly seen. Those ghosts were quite discerning and naturally wanted to possess Xiaoxiao.

Seeing them approach, Wei Jie pulled Xiaoxiao into his embrace, frightening away those ghosts.

Xiaoxiao protested to Wei Jie that this wasn’t fair—they were both demonic beings, so why did the ghosts fear Wei Jie but not her?

Wei Jie didn’t know either, but Xiaoxiao guessed that Wei Jie was once the master of the Underworld, and although his divine nature was shattered, his divine soul had somewhat awakened.

Previously, his emotional fluctuations could be sensed by the demons and monsters of the Underworld, making them restless and causing earthquakes that nearly overturned the underworld—this was clear evidence.

These ghosts could not possess a former master of the Underworld, so Wei Jie had become a walking protective charm in this great hall.

Yu Ling’er and the others also stayed close to Wei Jie—for a moment, neither gods nor ghosts could approach!

Just then, the seductive Lady Fu appeared again, but this time she stared directly at Wei Jie, her smile fading somewhat as she probed: “May I ask who you are, sir?”

Wei Jie lowered his eyes and said coldly: “You can see through people’s hearts and desires, yet you can’t tell what I am? It seems the supernatural powers on this island are nothing special… You’re desperately urging us to enter the gambling games—dare I ask which table is reserved for us?”

Since these mind-bewitching “gambling ghosts” couldn’t possess them, Wei Jie wanted to see what other harmful tricks the demons and monsters on this island had.

Hearing this, Lady Fu recovered her charming smile and pointed toward an empty table in the inner hall: “Since you distinguished guests have extraordinary status, naturally you needn’t associate with common people. Please take your seats inside…”

After saying this, Lady Fu turned to look and said with a smile: “What auspicious day is today? These distinguished guests with great backgrounds are also coming to the island in pairs…”

Following her gaze, Xiaoxiao saw that there was another person in the crowd who hadn’t been possessed by ghosts.

That young master wore a light gauze veil hat and had an extraordinary bearing with an ethereal, fairy-like temperament.

When that young master and his attendant were also invited into the inner hall, Xiaoxiao focused on his walking posture and immediately guessed his identity: “Ye Yi?”

The visitor smiled lightly, reached up to remove his veil hat, and said to Xiaoxiao: “Miss Cui, truly sharp eyes.”

This person was indeed Ye Yi, possessed by Immortal Dong Yuan. Although his divine nature had been slightly damaged previously, with his immortal body protecting him, the filth in the hall naturally couldn’t possess him either.

When Lady Fu indicated that Young Master Ye should also sit in the inner hall, Ye Yi pointed to the Qin father and son still wandering in the outer hall: “Please invite those two gentlemen in as well.”

At this time, ghosts had already begun climbing onto the Qin father and son. If this continued, they would soon be bewitched and lose everything on this island.

Seeing Young Master Ye’s insistence, Lady Fu complied graciously, smiling as she invited the father and son into the inner hall.

In the inner hall suppressed by one immortal and one demon, evil ghosts couldn’t enter.

The moment the Qin father and son stepped in, they suddenly felt much lighter, and even their breathing became much smoother.

These two weren’t ordinary people either. Although they hadn’t noticed the ghost possession before, the sudden lightness upon entering the inner hall was enough to explain the problem!

Qin Lingxiao stared at everyone at the table in disbelief, somewhat confused about the current situation.

Young Master Ye Yi was the first to warmly greet Young Master Qin, briefly explaining that he and his father had been possessed by something earlier.

Ye Yi, possessed by Dong Yuan, carried a natural divine aura that easily inspired mortals.

Sure enough, Qin Lingxiao was also moved by his jade-like gentle temperament. Learning that he had actively invited them into the inner hall to avoid ghost possession, he immediately developed endless goodwill toward Young Master Ye Yi.

Xiaoxiao knew Ye Yi’s true nature. She had previously held endless goodwill toward this jade-like young master, only to be deceived into the Underworld and nearly boarded the death ferry.

So now that Young Master Ye Yi was suddenly being so attentive to Qin Lingxiao, it was clearly up to no good. Xiaoxiao was certain that even if Young Master Qin didn’t lose his underwear on this island, he wasn’t far from being swindled out of his family fortune.

Although the inner hall was ghost-free, those arm-thick candles were still burning vigorously, emitting their bewitching aroma.

Xiaoxiao looked up and extinguished those candles, then created several balls of fire from her palms, suspending them high in the hall for illumination.

After the corpse-oil smell in the inner hall dissipated, Xiaoxiao felt she should greet her old acquaintance, so she smiled and asked: “Dare I ask, is this gambling house also established by Lord Immortal Dong Yuan? This business spans quite a wide!”

Hearing this, Ye Yi smiled slightly. He wasn’t surprised that Cui Xiaoxiao had discovered that he was Immortal Dong Yuan.

After all, when his divine nature was damaged, all the Dong Yuan statues in temples had sensed it—it was unavoidable.

“Miss, you jest. I do wish this were my territory—then I could better entertain you all.”

Seeing that Ye Yi didn’t deny it, it seemed he was Dong Yuan manifesting in the world. Hearing that he didn’t admit to being the island master, Xiaoxiao didn’t entirely believe him.

Before meeting Dong Yuan, Xiaoxiao had thought that all immortals in heaven should be pure and noble with high moral character.

But after being thoroughly deceived by Dong Yuan, she discovered that among the heavenly immortals, there were plenty with despicable character.

When she and Wei Jie chatted together under the moon, she had expressed some confusion about this.

Wei Jie had laughed dismissively: “Those cultivators who ascended to immortality aren’t all saints. There are plenty who killed their masters to prove their dao or abandoned their wives and children. How can you expect these people to become spotless saints just because they ascended to heaven? They merely suppressed all worldly temptations to focus entirely on ascension. Those who can so ruthlessly resist their irrepressible desires—can you expect them to be kind-hearted toward all living beings?”

Listening to Wei Jie say this, Xiaoxiao found it quite reasonable.

Moreover, Dong Yuan didn’t even need to endure the suffering of ascension—he was a god’s child, superior to all immortals who cultivated from mortality from the moment of his birth.

From this, she gained some understanding of gods. At the very least, the gods’ words couldn’t be entirely trusted, especially since Dong Yuan could lie without even drafting his deceptions!

However, hearing this, Qin Lingxiao’s pupils suddenly contracted—this gentle, jade-like young master was Lord Immortal Dong Yuan?

All cultivators knew by heart the legends of Emperor Dong Yuan pacifying the evil demons of the three realms.

Among all the heavenly gods, Emperor Dong Yuan and Emperor Gu Yan, master of the Underworld, were both famous for their divine martial power.

However, in the eyes of lower realm cultivators, Emperor Gu Yan was more inspiring. After all, they weren’t sons of heavenly gods and needed to cultivate and ascend through their power like Emperor Gu Yan.

Moreover, there were rumors from the immortal realm that Emperor Gu Yan’s cultivation surpassed that of divine son Dong Yuan, but due to the Holy Maiden’s protection, Emperor Gu Yan took Dong Yuan’s place and went to guard the Underworld.

Of course, these were all hearsay. After all, in the mortal world, there were statues of Emperor Dong Yuan in temples everywhere, but no one worshipped the master of the Underworld.

Regardless, Emperor Gu Yan’s divine traces had disappeared long ago and were rarely heard of.

Thinking of this, Qin Lingxiao looked at Young Master Ye Yi again and indeed saw the divine seal on his forehead, identical to those in temple statues. He immediately had to offer additional courtesies, thanking the lord immortal for his help earlier.

Ye Yi smiled and said gently, “Young Sect Leader Qin is young and promising. If evil ghosts had contaminated your spiritual platform, it would surely damage your body. How could I stand by and watch?”

Cui Xiaoxiao watched coldly, feeling that Ye Yi’s sudden kindness to Qin Lingxiao was so excessive it made her hair stand on end.

She wanted to warn Qin Lingxiao to be careful of this fraudulent immortal’s ill intentions.

But she had barely begun when Qin Lingxiao coldly interrupted, scolding Cui Xiaoxiao for being rude and not knowing how to respect gods.

Fine, Xiaoxiao had to withdraw her goodwill toward him.

Besides, what was so great about immortals that warranted such boot-licking?

Wei Jie, who cooked for her every day, was also a genuine god! What was so rare about that?

She just didn’t know—if Qin Lingxiao learned that Wei Jie was the former master of the Underworld, Emperor Gu Yan, whether he could maintain this reverence for immortals and be equally respectful to Wei Jie?

At this point, the three groups at the gambling table became distinctly divided—the Qin father and son naturally sided with Lord Immortal Ye Yi.

Lady Fu, as the host, smiled as she looked at the table full of gods and demons, saying meaningfully: “If this were elsewhere, I would naturally burn incense and pray for blessings for you, lord immortals. Unfortunately, this island is a place without divine or demonic protection. If you want to obtain what you desire, you must stake your beloved possessions at this gambling table and rely on your abilities to win them through fair gambling!”

Wei Jie looked at Lady Fu and said in a deep voice: “You know what we want?”

Lady Fu smiled and again extended her palm. In her palm appeared a statue of Zhu Jiuyin, identical in style to the one Cui Xiaoxiao had found two hundred years ago.

This Lady Fu seemed able to perceive the deepest desires in people’s hearts; without them speaking, she had immediately guessed what they wanted.

Seeming to see that both Ye Yi and Wei Jie’s expressions weren’t kind, as if they wanted to snatch it by force.

Lady Fu smiled: “This sea island was formed from the breathing soil that ancient Da Yu’s father Gun used to fill the flood waters. Because it’s not ordinary earthly soil, it cannot be shaken by divine power. As long as any of you display even a trace of supernatural ability, this sea island will sense it and sink into the sea… Earlier, when Young Master Qin and his father acted, they had already shaken the island’s surroundings, and a ship sank to the sea bottom… Do you understand my meaning?”

Lady Fu’s meaning was simple: whether you’re a high god or an earth demon, you simply cannot use force against her, or she could make the sea island sink at any moment.

So what if you’re mighty beings? Aren’t you still in mortal bodies? This place is far from the coast—even if you could fly on swords, you’d get tired and fall into the sea to feed the fish halfway there!

Everyone sitting at this table was an intelligent person. Hearing Lady Fu’s words, no one moved, only exchanging probing glances with each other.

Cui Xiaoxiao twirled her fox-tail long hair with one hand, taking the opportunity to probe Ye Yi: “You say this isn’t your business—do you know Lady Fu’s background?”

Ye Yi still wore his inscrutable smile, looking at Xiaoxiao, who was propping her chin and tilting her head: “Miss Cui, like you, this is also my first time on this island. If you want to know something, you’d better ask your disciple—he should be visiting the island for the second time.”

Xiaoxiao knew he was referring to Wei Jie. Since Zhu Jiuyin was in Lady Fu’s hands, Wei Jie must have found the statue here in his previous life.

Counting his previous life, Wei Jie was indeed visiting the island for the second time. Unfortunately, he knew nothing about his first visit—asking would be pointless.

Although Ye Yi hadn’t answered directly, for some reason, Xiaoxiao felt his gaze toward Lady Fu was quite malevolent, seeming to contain barely hidden killing intent…

It seemed this Ye Yi wasn’t entirely ignorant about this mysterious sea island.

Xiaoxiao asked again: “So you came here also to obtain Zhu Jiuyin’s statue?”

Ye Yi smiled: “Miss Cui asks knowingly. You had King Changshan report to the court, having my current appearance painted on wanted posters and posted everywhere. With nowhere to find shelter, I could only go to sea to avoid the situation. However, this statue is exquisitely carved and truly worth collecting. Coming to the mortal world once, I should bring back some gifts.”

Hearing his roundabout explanation, Xiaoxiao nodded to show she understood—this Ye Yi was indeed here for this time-reversing statue.

Since Dong Yuan was so obsessed with opening the gates of the Underworld, when the red moon no longer appeared, he would find a way to reverse time and space. It seemed he was determined to get this statue!

Lady Fu knew this Zhu Jiuyin statue was highly sought after, saying with a smile, “There’s only one statue, so it depends on whose abilities are greater to win it.”

With that, Lady Fu brought out a set of pai gow tiles.

Xiaoxiao turned to quietly ask her group: “Do any of you know how to play pai gow?”

Wei Jie looked at her and said quietly: “I never gamble…”

Yu Ling’er and the group of foxes widened their eyes: “How do you play that thing? Xiaoxiao, you must know, right?”

Xiaoxiao laughed dryly. Although she used to be a street thug skilled at pickpocketing, when it came to gambling, she was clueless, too.

However… Xiaoxiao looked toward Ye Yi and Qin Lingxiao on the opposite side. These two—one a heaven-born immortal, one an earthly self-proclaimed gentleman sect leader—naturally couldn’t possibly know pai gow either!

When asked, indeed, none of these temporarily assembled card partners knew how to play!

Lady Fu didn’t mind and was about to explain the rules to them.

But Xiaoxiao rolled her eyes and quietly asked Wei Jie: “If you were going to gamble with someone, what method would you choose?”

Given Wei Jie’s former Demon Lord temperament, he wouldn’t have the patience to learn pai gow from anyone.

Based on her understanding of Wei Jie, this man would domineeringly change the rules and make people follow his methods.

If she could guess what method he had won with in his previous life, wouldn’t this life be easily resolved?

Wei Jie indeed had no patience to learn this from Lady Fu. With one sweep of his hand, he scattered the pai gow tiles to the floor and directly picked up two dice from the table: “There are hundreds of ways to gamble—why make it so complicated? Rolling the dice to guess big or small also saves everyone’s time.”

Lady Fu seemed somewhat troubled by this.

Xiaoxiao decided to use Wei Jie’s method and also supported him: “Since it’s gambling, it should emphasize fairness and justice, each relying on their abilities. These dice are simple and clear, making it hard to cheat. I just wonder if you have crystal glass covers so people can see clearly and avoid any trickery…”

Lady Fu smiled: “My island has all kinds of treasures—naturally, I have transparent dice cups. But are you two certain you want to use this method to gamble? Don’t blame me for not warning you—you’ve chosen the most difficult of all gambling methods.”
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When she said this, everyone naturally didn’t believe her.

They had never heard of dice rolling being more difficult than playing pai gow. This should be the gambling method that requires the least brain power among all forms of gambling, right?

After Lady Fu finished speaking, she asked again: “This young lady has made a suggestion. Does everyone agree?”

That pai gow was indeed complex and more easily subject to manipulation. As for dice, even though they weren’t gamblers, they all possessed true qi power, which could be used to control four dice with ease!

Comparatively speaking, rolling the dice was still more reliable, so Ye Yi and Qin Lingxiao both nodded in agreement.

Lady Fu smiled slightly and waved her hand over the table surface again. A transparent dice cup carved from crystal appeared on the table, along with four dice as large as quail eggs.

When she placed the dice into the cup, she asked with a smile: “Who will go first? Let me make this clear beforehand – one bet requires ten years of cultivation! Place your bets first, then roll the dice.”

Upon hearing this, everyone’s faces changed.

For cultivators, even one year of cultivation often required days and nights of arduous training, gradually accumulated. These ten years of cultivation often meant the difference between initial core formation and an already formed Golden Core.

This island was truly sinister – not only could it strip away people’s lifespans, it could even use cultivators’ cultivation as betting stakes.

Lady Fu was the house, so the players needed to bet first.

Seeing that Wei Jie and Young Master Ye Yi remained silent, Qin Lingxiao sneered and declared loudly: “I’ll go first! But I don’t want the divine statue – I only want that Demon Pearl!”

His father was already so weak that he could barely hold on. He really couldn’t wait any longer. These ten years of cultivation meant his father’s life – he had to gamble whether he wanted to or not!

Qin Lingxiao walked to the table and looked at the dice in the transparent cup. At this moment, all the dice showed one dot facing up, totaling four points, which was small.

Earlier in Luoyi City, Qin Lingxiao had been so shaken by Wei Jie’s spiritual energy that his clothes were completely torn and he fled in embarrassment.

This time he also wanted to regain some face for himself, so he bet on big, determined to roll twenty-four points to demonstrate his strength.

Lady Fu smiled and brought over a ledger – with a pitch-black surface, on which was written in blood-like ink: “Betting ten years of cultivation, willing to accept the consequences of winning or losing.”

Qin Lingxiao first signed his name, then needed to press his handprint to seal the bet.

But there was no red clay, and Lady Fu smiled, saying he only needed to press down without dipping in red clay.

When Qin Lingxiao pressed his finger onto his name, he suddenly felt a sharp pain in his finger. He lifted his finger to look – it had been pricked by the paper surface and was bleeding.

A blood-red fingerprint remained on the paper surface.

Seeing that the cultivation had been staked, Lady Fu let Qin Lingxiao pick up the dice cup to roll. But when he reached out to take it, he discovered the cup was as heavy as a thousand pounds – he couldn’t lift it at all.

Qin Lingxiao was secretly shocked and couldn’t help asking: “Why is this dice cup so heavy?”

Lady Fu laughed coquettishly and said charmingly: “What’s heavy are the dice inside. These dice were forged from the axe Pangu used to separate heaven and earth. To shake them requires the power of a true god! Mortals cannot move them…”

Xiaoxiao listened with wide eyes: “Such divine iron is truly unheard of. Must it also be very difficult to make into dice?”

Lady Fu smiled slightly: “The young lady speaks truly. To make these dice, one cannot use earthly knives and axes for carving. They were polished and carved by heavenly tribulation lightning.

But heaven doesn’t have such thunder daily, so it takes a hundred years to complete just one die.”

Xiaoxiao said with awe: “Whoever made these dice must have had a serious gambling addiction – such patience!”

Hearing this, Qin Lingxiao completely refused to believe in evil. He gathered his qi and concentrated, trying again to lift that dice cup. His head was wreathed in swirling true qi – he had used his full power, yet still couldn’t lift the dice cup.

Qin Lingxiao’s hand gripping the dice cup was trembling slightly: What the hell kind of fair gambling was this? Lady Fu had known all along that mortals couldn’t shake these dice, yet she hadn’t made it clear. Damn it, he couldn’t even lift it, and those dice currently totaled only four points, so wouldn’t he… lose!

Damn it, his current body wasn’t even nineteen years old yet. If ten years of cultivation were taken away, his spiritual platform would be empty, and he’d return to childhood in an instant!

At this moment, Qin Lingxiao was so anxious that cold sweat poured out, and his pupils contracted like those of gamblers who had lost everything in an instant, shrinking again and again, with blood vessels covering his eyeballs in a moment.

Just when he was at his wit’s end, he suddenly felt his elbow being lifted by some force, and he could actually lift the dice cup slightly!

In his astonishment, Qin Lingxiao turned his head slightly and discovered that Young Master Ye Yi beside him was extending two fingers with one hand, gently applying upward force to help lift.

Qin Lingxiao understood – Ye Yi was using his divine power to help him.

Qin Lingxiao was extremely grateful. He quickly concentrated his energy and picked up the dice cup.

With Ye Yi’s divine power assisting him, he could finally shake the cup. After a while, he rolled twelve points.

Lady Fu shook the cup and only got eleven points. Qin Lingxiao won narrowly by one point.

When he saw the points Lady Fu had rolled, Qin Lingxiao breathed a heavy sigh of relief and excitedly clasped his fists to thank Ye Yi.

Wei Jie raised an eyebrow and asked: “He borrowed someone else’s power – doesn’t that count as cheating?”

Lady Fu smiled slightly and said: “We didn’t say beforehand that one couldn’t borrow others’ power. Since it wasn’t specified in advance, it doesn’t count as cheating… Young Master Qin, this is the Demon Pearl you won. Take it!”

It seemed Lady Fu was indeed trustworthy and kept her word, very readily giving him the Demon Pearl.

When that purple-red Demon Pearl transferred to Qin Lingxiao’s hands, he looked at his father who had aged beyond recognition, gritted his teeth, and immediately tried it.

There was no choice – his father couldn’t hold on any longer. Even if this Demon Pearl was a trap, he had no other path to choose.

Qin Lingxiao knew the method for using the Demon Pearl. He immediately sat cross-legged and forced the pearl into his father’s body, guiding the demonic energy to circulate throughout his body.

Qin He had a foundation from the Ghost Sect and adapted well to the demonic energy. Soon his wrinkled skin smoothed out as if he had become thirty years younger in an instant.

When he opened his eyes, his face also showed wild joy: “Lingxiao, I… I feel like my cultivation has improved greatly!”

Seeing that the Demon Pearl was indeed effective, Qin Lingxiao also felt relieved.

Lady Fu smiled as she watched the father and son: “I said this Demon Pearl had an extraordinary origin, so naturally it’s twice as effective… How about it, which of the remaining two will gamble first?”

Ye Yi smiled and said: “There’s only one divine statue, but both of us want it. If one wins first, wouldn’t the other lose without even gambling? How could that be fair?”

Lady Fu nodded: “What this Divine Lord says makes sense. Then how should we gamble to be fair?”

Ye Yi pointed at Wei Jie: “I’ll gamble against him. This way both of us enter the game simultaneously. Whoever rolls higher points wins this prize? Wei Jie, do you dare or not?”

Dong Yuan was indeed a cunning divine being – his mind naturally turned faster than mortals. He abandoned the house Lady Fu and gambled directly against Wei Jie. As a divine being, his chances of winning were naturally greater.

After all, Wei Jie’s divine essence had already shattered, unlike Dong Yuan, who had only suffered minor damage.

When he said this, Ye Yi’s handsome eyes were full of provocation. If Wei Jie didn’t dare accept, he would certainly mock him.

Even when men became gods, they still loved to compete and show off!

Wei Jie sneered and, completely ignoring Xiaoxiao tugging at his sleeve, accepted without hesitation.

This angered Cui Xiaoxiao so much that she pounded his back twice with her fists.

Lady Fu then said: “You’ve changed the rules to gamble against each other, so naturally the stakes must be more valuable. For you two, cultivation isn’t exactly precious… So this time, what you’re staking is your lives!”

Upon hearing this, both Wei Jie and Ye Yi squinted their eyes.

Lady Fu, seeing that both men were determined to get the divine statue, smiled meaningfully: “If you don’t gamble big, how can it be exciting? The winner gets two benefits at once – not only obtaining the divine object they’ve dreamed of, but also eliminating a formidable enemy without bloodying their hands. This deal is truly profitable! What’s wrong? Are you two afraid and want to back out?”

Wei Jie and Ye Yi stared deeply at each other, both seeming to wait for the other to back down, but in the end, neither was willing to lose face by retreating first.

Finally, Ye Yi laughed: “If you don’t even dare this much, Wei Jie, don’t make me look down on you!”

Wei Jie snorted coldly and said flatly, “If you dare gamble, sign and seal it first.”

Lady Fu immediately brought out that blood-absorbing ledger and had them both sign and seal their bets.

Cui Xiaoxiao had sharp eyes and immediately saw that the name Ye Yi wrote was “Ye Yi,” not “Dong Yuan”!

This body-born divine being was truly cunning beyond measure! He wrote Ye Yi’s name and used Ye Yi’s blood when sealing. If he lost, naturally it would be Ye Yi’s life that was forfeit!

As for Dong Yuan, he could find another body to possess at any time, so he could retreat completely unharmed!

Thinking of this, Cui Xiaoxiao immediately shouted: “Unfair! Why did you write Ye Yi’s name instead of Dong Yuan?”

Ye Yi wore his insufferably smug eternal smile and said leisurely: “In the mortal world I am Ye Yi. In any case, there are now two lives in this body – what do you care which one I’m betting? What? Are you looking for an excuse to back out? That would be fine too – then no one would compete with me for this divine statue. I could gamble against Lady Fu just the same!”

Wei Jie said coldly: “Who said anything about backing out? Bring me the ledger!”

Cui Xiaoxiao was frantic. With reddened eyes, she grabbed Wei Jie’s hand that was about to sign: “Ye Yi is completely safe – even if he loses, he suffers no loss. But you’re different – you only have one life! If you lose… you’ll be dead!”

But Wei Jie seemed possessed by evil spirits, having lost his mind, insisting on writing his own name.

Xiaoxiao couldn’t stop him no matter how she tried. Angrily, she hid to one side and silently shed tears.

It seemed that once contaminated by this gambling, people truly went mad and lost their reason. Wei Jie wouldn’t listen to advice now, determined to gamble against Ye Yi on their luck!

However, who would throw first became another problem. After all, the first thrower had a greater advantage. These four dice could produce at most twenty-four points. If the first thrower got twenty-four points, the second would definitely be at a disadvantage, with multiplied psychological pressure.

So the two sat on opposite sides of the table, and before Lady Fu could finish speaking, they began fighting over that transparent dice cup.

In an instant, the two had exchanged countless moves, their techniques impossible to follow.

Ye Yi glanced at Cui Xiaoxiao, who had been silently crying, and suddenly pointed a finger in her direction.

Wei Jie was indeed distracted and turned back to protect Xiaoxiao. In that brief moment, Ye Yi had already easily grasped the dice cup on the table.

Even as a divine being, Dong Yuan was now just inhabiting Ye Yi’s mortal body, and his divine essence had just been damaged, so logically it should be somewhat difficult for him to hold it.

But as one of the three valiant divine generals who once dominated the three realms, how could his strength be casually estimated by others?

He moved with elegant grace, easily swinging his arm as the four dice spun rapidly in the transparent cup.

When Ye Yi gracefully placed the dice cup on the table, all four dice showed six dots facing up – exactly twenty-four points!

This meant that even if Wei Jie could shake this dice cup, he absolutely couldn’t roll more points than Ye Yi.

Seeing this, Qin Lingxiao’s eyes showed some joy – Wei Jie in this life wasn’t his father’s killer.

Even if he could kill Wei Jie, he couldn’t justifiably make a move.

But now, if Wei Jie died from gambling with his life, the fault would be entirely his own, and he couldn’t blame others.

Thinking this, Qin Lingxiao couldn’t help but look up at Cui Xiaoxiao.

Cui Xiaoxiao seemed to have accepted fate now. She had wiped away her tears, but her eyes were still red, making the red mole at the corner of her eye appear even more vivid and pitiful.

If Wei Jie died, she would probably cry bitterly again, but ultimately she wouldn’t be dragged down by that demon anymore.

Thinking this, Qin Lingxiao couldn’t help but speak to Xiaoxiao: “When Immortal Dong Yuan gets the divine statue, he’ll naturally repair the Heavenly Dao and send you and me back to our time… The people and events here originally had nothing to do with you, so you needn’t be too concerned…”

Before he could finish speaking, he received a hard slap across the face.

Wei Jie withdrew his hand and said coldly: “You’re really quite eager – are you treating me as already dead?”

This slap came without warning for Qin Lingxiao, knocking him completely off his chair.

Though Wei Jie wasn’t a god, the gap between him and Qin Lingxiao had become insurmountable.

This slap not only struck Qin Lingxiao’s face but also brutally attacked his self-esteem again.

But their master’s accumulated authority from the previous life still lingered. He was actually suppressed again by Wei Jie’s cold aura, similar to his past life, and for a moment forgot to curse back.

Lady Fu had no interest in their grudges and entanglements. Now that the bets were placed, she just waited to collect the stakes, so she smiled and said: “Young Master Wei, it’s your turn!”

This time there was no competition between Ye Yi and Wei Jie. He slowly extended his arm and grasped the dice cup.

The dice in the cup had somehow returned to showing four ones. If he couldn’t shake it, Wei Jie would certainly lose.

But as Lady Fu had said, this dice cup was extremely heavy. Though no one competed with Wei Jie anymore, after several attempts, he could barely lift the cup an inch!

If Wei Jie’s divine essence were still intact, lifting this dice cup should be effortless, but his divine essence had been shattered by himself, so he wasn’t much stronger than Qin Lingxiao now.

Ye Yi seemed to have anticipated Wei Jie’s situation, so he said to Xiaoxiao beside him: “He’s going to lose. Looks like he’ll make you cry again.”

Xiaoxiao glanced at him sideways with her phoenix eyes and suddenly smiled brilliantly.

After being possessed by the Five Phoenixes, her eyes and brows carried indescribable charm. This sudden smile actually dazzled Ye Yi for a moment.

“The gambling isn’t over yet, and you’re already talking about winning and losing. Aren’t you being too hasty?”

Unfortunately, unlike her confidence, Wei Jie seemed to know he couldn’t shake the dice cup at all. He just helplessly closed his eyes, showing no intention of exerting more strength.

Ye Yi smiled. How pitiful that Ancient Flame Emperor, who had once been a divine being on par with him, insisted on opposing him and wouldn’t hand over Phoenix Divine Lord. Now fallen to the mortal realm, he was in such a pathetic state.

When Ancient Flame Emperor had coldly blocked his entry to the Underworld gates, had he ever imagined he would die so miserably…

Just as Ye Yi was smiling and waiting for Wei Jie to forfeit his life, Wei Jie’s eyes suddenly opened, and with one hand he summoned his sword to strike at the dice cup in his hand.

Ye Yi’s eyes narrowed. Seeing that sword tip wreathed in rolling lightning, he suddenly realized Wei Jie’s intention…

In a flash of thought, he extended his hand to summon a stream of true qi toward Wei Jie’s wrist.

Unfortunately, just as he moved, a stream of water formed an arrow and suddenly attacked him. Cui Xiaoxiao had been guarding against him and had even attacked Ye Yi before he could act.

At the same time, the fox clan people all transformed into their original forms and attacked Ye Yi.

Seeing this, Qin Lingxiao and Qin He immediately joined to help their benefactor, the divine being!

Ye Yi had previously damaged his divine essence and shouldn’t exert too much divine power. Moreover, counting helping Qin Lingxiao and throwing dice twice, though it seemed effortless, it had actually cost him considerable divine power.

In this moment of distraction, with a loud crack, the dice cup on the table had been split open by the lightning from Wei Jie’s sword tip, and the exploded dice all showed six dots facing up.

Xiaoxiao counted – these points totaled thirty-six, much more than Ye Yi’s twenty-four points!

It turned out that Lady Fu had said these dice were carved by heavenly tribulation lightning when thunder struck.

Coincidentally, Wei Jie’s sword was precisely the Heavenly Punishment Sword, condensed with the lightning power of myriad heavenly tribulations.

But to split open the dice in an instant and use Heavenly Punishment lightning to make them all show six dots – this wasn’t something ordinary people could do.

To achieve this also required profound spiritual power. These days, Wei Jie’s demonic transformation was even faster than when he was possessed by snake poison in his previous life, and his power was showing signs of surpassing his past life.

Controlling the Heavenly Punishment Sword was as easy as breathing for him.

Only now did Ye Yi realize that Cui Xiaoxiao’s tearful mourning for Wei Jie was completely a diversionary tactic, meant to make him roll the dice first while they prepared this desperate counterattack!

Ye Yi stared intently at Cui Xiaoxiao. Though he was still smiling, his smile was somewhat sinister.

Damn it, he had already fallen for this girl’s tricks before, yet still didn’t learn his lesson!

How could he forget that when this little liar cried, she was definitely plotting something bad!

Yu Ling’er clapped and laughed happily beside them: “Oh my, Wei Jie won! He won!”

Ye Yi said coldly: “How can this count? You’re clearly cheating!”

Cui Xiaoxiao sneered: “Lady Fu didn’t say splitting open the dice doesn’t count! You can help others roll dice – why can’t we split them open?”

Lady Fu looked down at the dice shattered into pieces, her expression cold and stern. She declared: “Indeed, I didn’t say this method was forbidden beforehand. Since we only look at the size, then Young Master Wei is the winner…”

This result wasn’t what Lady Fu wanted to see either.

As soon as she finished speaking, Ye Yi suddenly spat blood and fell straight down. His condition was exactly as the boat captain surnamed Jia had described – once someone lost their life in gambling, they would stiffen and fall without warning.

But just as Ye Yi fell, a spiritual light shot from the top of his head straight toward Qin Lingxiao, who was about to help Ye Yi up.

Qin Lingxiao’s body immediately stiffened motionless, his expression contorting, his eyes wide open.

Qin He beside him saw this and quickly went to support his son, saying urgently: “Lingxiao, what’s wrong with you?”

Though Qin Lingxiao appeared insignificant before Wei Jie, unlike the pampered young master Ye Yi’s body, Qin Lingxiao himself was a great cultivator with two lifetimes of cultivation. How could he tolerate being possessed by someone else?

At this moment, Dong Yuan’s primordial spirit was engaged in fierce battle with Qin Lingxiao’s original soul inside his body. Even though Qin He was anxious beside them, there was nothing he could do.

Cui Xiaoxiao now understood everything: No wonder Ye Yi had protected Qin Lingxiao like his own son earlier, and wouldn’t allow Qin Lingxiao to fail in gambling and lose ten years of cultivation.

It turned out this divine being had long since chosen his next host, planning to possess Qin Lingxiao’s body!

Poor Young Master Qin – he had no idea he had long since become the prey of his revered divine being.

The motionless Qin Lingxiao finally slowly raised his head.

Xiaoxiao saw that Qin Lingxiao’s handsome face suddenly radiated a jade-like luster, along with that cloud-light, wind-gentle smile, and immediately understood: It seemed the divine being’s primordial spirit had easily crushed the original owner. The current Qin Lingxiao had become Divine Being Dong Yuan!

The next moment, Dong Yuan moved with lightning speed to suddenly snatch the statue of Zhu Jiuyin from the gambling table.

It turned out that at some point, Lady Fu had placed the divine statue on the gambling table and then suddenly disappeared. Since Dong Yuan couldn’t win properly, he shamelessly resorted to robbery.

Wei Jie naturally wouldn’t allow it and immediately pounced over to stop him.

The current Dong Yuan was inhabiting Qin Lingxiao’s body – the vessel of a great cultivator who had formed an Inner Core was like adding wings to a tiger for Dong Yuan. When his thunderous power struck, it carried irresistible strength that would instantly envelop and tear Wei Jie apart.

Just as Dong Yuan unleashed his thunderous strike, Xiaoxiao had already leaped up to protect Wei Jie.

Only when Xiaoxiao directly confronted Dong Yuan’s divine power could she feel how terrifying divine power was. In just that instant, the protective spirits in her body automatically activated their defensive state.

Five colored lights suddenly shot up, accompanied by phoenix cries, transforming into five phoenixes spreading their wings, completely protecting Wei Jie and Cui Xiaoxiao in the center of the vortex. Their spiritual power clashed with Dong Yuan’s divine power, blasting the entire hall apart.

In the flying dust, Dong Yuan saw Cui Xiaoxiao’s Five Phoenix protective spirits for the first time. The phoenix’s rainbow light illuminated the surroundings in brilliant colors.

Dong Yuan’s pupils suddenly contracted. His expression was no longer a false smile – his cheeks were rigid, his eyes filled with incomparable vicious coldness: “…Phoenix Divine Lord’s protective spirits – how could they be on you, a mere mortal?”
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“Phoenix?”

Yu Ling’er said in a low voice: “I know about this. Phoenix was once a goddess who fought alongside Emperor Dong Yuan. She also helped our fox clan before, but unfortunately, she later violated heavenly law and failed to successfully transcend tribulation. I heard she fell into the Underworld and could never be reborn…”

This was the first time Xiaoxiao had heard such a story. These five phoenixes from the Eternal Realm had once been the protective spirits of a heavenly deity?

Although Phoenix was a deity, she wasn’t as famous as Emperor Dong Yuan and Emperor Ancient Flame. The outstanding achievements she had made were all erased by the sin of massacring cities that she committed later.

Even the demon clan was a being of the three realms. To massacre cities on such a large scale without them having offended the human realm was simply outrageous! The goddess who committed this error naturally suffered heavenly punishment and wasn’t worthy of praise.

So Xiaoxiao had never really heard Phoenix’s great name before.

However, Xiaoxiao thought Phoenix might have sealed her protective spirits in Ghost Stone Cliff before suffering heavenly punishment. She had accidentally entered the secret realm and taken away these five phoenixes.

Fortunately, these five phoenixes were the protective spirits of a deity; otherwise, she might not have been able to withstand that deadly strike just now.

Dong Yuan had been searching bitterly for Phoenix’s trace for five hundred years. At this moment, seeing her protective spirit, how could he let it go?

For a moment, he ignored Wei Jie and attacked Xiaoxiao directly, determined to capture her and interrogate her personally.

Wei Jie naturally wouldn’t allow this. His eyes darkened, demonic energy possessed him, and he became entangled in battle with Dong Yuan.

Just then, Tang Youshu, who had been missing all along, came running back breathlessly and told Xiaoxiao and the others in a low voice about what he had discovered.

It turned out that the Talismonger Sect people had divided their work systematically. Cui Xiaoxiao, Wei Jie, and the others stayed here to deal with Lady Fu and Dong Yuan’s group.

While Tang Youshu had put on an invisibility talisman, avoided the island’s servants, and toured the entire island.

Old Master Tang, who was well-versed in the Five Elements and Eight Trigrams, became increasingly alarmed as he walked. The entire island’s mountains and stones were arranged according to the gathering of yin energy – this whole island was a demon-transforming realm, an altar for brewing evil beings of heaven and earth.

Most terrifyingly, Tang Youshu discovered countless demon embryos on the island. They were each wrapped in blood-red embryonic membranes, buried deep under the hard soil like sleeping seeds, quietly absorbing nutrients and waiting for the day they would break through the earth.

What nourished the soil on this island were the successive waves of people who came to the island. They continuously nourished the island’s land with their greed and lifespans, and once these demon embryos gestating in the soil took shape, they would inevitably cause great chaos in the world, leaving people with no peace!

Xiaoxiao felt her scalp tighten and asked Tang Youshu, “When will these demon embryos break through the earth?”

Tang Youshu frowned and calculated with his fingers, saying in a low voice: “Demon embryos need a hundred years of gestation. Although separated from the mother body, despite being nourished by mortal lifespans, they grow slowly. Now they’re only about the size of fists. Looking at this, it will take about another two hundred years…”

Hearing this, Xiaoxiao’s mind stirred slightly.

Because there was something she had never been able to figure out – until she traveled through time, Great Qi’s realm had always been peaceful and prosperous.

But Great Qi had ultimately been deceived of two hundred years of national fortune. Calculating the time, the national fortune should have run out in her original time, but Great Qi seemed to have no great disasters or calamities, so how did it fall?

It wasn’t until Tang Youshu discovered these demon embryos and calculated that they needed two hundred years of nourishment and gestation.

In other words, if this island continued to exist, then in two hundred years, when the demon embryos broke through the earth and demon armies reappeared in the human realm, it wouldn’t just be Great Qi’s national fortune withering – all living beings in the world would suffer, and the three realms would be plunged into war…

It was just that among the three once valiant divine generals, both Emperor Ancient Flame and Phoenix Divine Lord were gone.

At that time, would those pampered divine beings have to rely only on Emperor Dong Yuan, whose heart was not right?

The more Xiaoxiao thought about it, the more alarmed she became, but now wasn’t the time to worry. They needed to find a way to quickly reclaim the divine statue and leave this island!

Lady Fu was earlier very good at setting traps. She first pretended to let Qin Lingxiao easily win the Demon Pearl, then lured the two big fish, Wei Jie and Dong Yuan, to take the bait.

According to Lady Fu’s calculations, one of the two big fish would always enter the pot first, and the remaining one would be easy to handle.

But unexpectedly, everyone who came to the island this time was a cunning person, each more calculating than the last, and both big fish escaped from the life-gambling game.

With no big fish to put in the pot, Lady Fu simply went invisible, leaving only that divine statue for the two to fight over until they perished on this demon island and became fertilizer for nourishing the demon embryos.

Tang Youshu looked worriedly at Wei Jie, who was entangled in battle with Dong Yuan, and said in a low voice: “I examined the entire island. This place is indeed composed of divine earth and fertile soil. This divine earth hardens when it meets water, so the entire ground is extremely hard. But at the true north corner of the island, there’s an unusually soft place. It should be this island’s vital point.”

Xiaoxiao was also watching the situation of Wei Jie and Dong Yuan’s entanglement. At this moment, Dong Yuan seemed murderous for some reason, his divine power greatly increased. Although Wei Jie could barely resist, he was clearly at a disadvantage.

Xiaoxiao waved her hand slightly, and the five protective phoenix spirits circling above her head immediately flew toward Dong Yuan with long cries, instantly dispersing his offensive.

Dong Yuan knew he shouldn’t easily provoke sorrow and joy in the human realm, but seeing Phoenix’s protective spirits being commanded by a cunning mortal woman was truly unbearable.

He only looked at Xiaoxiao darkly, his heart filled with uncertainty: When he saw the protective phoenixes just now, Dong Yuan had also suspected whether Xiaoxiao might be Phoenix’s reincarnation, but Phoenix had sunk into the River of Forgetfulness, her soul never to rise again – he had seen this clearly in the Reincarnation Mirror in the heavenly realm!

But Cui Xiaoxiao’s three lives couldn’t be penetrated even by the fragmentary pages of the Yin-Yang Record, which was strange everywhere.

Phoenix was indeed still in the underworld without reincarnating. It seemed this female liar had somehow stolen Phoenix’s protective spirits left in the human realm.

Such a female thief who had defiled divine protective spirits truly couldn’t be allowed to live!

Xiaoxiao also noticed his vicious glare directed at her.

However, Dong Yuan being like this was good, better than always wearing a false smile on his face while harming others.

Thinking this, Xiaoxiao called out loudly: “Dong Yuan, if you came down to the mortal realm with a brain, you should know this isn’t a place for showing off bravery and fighting fiercely. This entire island is an altar for nourishing demon embryos. A divine soul like yours is a rare, great tonic among ten thousand. That Lady Fu is trying to get us to fight so she can profit from it and catch us all in one net. Now that the divine statue is in your hands, finding a way to get out is the wise move. If you refuse, then we’ll fight to mutual destruction. Kill us, and this demon island will gain more nourishment and greatly increase in power. Believe it or not, even you, with your vitality greatly damaged, will find it difficult to leave the island then!”

Dong Yuan knew that Cui Xiaoxiao spoke reasonably. He had long sensed something very suspicious about this island.

But when he was in the heavenly realm, he had never sensed such a demon island in the human realm – could there be remaining survivors from the demon clan that he had once slaughtered to extinction?

It should be known that demons were of three types: human demons, demon spirits, and finally, the naturally born demon clan.

Those like Wei Jie and Cui Xiaoxiao, who became demons later, were considered human demons. Among demon spirits, it was most common for the demon clan to become demonic.

As for the naturally born demon clan, they were once beings who stood shoulder to shoulder with heavenly gods and wanted to divide the court with heaven and jointly control the human realm.

Later, the Heavenly Emperor’s three divine generals were invincible and greatly destroyed the demon clan’s spirit, but the demon clan resisted stubbornly and completely refused to submit to the Heavenly Court.

Phoenix listened to Emperor Ancient Flame’s words and decided to make peace with the demon clan. At that time, as a divine being, she removed her divine armor, put down her weapons, and entered the demon city alone to negotiate peace with the city lord.

After experiencing various twists and turns, they barely reached a consensus – the demon clan would retreat to the demon city and coexist with the human race and heavenly realm.

However, this wasn’t what Dong Yuan wanted. Just when the Heavenly Emperor and demon clan’s contract was formed, he used the pretext of delivering the heavenly scroll for the peace treaty to trick open the demon city’s gates, smashed the spirit pearl that supported the demon city’s barrier, led countless heavenly soldiers into the city, and slaughtered the demon clan to extinction.

In Dong Yuan’s view, bloodthirsty species like the demon clan did not need to exist at all.

The Heavenly Emperor’s peace treaty with the demon city lord was completely Phoenix’s woman’s benevolence. Rather than letting the tiger return to the mountain, it was better to eliminate the roots.

But this way, it made the Heavenly Emperor appear faithless, so naturally, someone had to bear the responsibility.

Even now, Dong Yuan believed he had done nothing wrong. It was just that the one who bore the responsibility for causing the Heavenly Emperor to break his promise was Phoenix. If Phoenix hadn’t been quarreling with him at the time, claiming she wanted to sever all ties with him, he wouldn’t have let her bear the responsibility.

What he regretted most was his poor judgment, which caused him to forever lose the woman he loved… The demon clan was the root of all this tragedy!

Now hearing Xiaoxiao say this island was full of demon embryos, Dong Yuan’s eyes immediately narrowed, and he temporarily retreated, no longer entangling with Wei Jie.

However, after retreating to one side, Dong Yuan’s gaze unconsciously turned to Cui Xiaoxiao again – how had he not noticed before that Cui Xiaoxiao’s eyes… were similar to Phoenix’s, both with phoenix-tail-like flirtatious eye waves, with an indescribable quality in their gaze…

It was just that at this moment, Cui Xiaoxiao was worriedly touching Wei Jie’s chest and arms, checking if he was injured.

Not knowing what Wei Jie whispered to her, she looked at him with reproach and angrily bit her lip lightly.

Such a scene of tender affection immediately stirred up Dong Yuan’s nearly buried memories.

When Phoenix was on good terms with him, she had also glared at him angrily like this and would habitually bite her lip…

When he associated any connection between Cui Xiaoxiao and Phoenix, the fire in Dong Yuan’s heart blazed again!

Could it be… that Emperor Ancient Flame had betrayed his trust, seducing and having an affair with Phoenix in the Underworld…

With this slight thought, a surge of jealousy welled up in his heart, but his primordial spirit in the human realm couldn’t have great emotional fluctuations! This was taboo!

Emperor Dong Yuan quickly sealed two acupoints on his spiritual platform, not allowing himself to think further.

At this moment, Xiaoxiao was indeed angry with Wei Jie. Earlier, Xiaoxiao had originally wanted to gamble against Dong Yuan herself, but who would have thought that at the crucial moment, Wei Jie would push her behind him and, ignoring her obstruction, write his name on that evil ledger.

So when Xiaoxiao cried earlier, only she knew that she wasn’t acting.

Everything had contingencies, and “gambling” was such a harmful thing! What if Wei Jie lost? Wouldn’t he fall into the trap and be killed?

She had come back over two hundred years to this time, and all along this unlucky journey, she had been taking on misfortune for him. His life was no longer just his own – she had a share in it too. How could she allow him to make decisions without consultation?

Now that she had a chance, Xiaoxiao just wanted to pummel this guy hard. His nerve was really big! He dared gamble with anything!

Although Wei Jie was receiving Xiaoxiao’s punches, he felt very satisfied in his heart.

Seeing Xiaoxiao looking at him with red-rimmed eyes, those flowing eyes completely reflecting only him.

His heart was extremely peaceful for a moment. If it weren’t for Dong Yuan also seeking this divine statue, Wei Jie wouldn’t have wanted to look for this divine statue at all.

Because he was afraid – afraid that after Xiaoxiao got the divine statue, she would leave without a word and return to over two hundred years later.

At that time, where would he go to find Xiaoxiao? Would he have to wait two hundred years to see her again? Thinking of such endless, long nights was truly unimaginable and would drive one mad!

Now, seeing Xiaoxiao so worried about him that her eyes reddened, Wei Jie’s heart was filled with indescribable sweetness. He couldn’t help but embrace Xiaoxiao and gently rock her.

If there weren’t so many irrelevant people around at this moment, he would want to kiss this girl properly.

Unfortunately, someone obviously couldn’t stand such tender affection. Dong Yuan silently watched them and suddenly spoke to Xiaoxiao: “You called for us to stop just so Wei Jie could be lovey-dovey with you?”

Xiaoxiao wiped her tears on Wei Jie’s collar, then turned her head slightly to look at Dong Yuan: “You’ve already gotten the divine statue. Why don’t you leave here first? After we get off the island, we can have our showdown.”

Xiaoxiao spoke reasonably. Now wasn’t the time for internal strife. Even if they wanted to kill them, they had to wait until after successfully leaving the island.

At this moment, looking around again, there were no more noisy voices in the outer hall’s gambling den, only some gamblers’ corpses lying on the ground who had lost their lives.

But soon, these corpses turned into piles of white bones, as if all their nutrients had been absorbed by the earth. Then those bones quickly weathered, becoming wisps of dust and smoke that scattered in the sea wind.

When both sides stopped fighting, this gambling hall seemed to lose its reason for existence and disappeared in an instant.

Where were the pavilions and the earthly paradise? All they could see were continuously dissipating white bones and jagged, strange rocks, and hills.

This island seemed starved, endlessly devouring all living beings on the island. Its biggest target was this group of people still alive on the island.

Xiaoxiao thought of her previous life – since Wei Jie had been able to win the gambling game and return, it meant this demon island could still be successfully escaped from.

Remembering her master’s earlier instructions, she said: “Let’s go to the true north corner and take a look.”

Just then, she noticed that Qin He was following behind Dong Yuan without crying or making a fuss, seeming not to mind at all that the divine being had possessed his son’s body.

She couldn’t help but ask: “Old Master Qin, you don’t seem too worried about your son?”

Qin He was stunned for a moment, then said with a composed face: “When a divine being descends to the mortal world, he always needs a body to inhabit. My son is fortunate to be able to assist the divine being in the human realm – this is his great merit. When the divine being returns to the heavenly court, he will naturally return my son’s body.”

Such words from the mouth of a devout believer would be completely fine. But from a father’s mouth, it was fucking worse than a beast!

Think of how Qin Lingxiao, worried about his father, had risked danger several times and tried every means to extend his father’s life. Although Qin Lingxiao wasn’t exactly an upright person and was rather narrow-minded, he was filial and had done everything possible for his evil, heretical father.

But conversely, this Qin He, upon learning his son had been possessed, didn’t even beg Dong Yuan for mercy, but instead spoke such matter-of-fact words.

Who knew how sad and heartbroken Qin Lingxiao, now suppressed by the divine soul, would be if he heard these words personally?

At this moment, the sea island was bare all around, while the surrounding waves became increasingly turbulent.

Xiaoxiao had naturally yin-yang eyes and could naturally see clearly that beneath the hard ground under her feet, countless demon embryos were contained.

Although separated by thick layers of soil, every step gave her a scalp-tingling feeling.

She looked up at the surrounding waves again and suddenly said: “…Why do I feel… this island is getting smaller?”

Wei Jie quickly looked around and said in a deep voice: “It’s not an illusion. This island is gradually sinking…”

Dong Yuan also sensed something was wrong, but he didn’t seem anxious. He just stood far from them, looking down to examine the statue of Zhu Jiuyin he had seized.

At this moment, the statue’s eye sockets were still two empty holes. It seemed they needed to be inlaid with suitable objects to activate the statue.

Just then, Lady Fu’s cold voice suddenly came from the sky: “Phoenix’s protective spirits appeared on the island. Could it be that Phoenix’s reincarnation has landed on the island? Hmph, someone whose hands are stained with demon blood also dares to land on this island? Whoever it is, don’t think of leaving the island alive!”

Tang Youshu was well-versed in immortal realm legends and had also heard a bit about the grudges between the Phoenix Divine Lord and the demon clan. Now it seemed this island truly had countless connections with the destroyed demon city!

Cui Xiaoxiao was naturally sociable. Hearing that Lady Fu wanted to be irreconcilable enemies with her, she immediately cupped her hands around her mouth and shouted toward the sky: “Lady Fu, I don’t know about those sins you mentioned! How about you come out and we sit down to chat? There might be some misunderstanding here!”

Lady Fu angrily said, “What’s there to chat about? Back then, Phoenix broke faith and betrayed trust. First, she convinced our city lord to make peace with the Heavenly Emperor. She guaranteed that as long as we were willing to make a peace treaty with the Heavenly Emperor, she would ensure the demon city’s safety. But we believed her words, only to be tricked into opening the city gates and suffering city-wide slaughter! This blood debt – even after thousands and tens of thousands of years, our demon clan can never forget!”

Hearing her words, Cui Xiaoxiao was shocked, not expecting that the goddess punished by heaven had committed such a despicable, bloody crime!

Just then, the five-colored phoenix that had returned to Xiaoxiao’s neck suddenly became slightly hot, making Xiaoxiao cry out involuntarily.

Wei Jie frowned and looked down at Xiaoxiao, extending his long fingers to gently stroke her neck, asking: “Why is it so hot?”

Xiaoxiao shook her head and leaned into Wei Jie’s embrace, asking in a low voice: “What should we do? Are we going to be trapped here by the demon clan?”

Dong Yuan stood to one side, watching coldly, finding the sight of this man and woman snuggling together very irritating.

Thinking this, he suddenly struck out, a ray of light instantly attacking the embracing pair.

Cui Xiaoxiao had to dodge to the side, but in an instant, she was drawn into Dong Yuan’s embrace.

Dong Yuan’s hand gripped Xiaoxiao’s delicate chin tightly, completely ignoring that his strength had reddened her skin.

He lowered his head to carefully examine Xiaoxiao, trying to find traces of his old love on her face.

Seeing Dong Yuan treating Xiaoxiao so frivolously, Wei Jie was so angry that demonic energy arose. He immediately wielded the Heavenly Punishment Sword to attack Dong Yuan.

Dong Yuan was prepared and immediately raised an energy shield, shocking Wei Jie back.

The current Wei Jie was no longer the Lord of the Underworld who could stand shoulder to shoulder with him. Having shattered his divine essence, how could he still be worthy of being a divine being’s opponent?

The current Dong Yuan had abandoned the pampered young master’s body and taken on Qin Lingxiao’s sword cultivator body. Gradually adapting to the new body, he was like a tiger with wings, his divine power once again unleashed to the extreme.

Having isolated Wei Jie, Dong Yuan could interrogate this female thief.

“Speak! Why are Phoenix’s protective spirits on your body?”

Xiaoxiao’s chin was painfully gripped by him. She angrily twisted her head to dodge and tried to activate a water summoning talisman to attack Dong Yuan.

But before she could deploy her magical power, her body was bound by something and couldn’t move at all.

After changing bodies, the fully unleashed divine power was terrifyingly formidable – mortal bodies were just ants that could be crushed at will.

Dong Yuan lowered his eyes, showing no divine compassion or mercy, only saying coldly: “Speak quickly, or I’ll break your neck!”

Cui Xiaoxiao took a deep breath and said honestly, “I just accidentally wandered into an Eternal Realm and discovered five phoenixes. I didn’t steal anyone’s things – these five phoenixes stubbornly attached themselves to my body.”

While speaking, Dong Yuan had already personally used his long fingers to lift Xiaoxiao’s collar, revealing her slender collarbone and the circle of phoenix totems below it.

Yes, even this totem looked exactly like Phoenix’s.

Dong Yuan’s hands were trembling slightly. Phoenixes were supremely spiritual creatures, difficult to subdue, yet they served one master for life.

In all the heavenly realm, only Phoenix could subdue five phoenixes and take them as protective spirits.

If it was truly as Cui Xiaoxiao said, that these five phoenixes had actively attached themselves to her body, then she… wouldn’t she truly be Phoenix’s reincarnation?

His little Phoenix… had truly returned to the human realm?

Just as he was in disbelieving wild joy, Dong Yuan thought of another matter. The Phoenix Secret Realm and the spirit stone sealing Emperor Ancient Flame’s divine essence were both at Ghost Stone Cliff. No matter how you looked at it, it seemed like an agreement made for past and future lives!

Phoenix, did you truly betray me and get involved with Emperor Ancient Flame?

Thinking this, Dong Yuan’s grip unconsciously tightened again, staring intently at the young woman in his embrace.

She had been so brazenly intimate and flirtatious with other men right before his eyes all along.

And he had foolishly worn a green hat for hundreds of years without realizing it!

The reason Phoenix couldn’t reincarnate for so long seemed to be gradually becoming clear: was she unwilling to be reborn, or was someone interfering so she couldn’t be reborn?

Emperor Ancient Flame, you’re truly something, actually daring to privately hide and monopolize my woman!

Thinking this, accompanied by the gradually approaching turbulent waves around them, Dong Yuan couldn’t help but once again glare murderously at the adulterous Wei Jie outside the energy barrier.
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At this moment, Wei Jie was punching the energy barrier one fist after another. Although he channeled his full true qi, he couldn’t shake that barrier. He said nothing, only smashing until both hands were bloody, his eyes glowing with deep black as he glared like a wolf at the man who had lifted Xiaoxiao’s collar.

There was one jar of vinegar, and two men fighting to drink it – not enough to go around.

But what Wei Jie hated most at this moment wasn’t Dong Yuan, but himself!

If he were strong enough, why would he be unable to break through this so-called divine barrier? And why would he let Xiaoxiao suffer that beast’s humiliation right before his eyes?

Thinking of this, the darkness accumulating in Wei Jie’s eyes grew ever denser. His entire body seemed to have countless air currents surging, flowing downward like plant roots and stems, then spiraling upward…

Xiaoxiao knew she couldn’t defeat a true god now, so she didn’t struggle. She just politely reminded him when Dong Yuan glared at Wei Jie: “Are you done looking? Could you please let go of my collar?”

Dong Yuan slowly turned his gaze back to Xiaoxiao, finally showing a genuinely warm smile on his face: “Do you… Know who you are?”

Xiaoxiao didn’t understand what he meant and couldn’t help but make a questioning sound.

Dong Yuan didn’t release his grip, but placed his large palm on Xiaoxiao’s cheek, as if gently caressing a recovered treasure, saying softly: “Your past life was Phoenix Divine Lord, my destined immortal companion…”

Before he could finish speaking, Xiaoxiao couldn’t help but burst out laughing.

She had heard such presumptuous words before.

For instance, Qin Lingxiao, once the world’s number one sword sect leader, had also grandly appointed her as his fiancée, graciously granting her a wedding date.

Could it be that after Dong Yuan possessed Qin Lingxiao’s body, he also contracted the original owner’s arrogance and liked to drag women into arranged marriages?

Dong Yuan wasn’t surprised by Xiaoxiao’s reaction. He pulled Xiaoxiao into his embrace again, gently caressing her cheek and saying slowly: “It doesn’t matter if you don’t believe it. I’ll prove it to you. However, you need to quickly end your unclear relationship with Wei Jie. I don’t tolerate sand in my eyes, and I certainly can’t allow you to be unclear with that kind of trash mortal…”

Xiaoxiao finally looked directly at Dong Yuan. The smile on her face faded, and she suddenly raised an eyebrow and asked: “If you’re going to say that, I need to inquire thoroughly. Fine, let’s set aside whether I’m the reincarnation of Phoenix Divine Lord you mentioned. Let me ask you first – that Phoenix supposedly violated heavenly law and was punished by heaven, falling into the Underworld. Why couldn’t she, a divine being, withstand heavenly tribulation? As her immortal companion, where were you when she faced heavenly tribulation?”

Dong Yuan’s brow furrowed in pain: “The heavenly tribulation came early then, and she was severely injured. I didn’t know…”

Xiaoxiao interrupted him again, saying with sudden realization: “Oh, so it was such a coincidence – she happened to be injured, the heavenly tribulation happened to come early, and you happened not to be by her side… Are you sure this was heavenly punishment and not premeditated murder?”

Dong Yuan was questioned into tight-lipped silence, seemingly unwilling to answer.

Xiaoxiao coldly pushed away his hand, reaching for her cheek and asked again: “You call Wei Jie trash mortal? Then let me ask you, noble divine being – when your immortal companion fell into the Underworld and couldn’t be reborn, what were you doing?”

Dong Yuan squinted, explaining with slight guilt: “I’ve always wanted to rescue you. I tried to break into the Underworld several times, but that bastard Emperor Ancient Flame kept blocking me. Only then did I understand – he had improper designs on you…”

Xiaoxiao was too lazy to listen to his continued lies and sneered: “Your great name is too famous – there are legends about you everywhere among the people. I remember now, Yu Ling’er told me that you fancy yourself a romantic, having unclear relationships with many female divine beings. After she died, because of your unbearable grief, you went to Jade Pool to dispel your sorrow and had affairs with two goddess attendants beside the Saint, achieving the immortal realm’s tale of Ehuang and Nüying. Isn’t that right?”

Dong Yuan’s frown deepened – the immortal realm also had disputes over competing for human incense offerings, so divine beings smearing each other and leaking each other’s private scandals to the human world was common.

He just didn’t know which loose tongue had spread romantic tales to the human realm that even he couldn’t remember, which then reached this young woman’s ears.

However, these were all insignificant details. After all, he couldn’t even remember what those women looked like.

Most importantly, he had finally found his Phoenix. In the future, he would make her understand that besides her, he needed no other woman.

Seeing that even Dong Yuan, who was best at lying and deceiving, was somewhat at a loss for evasive words, Xiaoxiao knew her guess was correct.

That poor goddess had probably trusted the wrong person back then, loving someone she shouldn’t have – a prideful son of heaven who wasn’t blessed by the Heavenly Lord.

She didn’t believe that if Phoenix had truly been the Heavenly Emperor’s intended daughter-in-law, she would have committed such errors and suffered such severe punishment.

Looking at those myths, unless it was minor immortals who worked night shifts, kept watch, or guarded gates, making mistakes, which true god with a golden body would suffer heavenly punishment for their errors?

As true gods, as long as they didn’t covet the Heavenly Emperor’s position, flirt with women who had ambiguous relationships with the Heavenly Emperor, or tease the robes of the Queen Mother’s saint daughters, divine positions were carefree and worry-free for ten thousand years.

But this Phoenix goddess, who had once achieved outstanding military merits and was even as famous as Dong Yuan and Ancient Flame, must have somehow threatened some true god’s interests to suffer such severe punishment.

Heavenly tribulation coming early? It looked more like deliberate persecution, wanting to eliminate her quickly!

Having witnessed the world’s fickleness since childhood, Xiaoxiao could deduce with a little thought that the death of the Phoenix goddess was inescapably connected to the Dong Yuan Emperor before her.

So, having probed this far, Xiaoxiao sneered at Dong Yuan: “Compared to you, although Wei Jie can’t be called a golden, shining god, he’s a real man! When he thought I was in the Underworld, he’d rather shatter his divine essence than rescue me. Such trash mortals are worth their weight in gold. I’m not stupid – why would I abandon him for you? Not to mention, I’m not Phoenix at all. Even if that goddess were truly before you, she probably wouldn’t want anything to do with someone like you anymore, right? Those words you said to me – why don’t you save them for when you burn paper money on the first and fifteenth to move yourself!”

Xiaoxiao’s words could be said to pierce the heart with every word, making Dong Yuan nearly lose control.

He had always been coldly calculating, but his only miscalculation in a thousand years was underestimating Phoenix’s weight in his heart.

Hearing Xiaoxiao’s words, Dong Yuan angrily grabbed her neck, and for once, this usually eloquent man was speechless.

The energy shield blocked sound. Dong Yuan gripping Xiaoxiao’s neck appeared to those on the other side of the barrier as if he wanted to break her neck, making everyone’s hearts clench!

While Xiaoxiao spoke these supremely sarcastic words, the corner of her eye kept watching Tang Youshu and the others on the other side of the barrier.

Tang Youshu had told her earlier that there was a place with soft geology to the north, which should be where the formation’s eye was located. Perhaps they could dig through and drill out.

While she was verbally sparring with Dong Yuan over incomprehensible nonsense, Tang Youshu had already activated an earth-drilling talisman and was exploring downward from that soft spot.

Earlier on the island, they could feel the entire island swaying slightly like a large ship, so Yu Ling’er’s seasickness hadn’t completely recovered after landing, and she would occasionally vomit.

Tang Youshu boldly speculated that this so-called island should just be a layer of soil floating on the sea surface – an “earth ship” made of fertile soil.

In legend, Zhangwei Mountain was not on land, not in the sky, not in the sea – it was exactly like this.

Because this mountain should be on this artificially constructed “island.”

Xiaoxiao pinned her hopes on this “island’s” soil layer not being too thick, so Tang Youshu could drill through quickly. Then he, Wei Jie, and Yu Ling’er could first leave this strange island through the underground tunnel.

As for herself, she was now deliberately provoking Dong Yuan, actually just wanting to attract his attention as much as possible to give the others a chance to escape.

Although the sea surface was turbulent with waves, the underwater was often relatively calm. As long as they could avoid critical points, they would have greater chances of escaping danger.

Now that Xiaoxiao was being choked by Dong Yuan, she wasn’t without fear.

She had already planned that after Tang Youshu and the others escaped danger, she would find a way to pretend to be that Phoenix and perform some reconciliation drama with Dong Yuan to see if she could stabilize this true god.

However, Xiaoxiao was wrong. Tang Youshu wasn’t digging downward at all, but toward the other side of the energy barrier.

When Xiaoxiao saw Tang Youshu emerge from the soil not far from her like a field mouse, she was so angry she wanted to roll her eyes.

Stupid Old Tang! This wasn’t the time to run – what was he doing here for nothing? Planning to throw eggs at rocks?

Dong Yuan also sensed someone had entered the energy barrier. Turning to see it was Tang Youshu, he immediately struck at him without hesitation.

But Tang Youshu was surprisingly agile, actually managing to snatch away the statue of Zhu Jiuyin wrapped in Dong Yuan’s sleeve.

However, how could Tang Youshu withstand divine spiritual energy that scorched everything in its path? He was immediately struck flying object.

Seeing this, Xiaoxiao’s heart jumped, and she immediately shouted: “Master!”

She saw clearly that when Tang Youshu was struck by Dong Yuan, he immediately spat out a large mouthful of blood, appearing seriously injured.

Since separating from the Talismonger Sect, she had never called Tang Youshu master again. But in this moment of urgency, “Master” slipped out!

However, Tang Youshu’s disruption distracted Dong Yuan. The energy barrier surrounding them was suddenly shattered, and a man with half his face covered in black scales appeared like a demon descending, using tremendous thunderous force to smash Dong Yuan’s energy barrier to pieces.

Xiaoxiao was now firmly held by Dong Yuan, unable to move. She could only watch with shock and uncertainty as that man covered in black scales approached her and Dong Yuan with a face full of sinister killing intent…

This kind of man was exactly like the Demon Lord from her previous life, actually reflecting from her dreams into reality, slowly approaching, wrapped in hellish fury.

He… how did he grow black scales?

Before Xiaoxiao could figure it out, Wei Jie had already suddenly leaped up like a black hurricane, fiercely attacking Dong Yuan.

The demonic power he carried was even more compelling than the Heavenly Punishment Sword’s might. When Wei Jie attacked, even the ground was impacted with deep grooves!

Dong Yuan knew the current Wei Jie was not to be underestimated. He first pushed Xiaoxiao aside, then prepared to block Wei Jie’s strike with one hand.

Unfortunately, he was too overconfident! When that demonic power impacted him, Dong Yuan’s newly formed energy shield was shattered again. Dong Yuan felt his entire arm go numb with pain, even hearing the crack of a bone fracture.

Not good! His arm was fractured from the shock! How was this possible? Wei Jie’s spiritual energy had increased by who knows how many times?

Before Dong Yuan could think more, Wei Jie’s fists wrapped in demonic power rained down like raindrops!

The speed was too fast. Dong Yuan had just dodged the first few punches when his waist received two heavy blows, and the remaining fists were almost all aimed at his face.

Rather than calling this a fight between immortals, it was more like a brutal brawl between men! Without energy swords or shields, only fist meeting flesh could resolve the hatred in their hearts!

Taking advantage of this opportunity, Xiaoxiao had already rushed over to help Tang Youshu up, while Yu Ling’er also pounced over, anxiously embracing Young Master Tang.

Xiaoxiao felt his pulse and was immediately shocked. Tang Youshu’s pulse showed no spiritual power at all, almost like an ordinary mortal.

“What’s going on? Where’s the Demon Pearl on your body?”

Tang Youshu spat another mouthful of blood and smiled: “I… I’ve already returned it to its rightful owner, giving it back to Master… Now, Master has two lifetimes of demonic energy. Whether he can control his demonic nature depends on you… Otherwise, given his current demonic nature, even divine beings might find him difficult to control. You must not let him repeat past mistakes and harm living beings…”

No wonder Wei Jie had suddenly grown black scales and his demonic power greatly increased, actually suppressing Dong Yuan – it turned out Tang Youshu had given the Demon Pearl back to Wei Jie!

In his previous life, Wei Jie’s descent into demonhood came after countless twists and humiliations, step by step through blood and tears. This kind of demonic transformation process bred cold-hearted evil demons who would kill Buddhas upon meeting them.

In this life, because of Xiaoxiao, although Wei Jie showed signs of becoming demonic, it was still controllable, retaining considerable humanity.

But with two lifetimes of demonic nature superimposed, even Tang Youshu dared not estimate what would happen to Wei Jie.

No wonder Dong Yuan, momentarily careless, was completely suppressed by Wei Jie.

But Tang Youshu giving the Demon Pearl back to Wei Jie and risking death by drilling into the tunnel to attract Dong Yuan’s attention so Wei Jie could break the energy barrier to save Xiaoxiao had put himself in danger.

His body was still young. Without the Demon Pearl and lacking cultivation, how could he withstand Dong Yuan’s strike?

Tang Youshu’s words were completely like final words. Yu Ling’er’s crying was already mixed with fox cries!

But Xiaoxiao was so angry her face turned iron-blue, her lips trembling: “Are you crazy! Wei Jie told you to attract Dong Yuan’s attention, and you mindlessly listened to him? Didn’t you know this was suicide?”

Tang Youshu covered his chest, smiling with difficulty: “Master didn’t instruct this… it was my idea. I caused you to be stranded two hundred years ago. Even if I die, I won’t let… let anyone harm you… I’m your master – I should protect you like a daughter… I’m sorry, Xiaoxiao. Master didn’t do well, I’m sorry…”

Speaking, he tremblingly handed the blood-stained statue of Zhu Jiuyin to Xiaoxiao: “Take it. With this, you can go back… I buried two chests of silver in the stones behind Lingshan. That’s all of our Talismonger Sect’s wealth. After you return, you’ll at least not worry about… food and clothing, and can be a truly carefree sect leader…”

After saying this, Tang Youshu turned to look at Yu Ling’er, who was crying with a tear-stained face.

This silly girl had been so infatuated with Master in her previous life, silently giving without seeking return. These touches couldn’t move Master’s already hardened heart, but he saw it all.

His love for Yu Ling’er had somehow gradually changed flavor, but unfortunately, her eyes never held him. This love could only be buried deep in his heart.

Later, when he possessed the Demon Pearl and returned over two hundred years later, meeting Yu Ling’er again, she had someone in her heart – this time, she fell for Qin Lingxiao.

He could only watch quietly again, silently staying by her side, not letting Ling’er repeat her previous life’s mistakes.

Even when Yu Ling’er finally cut off that karmic bond and turned her gaze to him, he could only pretend not to know and dared not respond – because he wasn’t worthy! He had seen his own crane-haired, chicken-skinned appearance and knew where his mediocre cultivation’s limits lay.

A person destined to die of old age, even experiencing it again, would ultimately become a decrepit, wrinkled old man!

Could he let Yu Ling’er love once, then have the black-haired person send off the white-haired person two hundred years later?

Fox and scholar romances in all theater scripts never had good endings.

Heaven knew how much willpower he needed to restrain himself from responding when this innocent girl privately kissed him with passion and initiative.

So every time, his indifference made Yu Ling’er’s eyes redden with hurt and tears.

Now it seemed his past persistence was right. Looking at his beloved little fox’s reddened eyes, let him… make her cry one more time.

Then dust would return to dust, with no debts between them. Eventually, Yu Ling’er would forget him and find a suitable Taoist companion to achieve proper results.

Thinking this, he slowly grasped Yu Ling’er’s hand, using his blood-stained lips to gently touch her slender fingertips. All the inexpressible love condensed in this gentle kiss.

Just as Tang Youshu suddenly released his hand and his body stiffened, Yu Ling’er was completely terrified, desperately hugging Tang Youshu’s neck and sobbing: “No! You’re not allowed to leave! You bastard!”

Before she could fall into mad wailing, she was forcefully pushed away by Cui Xiaoxiao!

Xiaoxiao suddenly channeled her energy, forcing out the fox clan spirit stone from her abdomen, then desperately pressed it toward Tang Youshu’s abdomen. Yu Ling’er immediately understood Xiaoxiao’s intention and joined her in channeling power to force the spirit stone toward Tang Youshu.

While channeling power, Xiaoxiao shouted angrily: “You old bastard! Stinking master! Even if you die, find the right place! This demon island absorbs souls! If you die here, you’ll truly never be reborn! Open your eyes and hold on a little longer!”

Spirit stones could only attach to spiritual places or spiritual beings. If Tang Youshu completely died, even if they both used all their strength, it would be impossible.

This spirit stone was something Goddess Nüwa gifted to the fox clan. She didn’t know if it could save a dying life at this critical moment.

Unfortunately, no matter how hard they tried, they couldn’t force the spirit stone into Tang Youshu’s body.

Xiaoxiao became anxious and was about to spit out her Golden Core when Yu Ling’er suddenly transformed into a fox and spat her fox pearl into Tang Youshu’s mouth first.

After the fox pearl entered Tang Youshu’s mouth, it immediately disappeared, and the spirit stone Cui Xiaoxiao was pressed, also instantly vanished into Tang Youshu’s abdomen.

The next moment, Tang Youshu, who had been rigid and motionless, suddenly coughed up another mouthful of clotted blood, then gasped heavily and suddenly jumped up, sitting.

Cui Xiaoxiao had expended countless spiritual power to press down the spirit stone and was now exhausted, collapsed on the ground.

Tang Youshu was amazed as he touched his body, discovering that his ribs, shattered by the impact, seemed to have instantly healed, and his body was even lighter than when the Demon Pearl possessed him.

When he looked down at the spirit stone in his abdomen, and then turned to see the little white fox collapsed on the ground, he immediately understood everything!

At this moment, the little white fox’s proud three tails had become a somewhat balding single tail, and her fur looked dim and lusterless.

Fox clan members who lost their fox pearls were equivalent to losing all cultivation. Yu Ling’er had scattered her cultivation to save her beloved and could never transform into human form again!

Tang Youshu’s lips trembled as he embraced the collapsed little white fox, choking up and crying out loud.

Xiaoxiao’s heart also ached, but now wasn’t the time for spring sorrow and autumn grief. Her only thought now was to bring both the person and the fox safely off the demon island.

As she said, even if they died, they couldn’t die on this demon island that used souls and lifespans as fertilizer.

Just then, Wei Jie and Dong Yuan’s fight finally showed results.

At this moment, Dong Yuan’s heart held the second regret of his thousand years – why did he have to possess someone’s body, and it had to be Qin Lingxiao’s!

Although he had successfully suppressed the original owner and occupied this body, some of the original owner’s inherent reflexive habits were also retained.

For instance, when he possessed Ye Yi’s body, he couldn’t help but look more at beautiful girls, and when eating dishes Ye Yi liked, he would eat more.

But this Qin Lingxiao’s habits were fucking terrible!

His habit was – after being slapped by Wei Jie, he would freeze like a mouse stared at by a snake!

How had he forgotten that this Qin Lingxiao had once been Demon Lord Wei Jie’s disciple, and that fear of his master had already penetrated his bones!

So Dong Yuan, who had long forgotten what being beaten felt like, really got a taste of it now!

After receiving slap after slap from Wei Jie, he even had the urge to follow the original owner’s impulse and kowtow to his master on the ground!

In a fight between two evenly matched opponents, this was deadly! Dong Yuan would always be distracted momentarily to suppress this body’s instinctive impulses, while Wei Jie fought more courageously, beating Dong Yuan until his mouth corner split!

Just then, the surrounding waves had already surged over, and the entire island began sinking faster. There was even an indescribable suction force keeping them firmly attached to the ground, not allowing them to fly on swords.

Once they were swept up by the waves, who knew how this island would scheme against them! Dong Yuan coldly said to Wei Jie, “If we keep fighting, we’ll all die here!”

If he hadn’t been saying this with a swollen red face, his words might have been more convincing.
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At this moment, Xiaoxiao also quickly came to Wei Jie’s side, reaching out to pull at him: “Wei Jie, don’t fight with him anymore…”

But Wei Jie showed no intention of stopping, continuing to attack Dong Yuan, beating him without any ability to resist or fight back. However, the black scales on Wei Jie’s face were also continuously spreading and growing.

Between humans and gods, there was a world of difference. But between true human demons and gods, they could stand as equals.

At this moment, Wei Jie had become completely demonized. Even when Dong Yuan’s spiritual power struck at him, he could wave his hand to form a shield and easily dissolve it.

Dong Yuan was now suffering from occupying a mortal body. If it were his own original divine body, he wouldn’t have been defeated so thoroughly.

Seeing Wei Jie completely intent on tearing Dong Yuan apart, Xiaoxiao became anxious: No matter how bastardly Dong Yuan was, he was still the Heavenly Emperor’s son. If Wei Jie killed Dong Yuan, then Wei Jie would become an enemy of the entire heavenly court.

To suffer punishment for such trash immortal was completely not worth it!

At this moment, Wei Jie had fallen into a frenzied state. Xiaoxiao couldn’t let him continue descending into demonhood, unable to control his reason.

Thinking this, she leaped up and pounced onto Wei Jie’s back, shouting at him: “Wei Jie, control yourself! Don’t let demonic nature control you. This Dong Yuan causes evil in the human realm – the heavenly court will naturally deal with him. But you and I are both mortals. Killing gods is a grave crime!”

This time Wei Jie finally stopped, slowly turning his head to look at Xiaoxiao, his gaze fixed on her chin that had been reddened by Dong Yuan’s grip.

After Wei Jie finally stopped, Dong Yuan closed his eyes and stood in the water to regulate his breathing. Wei Jie’s several strikes had nearly made him vomit blood, almost beating his primordial spirit out of this recently possessed body.

He had to regulate his breathing to stabilize his primordial spirit. But just as his primordial spirit settled and he opened his eyes, what he saw nearly made his primordial spirit leave his body in anger.

Cui Xiaoxiao was embracing Wei Jie tightly, looking inseparable…

Remembering how Phoenix had always been reserved when with him, unwilling to completely belong to him, yet now she was so intimate with Emperor Ancient Flame’s reincarnation.

Dong Yuan’s heart felt like it was being sawed by a dull knife!

He had missed Phoenix for hundreds of years, but she had chosen another, falling in love with his mortal enemy! In the overwhelming jealousy, insoluble resentment mixed in – she had truly failed his deep affection!

As his thoughts raced, Dong Yuan glanced at the tunnel Tang Youshu had drilled earlier.

The soil there was soft – the most vulnerable part of this island…

Just then, he suddenly leaped up, rushing straight toward Tang Youshu and snatching the divine statue from his waist.

Dong Yuan knew that as long as he obtained that statue, he could reverse time and space. He could return to the distant past and cut off all possibilities of Phoenix choosing another!

He always acted quickly to achieve his goals, never possibly kneeling at his beloved’s feet begging forgiveness like mortal men.

When the divine statue was in hand, Dong Yuan flashed like lightning toward that tunnel, directly smashing through the hole and disappearing without a trace!

But his escape triggered the demon realm’s defenses. That breach was quickly repaired by more and more fertile soil, slowly arching into a mountain. On that mountain stood a blood-red monument with three large characters: “Zhangwei Mountain.”

This mountain firmly blocked the island’s only exit, making Tang Youshu stamp his foot angrily while holding the little white fox.

At this moment, seawater surged over completely, and they couldn’t escape for the time being.

Xiaoxiao looked worriedly at Wei Jie’s face, half covered with black scales.

But in Wei Jie’s eyes, Xiaoxiao was… disgusted and repulsed by him.

After the Demon Pearl from his previous life possessed him, this originally belonged to Wei Jie and merged with its true owner instantly. Many memories not belonging to this life’s Wei Jie poured into Wei Jie’s mind like a raging river.

He clearly remembered how terrifying the scales on his face would be. In the continuously flooding memories, those women who had once admired him looked at him as if seeing a mad python or snake, frightened and avoiding him in terror.

Just now, while fighting, he had also seen his face in the seawater’s reflection – truly completely different from his former handsomeness.

When he thought that Xiaoxiao would also flee in terror like those admirers in his memories, emotions of cynicism from his previous life surged over, making the black scales on Wei Jie’s face grow even more rapidly, with black, long claws growing from his fingertips.

He thought, since he was already a demon, why be a good person? If she fled, he absolutely wouldn’t let her. He would keep her firmly imprisoned by his side. This young woman was his unprecedented desire since childhood. No one who wanted to snatch her from him would be allowed!

Thinking this, he yanked Xiaoxiao into his embrace, and like Dong Yuan, gripped her chin tightly.

He didn’t like her being tainted with others’ scents – Xiaoxiao belonged to him! Thinking this, he couldn’t help but lower his head to kiss her face, driving away other men’s scents.

But when he lowered his head slightly, he saw Xiaoxiao’s bright phoenix eyes full of tears and towering anger…

He looked sideways at the waist-deep seawater, where the reflected face was hideous and evil, making even himself feel disgusted…

She had always loved beauty, even wanting to establish a Joy Sect to collect the world’s beautiful men.

But the handsome youth she once liked no longer existed. Seeing the unwilling, humiliated anger and tears in her eyes, his already demonized and hardened heart twitched painfully for a moment.

He had always indulged her every wish, never bearing to let her suffer the slightest grievance. How could he now bear to let her be defiled by a “monster”?

Thinking this, the man covered in black scales slowly released his grip, involuntarily stepping back, quickly turning his head away, not wanting to look at the young woman’s face full of unbearable grievance…

But the next moment, his chin was firmly gripped by the young woman, forcing him to look down at her.

When he looked down, Cui Xiaoxiao unhesitatingly cupped his face with both hands, just like before, shouting at him: “You and Tang Youshu, not one of you is worry-free! In just this moment, how did you create so many problems? He nearly lost his life, and you went and got a Demon Pearl to possess you. Do you think you’re not becoming demonic fast enough? Why didn’t you leave just now? Now you’ve let that Dong Yuan get ahead!”

That familiar angry shouting suddenly made Wei Jie’s heart relax, and he asked quietly: “You… aren’t afraid of me?”

Xiaoxiao was too lazy to answer the man’s stupid question, only using her thumb to wipe the dirty blood from his lips. Her face was so close to his that he could even smell the fragrance from her collar, and if he lowered his head a little more, he could kiss her.

Wei Jie thought this and did so. When he kissed the young woman’s cherry lips fiercely and irresistibly like a hungry monster, Xiaoxiao unhesitatingly reached out to embrace his neck, deeply entwining her lips and tongue with his.

Xiaoxiao knew Wei Jie’s emotions were unstable at this moment. When he had retreated and avoided looking at her earlier, there was even undisguised inferiority in his eyes.

This reminded her of the man in her dreams several times, face covered with black scales, gloomy and withdrawn. That man had always been surrounded by loneliness.

Thinking of these things made her heart ache. Even though they were currently in danger, she wanted to first comfort the man in her arms, who was covered in black scales and hard armor, yet had fragile feelings.

Wei Jie greedily kissed and sought the young woman’s sweetness. At that moment, all gains and losses were healed by Xiaoxiao’s passionate initiative.

While the two were kissing, the black scales on Wei Jie’s face gradually receded, disappearing by more than half in the blink of an eye.

It seemed that in this life, although Wei Jie still descended into demonhood, he was ultimately not the same person who was alone and suffering in his previous life. His control over the demonic nature within him was much stronger.

It was no longer demonic nature controlling him, but he could harness demonic nature for his use.

Seeing that he could finally control his demonic nature, Xiaoxiao’s heart also relaxed.

At this moment, Tang Youshu was standing in the water holding the listless little white fox, looking at each other with several fox clan members.

Because it wasn’t appropriate to interrupt his master’s intimacy with Xiaoxiao, Tang Youshu was almost anxious enough to pace in circles.

But the water was almost up to their necks – they had to interrupt! So he held the little white fox high above his head and shouted with effort: “Master, Master, this island is sinking fast, and that tunnel is blocked by the mountain. What should we do?”

Xiaoxiao pointed at the suddenly appeared Zhangwei Mountain and said, “Let’s go up the mountain to avoid the water first.”

That mountain was already about a hundred zhang high. There were even stone steps on the mountain, but after walking a few steps, they immediately discovered something strange – the white stones under their feet looked more like piles of white bones!

Just then, Lady Fu’s voice rang out in the air again.

“I originally thought the world was cold and hearts were fickle, with no true feelings left. I didn’t expect you to perform such touching romantic drama in this life-or-death place! I should congratulate you – after all, you lovebirds dying together won’t be lonely!”

At this point, Lady Fu’s voice suddenly turned sinister: “The piles of white bones under your feet are precisely the bones of the demon clan who died tragically in the demon city back then. Phoenix, you used demon clan blood and bones to establish your great achievements. Heaven, making your reincarnation come here is your retribution!”

Just then, something seemed to be breaking through the earth on this mountain. It turned out that several demon embryos that had matured early were breaking out of their cocoons from the soil.

Tang Youshu, well-versed in various strange texts, naturally recognized these distinctively featured demons.

These demon clan members were demons from birth, and they all had a sharp horn on their heads.

The newly hatched ones that looked like large toads with sharp horns were called Yakshas, also called Water Yakshas.

They had once been the vanguard, charging ahead when the demon clan fought against the heavenly realm.

They were even more ferocious and powerful than ordinary humanoid demons.

Due to some heavenly balance, Water Yakshas reproduced in small numbers during peaceful times for the demon clan, but once the demon clan fell into danger, these Water Yakshas would multiply exponentially.

Seeing the Water Yakshas, Xiaoxiao finally understood why Lady Fu had deliberately raised the seawater.

As the name suggests, Water Yakshas loved water greatly. Once in water, they seemed to dissolve into it, becoming invisible and formless, able to suddenly appear anywhere in the water at any time, almost impossible to detect.

As the flood gradually rose and was about to submerge the small island, once the island was underwater, the Water Yakshas could attack them at will without being detected.

Sure enough, these demons all jumped into the continuously rising seawater and quickly dissolved into the blue expanse.

But once in the sea, they would rapidly accumulate strength and soon launch thunderous attacks.

While they were on guard and searching, suddenly two fox clan members closer to the water screamed – two long toad-snake heads suddenly emerged from the water like sharp blades, piercing through their chests.

Just as they were about to fall into the water, Xiaoxiao shot out like an arrow, holding two silver talismans in her hands, striking the water surface without hesitation while barely saving those two fox clan members.

Where she struck, blue water flowers immediately exploded, accompanied by toad-like roaring screams.

Tang Youshu couldn’t help but be delighted: “Xiaoxiao, can your yin-yang eyes detect the invisible Water Yakshas?”

Xiaoxiao opened her eyes wide and looked hard. The fleeting shadows in the water were very obvious, and strangely, she could even predict where they would appear next.

After watching for a while, she suddenly said urgently: “Watch out, three are attacking from the northeast, two from due south. They’re preparing to surround and attack!”

With Xiaoxiao’s guidance, the Yakshas in the water were no longer as undetectable as before. But they moved too fast in water – just as Xiaoxiao pointed out their positions to Wei Jie, the next moment, the Water Yakshas had changed locations.

But no matter how they changed positions, Xiaoxiao could accurately determine their locations without error.

And strangely, when Xiaoxiao spoke, those Water Yakshas’ cries grew smaller and smaller, only swimming about restlessly and uneasily in the water.

Finally, they slowly emerged from the water, as if under pressure, crawling onto shore and prostrating themselves toward Xiaoxiao’s direction like ordinary people in worship, making rhythmic low sounds.

Just then, the long-disappeared Lady Fu appeared. Her face no longer smiled, only staring wide-eyed at those prostrating Water Yakshas, angrily shouting in a low voice: “A bunch of useless creatures, what’s wrong with you? Why surrender without fighting? Are you still the demon clan’s vanguard?”

It should be known that these Water Yakshas had always charged ahead even in battles against divine beings, preferring death to submission, devouring divine bones and blood, never showing cowardice.

But their current appearance was simply docile and tame, having lost the demon warrior’s fierce spirit!

Xiaoxiao was also puzzled. From this appearance, Lady Fu had intended these Water Yakshas as her trump card. Who would have thought these toads would become so humble? Was there deception here, or did these demons fear the phoenix protective spirits on her body and voluntarily surrender?

Lady Fu looked at those Water Yakshas bowing their heads in prostration, then stared at Cui Xiaoxiao with wide eyes, saying word by word: “They… are bowing to you?”

How would Xiaoxiao know who these big toads were bowing to? She just sniffed and innocently raised her eyebrows.

Lady Fu stared at Xiaoxiao and suddenly asked: “You could see these Water Yakshas just now?”

Xiaoxiao nodded: “I had a high fever as a child, then gained yin-yang eyes… You’re not going to try to connect me to that Phoenix goddess again, are you?”
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Xiaoxiao was thinking these thoughts when she suddenly heard faint wind sounds coming from the mountaintop. Following the sound, she looked up and discovered that at some unknown time, a towering and magnificent temple had abruptly appeared on the summit.

That wind sound… was coming from inside the temple.

For some unknown reason, Xiaoxiao felt that the temple was extremely familiar, as if… she had been there before.

Accompanied by the sobbing wind sounds, Xiaoxiao suddenly felt her entire body becoming somewhat itchy. Looking down at her arms, she saw the golden scales that had long since formed there, and now these scale-covered areas were experiencing waves of itching. Something seemed to be about to emerge from her back as well…

As for Lady Fu, seeing those water yakshas prostrating and paying respects toward Xiaoxiao, her expression couldn’t help but tighten.

Water yakshas were the demon clan’s first-rate valiant demon warriors. Even the city lord couldn’t make them cower and prostrate on the ground in fear, unless… it was the saintess representing the demon clan’s reproduction who possessed this kind of absolute bloodline suppression.

But how could this be possible!

The demon clan hadn’t had a saintess appear for a thousand years.

Back then, the ebony divine tree enshrined in the temple that could propagate the demon clan’s sacred bloodline was stolen by Wei Feng. The demon clan also suffered a massacre by heavenly troops and has declined ever since.

If a saintess were to appear, why would their demon clan need to be trapped in this place, barely surviving?

Although she couldn’t understand the reason, Cui Xiaoxiao and Wei Jie were even more powerful than she had imagined, having just beaten that upper god Dong Yuan until he was completely helpless.

Wanting to devour their spirits to nourish the demon embryo probably wouldn’t be as simple as imagined. However, since they had already climbed Zhangwei Mountain, trying to easily descend would be extremely difficult.

This Zhangwei Mountain was a sacred mountain bestowed upon the demon clan by Zhu Jiuyin.

In ancient times, it was because the demon clan found this divine mountain that they gained a foothold in the three realms. From then on, the previously nomadic demon clan could finally settle down and live peacefully.

Unfortunately, when the heavenly army massacred the city, even the demon clan members who had fled to Zhangwei Mountain’s temple couldn’t escape. They were pursued and killed by the heavenly army, their blood spilling across the mountaintop.

Perhaps it was the demon clan’s blood that awakened Zhangwei Mountain’s ancient divine meridians, activating its teleportation power, finally allowing the remaining demon clan members on the mountain, including Lady Fu, to disappear together from the demon city.

Afterward, this demon mountain appeared on the floating island formed by Xi Rang, and Lady Fu and the remaining clan members began their grand plan to revive the demon clan.

However, when the demon city was attacked, the ebony divine tree enshrined in Zhangwei Mountain’s sacred temple, which could nourish the demon clan’s lifeline, vanished without a trace, thus severing the demon clan’s lifeline.

They could no longer reproduce the demon clan and could only produce demon warriors like the water yakshas. To nourish those formed demon embryos, they could only continuously lure human clan members to the island to absorb their lifespans to nourish the demon clan.

However, the human clan’s offering of lifespans required voluntary consent. For this reason, this place became a perpetually prosperous gambling ground, using gold, silver, and precious stones along with human greed to tempt those people to willingly surrender their lives.

Thinking of this, Lady Fu couldn’t help but look toward the empty sacred temple on the mountaintop. That temple now no longer contained the divine tree, only countless clan members’ memorial tablets, waiting for her, this widow, to offer the heads of the demon clan’s enemies as sacrifices for their salvation.

And now, the main culprit behind the demon clan’s tragedy had climbed onto the island. Lady Fu naturally wouldn’t let Wei Feng’s reincarnation escape easily!

She just hadn’t expected those newly hatched water yakshas to be so useless. But it didn’t matter, she still had her trump card…

Thinking of this, she suddenly smiled seductively and pursed her lips to emit a long whistle.

Although those water yakshas remained prostrate and motionless, Xiaoxiao felt a swift wind attacking from behind.

She turned to look and saw that it was Qin He with blood-red eyes, suddenly attacking them.

Qin He had previously accepted a demon pearl won from gambling on the demon island to save his life. Although he appeared unharmed at first glance, how could accepting gifts from the demon island come without a price?

The demon pearl on his body was from the previous generation’s demon city lord. In just an instant, he became a puppet of this demon island.

When Qin Lingxiao, who had been possessed by Dong Yuan, retreated from the underground cave earlier, he hadn’t followed along but had hidden behind the mountain rocks. Now he was being controlled by Lady Fu to attack Cui Xiaoxiao.

Because of the five phoenixes’ manifestation, Lady Fu was certain that this young woman was the demon clan’s enemy, determined to make her blood splatter across the demon island to comfort the souls of the departed clan members.

At this moment, Qin He had been completely demonized by the demon pearl. Even his body had taken on a beast-like state, moving on all fours as he charged wildly toward Xiaoxiao and the others.

Wei Jie positioned himself in front of Xiaoxiao and immediately knocked Qin He back with a shock.

After being knocked back by Wei Jie’s force, Qin He immediately spat out a mouthful of fresh blood that splattered onto Tang Youshu’s arm.

Tang Youshu let out a muffled grunt of pain and urgently said, “Not good, there seems to be deadly poison in his blood!”

As soon as he finished speaking, the wound on Tang Youshu’s arm rapidly spread, and in no time, it had festered into a mess.

This Qin He, contaminated by the demon pearl, seemed to have refined himself into a poison demon. Just one mouthful of blood was so lethal!

After being knocked back, Qin He crouched on the ground with blood-red eyes, beginning to make croaking sounds in his throat like a toad, and his body began to continuously expand like a frog.

This abnormal condition caused everyone to retreat repeatedly. When Qin He pounced again, Wei Jie narrowed his eyes at his still-expanding body and suddenly shouted, “Not good, scatter quickly!”

Before his words finished, Qin He’s body suddenly burst open, transforming into a shower of blood that attacked everyone.

They had already witnessed the power of his poisonous blood. Now his entire body had exploded, scattering into a rain of blood filling the sky! If it splashed on their bodies, they would either die or be severely injured.

Wei Jie promptly manifested a qi shield to block it, but the blood water that Qin He had transformed into after fusing with the demon pearl seemed to have corrosive properties, passing through the qi shield without obstruction and splashing toward them.

At the critical moment, Wei Jie embraced Xiaoxiao, prepared to use his own body to shield her from that torrential blood water, while Tang Youshu also endured his severe pain, preparing to use his body to protect the little white fox.

However, those fox clan members were going to suffer. They had nowhere to hide from this torrential, poisonous blood.

But when they tightly closed their eyes, waiting for the poisonous blood rain to strike, the blood rain filling the sky didn’t fall for a long time.

When Xiaoxiao and Wei Jie turned their heads to look, they were amazed to discover that those blood droplets were all suspended in mid-air. Everyone except the two of them seemed to be frozen in time.

Xiaoxiao looked at Wei Jie’s hand in surprise. In his hand had once again appeared the statue of Zhu Jiuyin that had been taken away by Dong Yuan.

At this moment, the entire statue was emitting a faint golden light. It seemed that this time-controlling divine statue had instantly frozen time, causing all people and objects to fall into stillness.

Xiaoxiao and Wei Jie looked at each other, seeing that Lady Fu was also motionless, while Tang Youshu was also tightly holding the little white fox, half-crouched in place.

“This… what exactly is happening? How did this divine statue come back?”

Wei Jie furrowed his brow and thought, then said, “This demon island has strong gambling habits, but it seems to value gambling ethics highly. This divine statue was something I won at the gambling table, so that Dong Yuan probably couldn’t take it away by robbery.”

Xiaoxiao nodded admiringly. Zhu Jiuyin was originally a god who controlled time. This magical treasure that could reverse two hundred years of time could naturally freeze time with ease.

She just didn’t know what had triggered it to freeze time, allowing them to avoid the disaster of poisonous blood splashing in their faces.

No matter what, they quickly took advantage of this frozen moment. Wei Jie moved Tang Youshu and several fox clan members to a safe place.

Then he very conveniently moved Lady Fu under the poison demon blood. When time resumed, she could enjoy the poisonous demon blood she had brewed herself.

However, Wei Jie felt this wasn’t satisfying enough. To eliminate future troubles, he thought about it and simply drew out the Heaven’s Punishment Sword, preparing to finish off Lady Fu with one strike.

But just then, he caught sight of Xiaoxiao seeming to be attracted by something, suddenly flying toward the empty temple on the mountain.

Wei Jie, afraid that something would happen to her, immediately flew after her as well.

Upon entering the temple, Wei Jie grabbed Xiaoxiao’s arm. “Xiaoxiao, what’s wrong with you?”

Xiaoxiao looked around in confusion, “I don’t know. I always feel like some voice is calling to me… I had to come here.”

Wei Jie gazed intently at Xiaoxiao before him. When she looked around in confusion, he always had the illusion that she might leave him at any moment, never to be seen again.

At this moment, Xiaoxiao was staring intently at a goddess statue standing in the temple.

This goddess wore a light veil over her face, making her features unclear, but she had a pair of golden-feathered wings on her back and held a pair of precious swords in her hands.

However, perhaps because it had experienced the fires of heavenly warfare, this statue was severely damaged, with only half of those golden-feathered wings remaining.

Just then, a phoenix’s cries suddenly rang out, and Xiaoxiao’s five phoenix guardian spirits circled upward once again.

Amid the phoenix cries, the surroundings suddenly darkened, manifesting streams of light and shadow.

Xiaoxiao suddenly discovered that she and Wei Jie seemed to have arrived at the banks of the Underworld’s Wangchuan River.

A bright light accompanied by five phoenixes heavily crashed into the river. Those five phoenixes continuously wailed and cried out, as if calling to the person at the bottom of the river, but no one responded for a long time.

That light shadow resembling a woman’s form blurred into a mass, gradually sinking into the river.

After an unknown amount of time, an unusually tall man wearing a black hooded cloak stood by the river, his back to Xiaoxiao and the others, coldly addressing the gradually dimming light shadow at the bottom of the river, “You’ve refused to come out for so long that you’ll miss reincarnation and sink deep into the bottom of Wangchuan River.”

From the bottom of the river came a woman’s gentle sigh, “Emperor Gu Yan, who practices the way of heartlessness, didn’t expect you would still care about others’ life and death…”

Hearing this, Xiaoxiao was secretly shocked, not expecting to see a phantom of Emperor Gu Yan when he was still in the Underworld.

Then the person he was talking to now, could it be the original master of the five phoenixes, that Goddess Wei Feng?

It seemed this temple allowed the five phoenixes to manifest some old scenes they had once witnessed.

Wei Jie also raised his eyebrows, looking at his past life’s back. This feeling of watching himself was quite mystical.

Just then, that Emperor Gu Yan said coldly again, “If not for your past distinguished military achievements, I naturally wouldn’t care about you. For one willfully reckless divine son, you don’t want to live like this? I think you’re not like a goddess, but rather like a resentful woman from the mortal world!”

Xiaoxiao felt her heart sink hearing this. It seemed that no matter how many lives he experienced, Wei Jie’s sharp tongue was passed down through generations without any waste.

She just didn’t know if Goddess Wei Feng at the bottom of the river was struck to the heart.

After hearing Emperor Gu Yan’s words, the soul at the bottom of the river chuckled softly, “It seems my misplaced affection has become a laughingstock among all the gods… I willingly accept punishment not because of heartbreak, but to atone… I wronged those three thousand demon clan members. Suffering heavenly punishment and falling into the Underworld is deserved… “

When she said this, Wei Feng’s words became low and tinged with pain, as if she was recalling the scene of personally witnessing the slaughter of demon city women and children.

As the master of the Underworld, Emperor Gu Yan had long been accustomed to life and death, so the demon city tragedy wouldn’t move him. He only said coldly, “So you’ve decided to never emerge, to sink forever at the bottom of this Wangchuan River? Then I was meddling… “

After saying this, he prepared to turn and leave. But from the river came a clear voice, “Emperor, please wait… I know that although you are cold to others, you have a noble character and are very different from Dong Yuan. I have something I’d like to entrust to you. I wonder if you could agree?”

Emperor Gu Yan didn’t speak, but he also didn’t turn around, seemingly prepared to listen to what the dead spirit at the bottom of the river had to say.

She heard Wei Feng say in a low voice, “I am a phoenix who has cultivated immortality. I should belong to the demon immortals, and originally should have been heartless. But during cultivation, I traveled the mortal world and developed the seven emotions and six desires, which I still haven’t refined and purified. Compared to you and Dong Yuan, I’ve fallen to the lower level of cultivation. Although my cultivation is limited, I’ve always felt that the living beings of the three realms naturally have their way of survival. Only by achieving balance among the three realms can they coexist without worry… Even gods should have restraints. Otherwise, willfully reckless gods would be no different from the demon clan. Now that the demon city has been destroyed and the demon clan has been almost completely slaughtered, the Heavenly Realm no longer has any restraining troubles, but this makes me very worried… So when the demon city was destroyed, I took the demon city’s divine tree and nourished it with my primordial spirit. Even though it experienced heavenly tribulation, it didn’t perish. It just suffered some damage and needs to be nourished by the extremely yin silt at the bottom of Wangchuan River. I haven’t reincarnated precisely for this divine tree. With it, the demon clan can rest and recover, and one day they can be restored.”

After hearing these words, Emperor Gu Yan was silent for a long while before finally speaking, “So you weren’t just a woman trapped by love. I underestimated you. But you want to nurture demons, doing such things that risk universal condemnation. Aren’t you afraid of being devoured by demons and losing your soul forever?”

Wei Feng smiled bitterly, “Even as the Heavenly Emperor, one may not fully understand the causes and consequences of worldly affairs. I owe the demon clan thousands of fresh lives. Repaying one life isn’t a loss. It’s just that the demon clan is too warlike, with a murderous nature. If this divine tree nourished by my primordial spirit can refine their demonic hearts and give them more compassion and kindness, then what does it matter if I’m devoured by it?”

As she spoke, a tender sprout gradually grew from the bottom of the river, enlarging and budding.

Emperor Gu Yan frowned at the flower bud that had suddenly appeared on the river of the dead, continuing coldly, “Since it’s your life, you naturally make your own decisions. If you’re willing to feed yourself to demons, I won’t interfere. As for its life and death, that depends on its fortune.”

After saying this, he turned to leave again.

But Wei Feng’s gradually weakening voice called out to him again, “Divine Lord, my consciousness is about to scatter and be completely absorbed by this flower. It was born in the extremely cold place of the Underworld and has never received sunlight or rain, or dew. If it’s influenced by the evil spirits at the bottom of the river, it will grow crooked. I have a presumptuous request – could you, in your spare time, recite Buddhist scriptures for this flower so it can feel the sound of compassion?”

Emperor Gu Yan seemed to find such a request extremely absurd. He laughed coldly and said, “You said yourself that I practice the way of heartlessness. Do you think I would do something as boring as reciting scriptures for a demon flower?”

The voice from the bottom of the river became much lower and weaker, smiling bitterly, “I naturally know… I just always hoped you could… I was indeed asking too much… May you be well hereafter… Wei Feng bids farewell here…”

Accompanied by gurgling sounds, the river surface returned to deathly silence.

Emperor Gu Yan stopped in his tracks and turned to look. That large flower bud had slightly opened, growing into a pitch-black half-lotus.

When Emperor Gu Yan turned to leave, only that black lotus stood in the water, quietly resting on the river surface amid the wailing and sobbing of the resentful spirits at the bottom of the river.

Although it was just a phantom, Xiaoxiao, as an observer, felt as if a very long time had passed. Just as she couldn’t endure this deathly silence any longer and was about to speak, that tall man in the black hooded cloak appeared again by the river.

He looked coldly at that thin, weak lotus that was becoming increasingly black, finally withdrew his gaze, sat by the river, opened a scripture book, and began to recite in a low voice.

As a deity, his low voice was magnificent and resonant. The sound of scripture recitation caused ripples to rise on the river surface.

And that frail little flower seemed to finally find a direction to look up to, shyly blooming two petals, with a faint golden light emerging at the edges of the pitch-black petals.

So for the time that followed, the cold emperor seemed to come to the river day after day to recite scriptures.

And that flower bloomed larger and larger, each black petal seeming to be dusted with gold powder.

It seemed to have gained human nature. Whenever the man sat cross-legged by the river, the lotus would gently sway, striving to hold up its petals to make itself bloom more charmingly.

Only the man’s gaze would never linger on it, coldly and methodically, emotionlessly reciting the same Buddhist scriptures over and over.

But such days were ultimately broken by someone. It seemed someone was trying to break into the Underworld, stirring up endless waves on the Wangchuan River surface.

Someone shouted, “Emperor Gu Yan, hand over Wei Feng! She keeps refusing to reincarnate – are you creating obstacles for her?”

What followed was Emperor Gu Yan driving away the intruder and fighting with him.

Looking at that person’s appearance, Xiaoxiao’s first instinct was that the smiling tiger was Dong Yuan.

She knew she was now witnessing the scene of Dong Yuan breaking into the Underworld to demand someone, only to be blocked by Emperor Gu Yan.

The two fought together, but Emperor Gu Yan was superior.

The Emperor Dong Yuan fell into disadvantage and seemed somewhat unable to save face. He suddenly sneered, “Emperor Gu Yan, you truly have good scheming. Being in the Underworld, your cultivation has improved rapidly. But don’t forget that when Wise Ancestor calculated your fate in the Heavenly Court, he said that although your way of heartlessness is powerful, it also has flaws and defects. You have one natural enemy in this life. If a black phoenix reappears, your cultivation will be destroyed, and you can only be reborn as a human, experiencing numerous tribulations…”

Emperor Gu Yan didn’t seem to believe in fate calculations, even if the one making them was the enlightened Wise Ancestor.

“Black phoenix? Such evil creatures haven’t appeared for ten thousand years and require demon spirits to evolve. You’ve already slaughtered the demon clan to extinction – where would you summon a black phoenix to deal with me?”

Dong Yuan also knew black phoenixes were hard to find, but thinking of what he had inadvertently obtained from his mother, he wanted to try it.

He took out the evil spirit summoning talisman he had stolen from the Holy Mother, which bore a black phoenix design. Silently chanting, in an instant, the sky and earth changed color, with thick clouds rolling everywhere.

Xiaoxiao, as an observer, could see clearly. She saw that the lotus flower on the Underworld’s Wangchuan River finally bloomed completely. In the flower’s heart was a tiny creature like a hummingbird. The black lotus rapidly withered and died, while that little hummingbird grew larger and larger, flying rapidly toward the Underworld gate.

Right at the Underworld gate, the phoenix’s cries suddenly rang out. A black phoenix emerged from the Underworld gate with spread wings, letting out a loud, shocking cry.

Dong Yuan was delighted to see this, not expecting his attempt to succeed.

But unexpectedly, that black phoenix didn’t do as he wished and attacked Emperor Gu Yan. Instead, it charged toward Dong Yuan, crying loudly as it pounced on him.

Xiaoxiao, watching from the side, was also stunned… How was this different from the mythological descriptions? This black phoenix was taking sides from the start!

When she turned to look at the Wangchuan River surface behind her, that black lotus had already disappeared without a trace.

The two gods and one phoenix were locked in combat again, and victory was quickly decided. Both Dong Yuan and Gu Yan were severely injured, and that black phoenix was also struck by Dong Yuan, crying out in pain.

“Damn beast!” Accompanied by Dong Yuan’s angry roar, he raised his hand to deliver a killing blow to the black phoenix, but was blocked by Gu Yan again.

Dong Yuan no longer wished to continue fighting and fled with tremendous fury. His divine essence was severely damaged. If he couldn’t find a way to repair it, he might fall into the mortal realm!

Emperor Gu Yan glanced at the black phoenix and immediately sensed the black lotus scent on it.

He hadn’t expected that Dong Yuan’s summoning of evil spirits would birth a little black phoenix from that black lotus that hadn’t fully grown.

But this was understandable. After all, this black lotus had absorbed Wei Feng’s primordial spirit to grow into a demon embryo. It had both phoenix form and demonic essence – transforming into a black phoenix was perfectly normal.

This little black phoenix wasn’t fully grown yet. If it appeared in the world too early, it would probably be mercilessly eliminated by heavenly law, thus disappointing Goddess Wei Feng’s sacrifice… Thinking of this, Emperor Gu Yan waved his hand and sealed the black phoenix in the Eternal Realm manifested by his divine power.

The five phoenix guardian spirits that had been wandering in the Underworld let out hostile cries and also charged into the Eternal Realm before it closed.

Their master had become nourishment for evil spirits, so they were filled with endless hostility toward this black phoenix, chasing after it to peck its feathers.

However, the six birds immediately transformed into eggs upon entering the divine realm, waiting in the divine realm to be revived and hatch again. Emperor Gu Yan couldn’t worry about whether the six birds could get along peacefully.

He had injured Dong Yuan and would inevitably be punished by the Heavenly Court. It seemed Wise Ancestor’s fate calculation was accurate – when the black phoenix reappeared, it truly was the beginning of his tribulation…

The scriptures he had recited might as well have been fed to dogs.

Cuo Shi – Chapter 102
Xiaoxiao watched all this somewhat dumbfounded.

So the Eternal Realm was manifested by Emperor Gu Yan.

Before she could recover from her shock, the scene before her eyes changed again.

However, this scene connected with those dreams she had previously experienced.

Wei Jie from his past life, covered in black scales, was in full demonic fury, murderously intent on killing his grandmother. At the moment when tragedy was about to unfold, the little black phoenix he had raised for a long time suddenly appeared, blocking that thunderous strike for his grandmother.

When Wei Jie, having finally controlled his demonic nature, saw his pet black phoenix lying on the ground barely alive, he immediately flew over and scooped it up in his hands.

His life had been lonely and bitter, never opening his heart to the disciples around him. Instead, the bird he had raised by his side for so long seemed more like his companion and family.

Now, seeing the little black phoenix injured by his hand and barely clinging to life, Wei Jie’s face covered in black scales, couldn’t help but show a trace of painful anguish.

He reached out to gently stroke the little black phoenix’s head, unable to stop himself from roaring angrily, “You are a foolish bird! When I entered demonic fury, even my disciples knew to stay far away from me. Why didn’t you know how to hide?”

That black phoenix had lived long in the mortal world and had long learned to babble like humans. Usually, it could chatter and converse with Wei Jie like a parrot.

Now, as it lay weakly in the black-scaled man’s hands, the sound it made was no longer its usual chattering noise. That parrot-like babbling became somewhat clearer: “Suffer… don’t cry…”

However, its pronunciation wasn’t standard, making it unclear whether it was telling its master not to cry or not to suffer.

But the black-scaled man could do neither at this moment.

He channeled his spiritual power into the little black phoenix’s body, gritting his teeth, “Little one, I won’t let you die! If you die too, what else in this world… can I hold onto!”

The little black phoenix blinked its moist eyes. After Wei Jie’s spiritual power was injected, it seemed more comfortable. It babbled again, half-understanding: “Don’t cry, next life become human, enter demons for you, suffer for you…”

The black-scaled man was amused by the little black phoenix’s words, though his laughter was mixed with too much pain and helplessness.

He knew that being born human was truly the little black phoenix’s long-cherished wish.

This little silly bird usually liked to hang various cloth strips and cotton balls on itself, dressing itself up to look human.

He remembered that not long ago, he had ordered someone to make it a colorful little bellyband. It was so delighted, flapping its wings daily wanting to wear it, then looking at itself endlessly in a small water basin, shaking its half-long tail…

But he had never thought that it wanted to become human to enter demonic fury and suffer for him… For a moment, he could only hold his little silly bird tightly, unable to speak.

Such a human-natured little creature was about to die and enter the endless cycle again…

Just then, the five phoenixes also appeared in the phantom, crying loudly, even leading the man toward some unknown destination ahead.

That man suddenly stood up, seeming to have made up his mind. Completely ignoring his grandmother’s calls, he picked up the little creature and departed in a cloud of dust.

Xiaoxiao was also in tears watching this. In her dreams, she had also spent day and night with the black-scaled man and little black phoenix, witnessing all their daily life.

Now seeing the little black phoenix near death, she couldn’t help but shed heartbroken tears.

Wei Jie also watched this scene, unable to stop himself from holding the struggling, sobbing girl tightly.

Now with the demon pearl attached to his body, he resonated with this past life memory. That pain was connected – he needed to hold the soft, fragrant girl in his arms tightly, relying on her body warmth to suppress that sudden surge of grief.

At this moment, the phantom changed scenes again like a shadow play. Now, the black-scaled man was holding the newly won statue of Zhu Jiuyin, standing in this very temple.

He placed the little black phoenix’s wounded body on the temple altar, addressing the goddess statue in the temple: “Lady Fu said that in this temple, as long as the sacrificial offering is substantial enough, wishes can come true. I’m willing to offer my demonic nature as a sacrifice to let this black phoenix continue living. If this wish can be granted, I’m willing to lose all my demonic nature…”

After saying this, he cut open his wrist, unhesitatingly letting fresh blood drip onto the little black crow.

A drop of his deep red blood fell below the little black phoenix’s half-opened eyelid, like a bright red mole…

But before his blood finished dripping, the wound healed automatically.

Phoenix blood had already flowed from beneath the black phoenix, staining the goddess statue’s feet. The little black phoenix was still hoarsely murmuring: “Next life as human, enter demons for you, suffer for you…”

Accompanied by the imperfect babbling, that little black phoenix instantly transformed into golden powder, scattering into the shape of a lotus, then dissipating into the air again.

It was indeed a human-natured little crow. Even in its final moment, it couldn’t bear for Wei Jie to make deals with evil spirits. In the end, it voluntarily sacrificed itself first, dissolving and disappearing!

“Little one! Where are you? Little one!”

In the vast temple, only the black-scaled man remained. He looked down at the pool of blood at the statue’s feet for a long time without speaking.

“Heaven is unjust, always wanting to strip away everything I cherish. If that’s the case, I want to see whether heaven defeats me, or I defeat heaven!”

After speaking words similar to those in the Phoenix Secret Realm, he stood alone, accompanied by the setting sun’s afterglow, tightly gripping that universe-overturning divine statue, and strode out of the temple with large steps.

The moment he walked out, the scene changed again.

This time, it showed a somewhat old courtyard where, accompanied by loud cries, a baby girl was born.

Xiaoxiao looked in surprise at her long-deceased mother, who was wrapped in a head covering, holding a baby, and looking delighted. But after looking for a while, she exclaimed in alarm.

“Husband, look at your daughter – she has a red mole under her eye. People say that having a mole under the eye means a lifetime of toil… This child…”

A man with his back to Xiaoxiao laughed as he gently touched the red mole under the baby girl’s eye, teasing her while saying, “Nonsense! Although our family isn’t wealthy, we’re still well-off. How could I let my daughter suffer? It’s just that I’m not well-educated and don’t know what a good name to give her is. Wife, you’ve studied – you choose!”

Her mother pondered for a moment, but just then, the baby made babbling sounds.

After listening for a while, her mother laughed, “How is it that I hear the little girl saying ‘Xiao Xiao’? This child is truly miraculous – she can make sounds so soon after birth… Xiao Xiao? Well, let’s name her ‘Xiaoxiao’! The ancient poem says, ‘Bamboo wind can move waves, shore trees don’t block mountains.’ I only wish she’ll be like resilient bamboo, growing up safe and sound…”

Hearing her mother’s familiar voice, Xiaoxiao was in tears again. At this moment, she seemed to suddenly understand.

No wonder her fate was peculiar, no wonder Lord Can couldn’t see her past three lives even with those remnant pages, no wonder she had been dreaming of the little black phoenix ever since mistakenly entering the Eternal Realm…

It turned out the fortune teller was right – her fate was bad, stemming from her very roots!

The little black phoenix had prayed with its blood in the temple and reincarnated as a human.

And she – Cui Xiaoxiao – was the demon embryo nurtured from the demon clan’s divine tree by the goddess, representing the ominous black phoenix! No wonder such a fate chart was the extremely yin Ten Wounds destiny, rarely found in the world!

After the five phoenixes activated the time retrospection method and displayed Xiaoxiao’s past and present lives in this temple, they soared and cried loudly again, circling in dance.

As they continuously cried and danced, all visions disappeared.

That goddess statue that had originally been veiled and holding her head high actually began to slowly lower her head, and the veil gradually fell away.

Wei Jie looked intently and took two more steps forward, his pupils sharply contracting – because the face of that originally featureless goddess statue… gradually became exactly like Xiaoxiao’s!

When he turned to look at Xiaoxiao, he discovered that she was crouched on the ground in pain, her hands convulsively clawing at her back.

“Xiaoxiao, what’s wrong with you?”

“It hurts… my back, it feels like something wants to burst out…”

Wei Jie immediately went to support Xiaoxiao, but the next moment, she suddenly pushed him away forcefully, simultaneously tossing her long hair while screaming and leaping into the air.

The next moment, a pair of golden phoenix wings spread open on Xiaoxiao’s back, stirring up golden air waves in the dilapidated temple. Those magnificent, complex golden golden-feathered wings, combined with the golden scales on Xiaoxiao’s arms, dazzled people into a trance.

Wei Jie looked at the girl with flowing hair, her eyes and brows tinged with golden radiance, finding her extraordinarily alluring. Xiaoxiao, with demonic aura in her eyes, was almost unrecognizable…

Just then, the entire temple was also enveloped in golden light, and a golden pillar of light shot straight into the sky.

At the same time, most of the islands that had been submerged by seawater suddenly rose from the terrifying waves, as if lifted by a giant hand, slowly ascending into mid-air.

The time that had been frozen on the island was instantly released.

Lady Fu, who had been moved to a different position, was caught off guard and drenched in the torrential poisonous blood, screaming in pain as she collapsed to the ground.

Tang Youshu and the others also suddenly came to their senses, looking around in confused panic, completely unable to understand how they had moved locations in an instant.

Just then, Lady Fu, writhing in pain on the ground, had already shed her human disguise, gradually revealing the demon clan characteristics of pointed ears and red eyes.

Despite her unbearable pain and festering body, she stared wide-eyed at the temple emitting the golden pillar of light, murmuring uncontrollably, “How could… how could there be a demon clan sacred light?”

After saying this, she led the water yakshas in a desperate sprint toward the demon clan temple, while Tang Youshu and the others, discovering Wei Jie and Xiaoxiao were missing, also hurried toward the temple.

Just then, accompanied by that golden pillar of light, Xiaoxiao, with spread golden wings, had soared into the sky, floating above the island like a golden statue.

Lady Fu stared blankly at Xiaoxiao. The demon clan saintess’ aura emanating from the girl was unmistakable. Lady Fu fell to her knees with a thud, just like those water yakshas, involuntarily prostrating before the girl in mid-air!

When Xiaoxiao’s demon clan saintess characteristics fully manifested, the aura she emanated had irresistible bloodline suppression over the demon clan people.

At the same time, the demon embryos still sleeping on the island, summoned by the saintess’s golden light, instantly grew and awakened, breaking through the earth and prostrating at the saintess’s feet.

Tang Youshu stared at this scene in bewilderment, while the little fox in his arms was also stretching its neck and whimpering, looking full of gossip but unable to speak.

Fortunately, Tang Youshu could guess the little white fox’s meaning, saying quietly, “You mean these are Xiaoxiao’s newly recruited Hehuan Sect disciples? They look too ugly, don’t they? I guess probably not… Taking such disciples would be quite difficult to manage, wouldn’t it?”

Meanwhile, Dong Yuan, who had just escaped from the demon path, was leaping from the sea onto the large ship that Lord Can had sent to receive him.

Lord Can also stood at the bow, looking in amazement at the island floating in mid-air and the golden pillar of light shooting skyward from the island’s high mountain.

“That… that’s a divine miracle?” Lord Can had always longed to become immortal, with an almost pathological desire for the immortal way.

Seeing such an astounding sight, his legs went weak, and he nearly knelt.

Dong Yuan looked at that skyward golden pillar with shock and uncertainty, murmuring to himself, “Impossible… how could the demon clan sacred light appear? Could the demon clan be reviving?”

Thinking of this, he frowned and reached toward his waist, only to discover that the statue of Zhu Jiuyin he had worked so hard to steal had vanished without a trace.

He had come to this sea and been at a disadvantage everywhere.

Although he had learned about Wei Feng’s whereabouts, seeing her fall into his mortal enemy’s embrace made his heart feel like it was being cut by knives.

Aside from a crown emitting ghostly green light, he had gained almost nothing.

And now, the demon clan that should have been eliminated long ago had survivors lurking on this floating island for hundreds of years.

These demons were robbing and deceiving humans of their lifespans – acts that heaven wouldn’t tolerate and that should bring down heavenly punishment. But this also involved many of Dong Yuan’s unspeakable deeds…

He had originally wanted to use his power to quietly and quickly resolve everything. But now that the demon clan temple’s sacred light was rekindled, it would surely alert the Heavenly Court…

Thinking of this, Dong Yuan’s brow furrowed involuntarily, no longer showing his usual calm and carefree demeanor.

The Heavenly Emperor had always followed the principle of the natural heavenly way. Since ending the great war with the demon clan, he had adopted a lenient self-cultivation policy toward the immortals.

As long as the upper gods didn’t go too far in their actions, the Heavenly Emperor would turn a blind eye with rare confusion. This was one reason why Dong Yuan had grown bolder, even daring to send his soul to the mortal realm.

But now with the demon clan’s revival and sacred light piercing the heavens, the Heavenly Emperor’s half-closed eyes would probably have to open…

Thinking of this, Dong Yuan looked at a ray of sunlight from the sky falling onto the ship’s rail. He instructed Lord Can behind him, “Help me watch over this body. I’ll go and return quickly…”

After saying this, Qin Lingxiao’s body suddenly fell straight backward. A transparent light escaped from his body and quickly rushed up to the clouds!

Lord Can knew this meant Upper God Dong Yuan had returned to the Heavenly Court.

At the same time, the original soul of Qin Lingxiao, whom he had possessed, barely awakened and tried to get up after suddenly opening his eyes.

The Ghost Sect disciples nearby were prepared. Before he could rise, a Soul-Stabilizing Blood Talisman was pasted on Qin Lingxiao’s face, fixing his primordial spirit again.

Lord Can waved his hand, signaling people to bind Qin Lingxiao and send him to the cage below deck. Such a good body wasn’t easy to find – Dong Yuan would still need it when he returned.

He had to help the upper god properly preserve this body. After all, he still needed to rely on Dong Yuan to seek methods for ascending to immortality.

But… what exactly had happened on that island?

Lord Can looked at the golden light still continuously shooting toward the clouds, squinting in fascination: This was divine power daring to break through the Heavenly Court! Truly enviable – how wonderful it would be if he could claim this power for himself…

Thinking of this, Lord Can’s somewhat aged face couldn’t help but reveal a meaningful smile full of endless greed.

Setting aside the turbulent waves on the mortal sea, at this moment in Dong Yuan’s immortal mansion in the Heavenly Court, a handsome emperor with divine symbols on his forehead slowly opened his eyes.

But before his soul could completely settle in his own body, a slap came swiftly toward his face.

Dong Yuan hadn’t expected that after receiving Wei Jie’s series of slaps, upon just returning to the heavenly realm, his immortal face would suffer another blow for no reason.

Having returned to his original body, he was no longer limited by mortal flesh and naturally wouldn’t endure such humiliation.

But when he looked up at the person who had slapped him, his eyes trembled slightly, then he quickly stood up and bowed, “Mother… why have you come?”

Standing before him was a goddess of extraordinary beauty with elaborately piled cloud-like hair. Purple qi surrounded her entire body, her head emitted faint golden light – clearly the profound immortal rank that only primordial great gods possessed.

The Heavenly Court’s Heavenly Mother Saint Rong Yao was now glaring at her son, “You have such audacity! If I hadn’t had a whim to seek you at your immortal mansion, I truly wouldn’t have known you dared to privately descend to the mortal realm and cause such tremendous trouble!”

Dong Yuan didn’t dare argue with Heavenly Mother Saint, only raising his head slightly to probe, “Father God… also knows of this?”

Heavenly Mother Rong Yao was also forcibly suppressing her rage, saying icily, “If the Heavenly Emperor knew of your deeds, do you think you could still be sitting peacefully in your cave mansion? He saw anomalies appear in the mortal realm and has ordered an investigation, but I’ve temporarily blocked the lower gods sent to investigate. Speak! What exactly did you go to the mortal realm for? Why did you clash with and disturb Emperor Gu Yan’s mortal tribulation? He only needed to endure one more tribulation to return to the Heavenly Court. You interfering from the sidelines – aren’t you afraid of chilling the Heavenly Court’s hearts?”

Hearing that the Heavenly Emperor still didn’t know, Dong Yuan felt slightly relieved.

He knew his father god was currently in closed-door cultivation and probably couldn’t emerge for a while. As long as his mother was willing to cooperate with him, just like in the past, it would only be making big issues small and small issues disappear.

After all, all the major and minor affairs of the Heavenly Court were now handled by his mother.

So he put on his gentle jade-like smile again, saying mildly, “Just feeling restless for a moment, went for a walk.”

Unfortunately, Rong Yao wasn’t like the habitually blind Heavenly Emperor. She wouldn’t tolerate any grain of sand in her eyes. Looking at her son, who wanted to muddle through, she said coldly, “Don’t think I don’t know – you just can’t give up and want to go to the Underworld to seek Wei Feng. Now the demon clan’s sacred light is about to pierce through the nine layers of auspicious clouds! Your father god closes his eyes, but the primordial upper gods in the heavenly realm aren’t just me and your father! This time you want to deceive heaven and cross the sea – impossible! Speak! What exactly is this demon clan sacred light about?”
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Dong Yuan also knew his mother was far more shrewd than his father’s god.

This time, his divine essence was damaged in the mortal realm, making it nearly impossible to return to the heavenly realm. If his mother hadn’t detected this in time and disguised the guiding divine light as a ray of sunlight hitting the ship’s bow, he would still be trapped in the mortal realm.

The trouble he had caused this time was considerable. Without his mother’s intervention, it would be difficult to resolve…

Thinking of this, he finally knelt and said to Heavenly Mother Rong Yao in a low voice, “Mother, the demon clan has revived again. A floating island with demon clan survivors has appeared in the mortal realm, deceiving humans of their lifespans to nurture demon embryos. Moreover… the demon clan temple’s sacred light has been rekindled. I fear the restraining troubles for the Heavenly Court will reappear…”

Upon hearing this, Heavenly Mother Saint Rong Yao could no longer concern herself with her son’s romantic entanglements, only saying solemnly, “How could this happen? Didn’t the heavenly generals slaughter the demon city back then, and wasn’t the divine tree in that temple completely burned to ashes?”

Dong Yuan was also recalling that period: At the time, Wei Feng was unwilling to massacre the city and wanted to rush to the Heavenly Emperor to plead for the demon clan. But she was blocked and detained by him. When the city massacre began, Wei Feng knew the situation was hopeless and wisely requested to handle the aftermath.

At that time, he thought Wei Feng had changed her mind and understood his feelings, so he let her go.

That temple… it was Wei Feng who handled the aftermath, and she lit the fire to burn the divine tree.

But was the piece of wood she burned the demon clan’s lifeline?

Only now did Dong Yuan realize that from the beginning, Wei Feng had been deceiving him with false affection, secretly preserving the demon clan’s lifeline!

Wei Feng! How dare you!

The heavenly mother and son felt somewhat overwhelmed, while the floating demon island below was also bustling with activity.

Seeing demon embryos breaking through the earth one after another, everyone present felt their scalps tighten.

The timid little fox kept stretching its neck and squeaking endlessly. Tang Youshu hurriedly translated for the chattering little fox, “Ling’er says there are too many demon clan members emerging here. With Xiaoxiao just hanging in mid-air like that, could she be bewitched by demon illusions? If she turns against us like Master did last time, we’d be in trouble. The few of us wouldn’t be enough to fill the demons’ bellies or pick their teeth!”

His tone of speech was exactly like Yu Ling’er’s. Wei Jie couldn’t help but ask, “She only squeaked twice, yet you can translate such a long passage?”

Tang Youshu honestly replied, “She didn’t say that much, but based on my understanding of her, I roughly guessed it!”

Wei Jie glanced sideways and snorted coldly. In his view, Tang Youshu was the one possessed by demons now. That little fox seemed to have already taken over his body – he had the tone down perfectly!

But he had no mind to worry about his disciple’s theatrics now. The key was how to get Xiaoxiao down!

The demon clan divine tree bloodline within her seemed to be awakening, then uncontrollably fulfilling the duties of a demon clan saintess,催生ing the underground demon embryos to be born.

So he had to awaken her and not let her be controlled by the temple.

Thinking of this, Wei Jie closed his eyes and let the demon pearl within his body control him. In just an instant, his entire body was again covered in black scales, wrapped in demonic energy, and then he leaped up, heading straight for Xiaoxiao.

Having experienced several demonic transformations, Wei Jie wasn’t as completely uncontrollable as in his past life, still retaining clarity of mind.

When he jumped before Xiaoxiao and reached out to embrace her waist, before he could get close, he was violently struck back to the ground by the spiritual power Xiaoxiao dispersed.

That hard Xi Rang was smashed into a deep crater by Wei Jie.

Tang Youshu, having lost his demon pearl, couldn’t help his master. He could only crouch by the crater’s edge and call down, “Master! How are you? Are you alright?”

Wei Jie reached out his large hand from the crater and leaped out in one bound.

Human demons and naturally born demon clan were different – Wei Jie had a deep understanding of this now.

Moreover, Xiaoxiao was a demon clan saintess. Once fully awakened, her strength was not to be underestimated.

Even the five phoenix guardian spirits left by Wei Feng were keeping their distance. They could devour demons, but facing truly pure-blooded demons, they were so intimidated they dared not even approach.

Because true demons, like primordial great gods, were all from the same lineage, how could they be devoured by divine beasts?

Wei Jie similarly couldn’t get close. But if he let Xiaoxiao sink further, completely controlled by the demon clan bloodline, how would she differ from a queen ant or bee queen that only knew reproduction?

But how should he awaken Xiaoxiao?

Wei Jie gazed intently at the golden light emanating from the golden-winged girl in mid-air, suddenly raising his thick brows as he remembered something…

He turned to Tang Youshu and asked, “Do you have Buddhist scriptures?”

The walking treasure chest scholar, Tang, pointed to a bamboo basket not far away that had been submerged by seawater, “I had some… but now I don’t know where they’ve been washed away by the seawater.”

However, Tang Youshu immediately added, “Master, if you need them, I can recite them from memory right now!”

Wei Jie said in a deep voice, “Your recitation won’t work. Quick! Write them on the ground!”

As he spoke, he handed his Heaven’s Punishment Sword to Tang Youshu.

The soil on this island was hard – ordinary swords probably couldn’t carve out traces.

Who says scholars are useless? One only realizes how little Buddhist scripture they’ve memorized when they need it!

Tang Youshu gripped the precious sword and quickly wrote from memory the Diamond Sutra he knew by heart on the flat ground.

Wei Jie took a deep breath, imitating Emperor Gu Yan from the phantom he had seen, channeling his energy to sit cross-legged, also floating above ground, taking in all the scriptures Tang Youshu had written across a large area.

He silently channeled spiritual energy to his dantian, then opened his mouth and began reciting Buddhist scriptures.

The sound wrapped in spiritual energy, like ancient temple bells, slowly and rhythmically emanated melodies that reached directly to the heart.

These Buddhist scripture melodies soon floated upward, surrounding the golden-winged girl.

Wei Jie didn’t know if this method would work. But when the saintess’s demon meridian was still nurturing in that black lotus on the Wangchuan River surface, it was daily influenced by Emperor Gu Yan’s Buddhist scripture recitations.

Goddess Wei Feng had once said that reciting Buddhist scriptures would suppress the demon clan’s innate murderous nature, making them understand kindness and goodness.

Wei Feng had originally sacrificed herself to feed the tiger for this very reason.

Wei Jie knew that reciting Buddhist scriptures required focused concentration, so he dared not be distracted or make mistakes. Accompanied by Tang Youshu’s rapid, flowing writing, Wei Jie’s scripture recitation grew louder and louder, even causing the seawater below the island to resonate.

Since growing wings, Xiaoxiao had been controlled by her newly awakened demon clan bloodline, her consciousness also sinking into chaos.

But at some unknown time, a faint voice seemed to penetrate through layers of golden light wrapping, gradually seeping through bit by bit.

That deep voice carried endless familiarity. Her surging bloodline seemed to gradually merge and synchronize with that voice, as if from ancient times, she had been surrounded by such a voice…

Gradually, Xiaoxiao couldn’t help but flutter her wings, floating uncertainly as she tried to find the direction of the voice. When that voice drew nearer, she couldn’t help but want to get closer to it, even closer.

When she nestled into a familiar, warm embrace, her entire heart settled down.

Something soft like feathers seemed to be wandering over her eyelids, cheeks, and lips.

Ticklish, making one want to giggle… Xiaoxiao struggled to open her eyes, only to discover she was being embraced by a man whose cheeks were covered in black scales.

No… to be precise, she was using her golden wings to tightly embrace them both, forming a large golden cocoon.

At this moment, they were both floating in mid-air, tightly embracing each other. The thick golden wings isolated them from the wind, rain, and terrifying waves outside, leaving only the two of them.

Xiaoxiao let Wei Jie kiss her, still somewhat dizzy, “Wei Jie, I just heard a beautiful Buddhist scripture, like wine, intoxicating…”

Wei Jie fiercely kissed the intoxicated girl. She would never know that when she ascended to the sky, his heart had followed her high into the air.

He even had the illusion that this golden-winged girl would leave him unexpectedly, just like the little black phoenix in his past life.

Thinking of this, he couldn’t help but embrace the girl in his arms tightly again, “If you love listening, I’ll recite them to you every night…”

Looking at Wei Jie’s face, Xiaoxiao suddenly felt that even with half his face covered in black scales, he looked even more wickedly handsome.

If such a handsome, imposing, well-developed man were in bed at midnight, using him only to recite scriptures – wouldn’t that be brain-damaged?

Wei Jie’s scripture recitation had dissolved her demon clan bloodline triggered by the temple, but the romantic atmosphere generated when they were alone together was completely scared away by the mass of dark demon clan people on the ground after the golden wings folded.

“How can there be so many demon clan people?” Xiaoxiao couldn’t help but ask in amazement.

Wei Jie said expressionlessly, “Not many, not few – they were all triggered by you. Now they’re kneeling below, waiting to pay respects to you, their demon clan saintess.”

Looking at the devout demon clan people on the ground led by Lady Fu, Xiaoxiao felt her scalp explode.

Even if her demon clan bloodline had awakened, she had no desire to be this so-called demon clan saintess. Moreover, she had seen Lady Fu’s vicious disregard for human life. To make her the leader of these evil people – forgive her, she couldn’t do it!

Now that the divine statue was in their hands, Dong Yuan couldn’t possibly use it for evil.

Xiaoxiao wanted to quickly leave this demon island with Wei Jie and the others.

So when Lady Fu, with her festering face, tearfully confessed her previous offenses to her, Xiaoxiao only took a deep breath and said, “You should confess to those innocent people who were deceived onto the demon island. Although they were driven by greed, their crimes didn’t deserve death. For your selfish interests, you deceived so many people’s lifespans. Now, being backlash by poisonous blood is your own doing. I’m not your saintess or anything. I am who I am – Cui Xiaoxiao, disciple of the Talismonger Sect.”

Hearing her words, Tang Youshu looked up with delight.

Since the master and disciple had their falling out, Cui Xiaoxiao had refused to acknowledge her Talismonger Sect identity, only wanting to establish her sect.

Unexpectedly, she now personally acknowledged herself as a Talismonger Sect disciple again. The excitement in Tang Youshu’s heart was no less than when Wei Jie first accepted him as a disciple.

This kind of master who needed disciple recognition was probably a first in history.

However, hearing Xiaoxiao’s words, Lady Fu crawled forward excitedly, “You are our demon clan’s saintess, shouldering the重任 of reviving the demon clan and seeking血债 from the heavenly realm. This is your destiny, something you cannot shirk!”

Wei Jie was too lazy to listen to this festering woman try to persuade Xiaoxiao. He raised his hand and swept, immediately shocking Lady Fu away.

When Lady Fu fell to the ground, those kneeling demon clan people immediately bared their sharp fangs and pointed ears, wanting to tear Wei Jie apart.

But when Xiaoxiao stood protectively in front of Wei Jie, they retreated repeatedly, only able to bare their teeth and threaten Wei Jie.

Just then, several fox clan people shouted, “Look! This island is slowly descending! The surrounding barrier has also opened!”

As they shouted, the island was already slowly descending.

It seemed that after Wei Jie awakened Xiaoxiao, the island lost its floating power.

Otherwise, according to the previous situation, this island would have floated to the nine clouds, directly charging the Heavenly Court, then, as Lady Fu said, Xiaoxiao would lead this batch of newly born demon army in a life-and-death battle with the unprepared heavenly gods…

Now that Xiaoxiao had been awakened by Wei Jie and the demon island’s barrier was open, if they didn’t leave now, when would they?

So Wei Jie swung his Heaven’s Punishment Sword, carved out a path, then pulled Xiaoxiao and led Tang Youshu and the others quickly to the dock where they had previously landed.

There, one or two ships that hadn’t been swept away by the giant waves were still moored.

Once they all jumped aboard, Xiaoxiao could use wind-summoning talismans to drive the sails and smoothly leave the island.

But just then, Lady Fu also led numerous demon clan people to gather at the dock. For some reason, they seemed unable to leave the island, only able to cling to the dock, stretching out long arms, seemingly wanting to召唤 back their saintess.

Lady Fu was also in tears, shouting hoarsely, “Saintess! How can you abandon us? Without you, how can our demon clan’s血仇 be avenged?”

That scene of thousands of ghosts wailing made one’s scalp tingle. Seeing Xiaoxiao still looking, Wei Jie simply turned her head and held her in his embrace.

On the island, when Xiaoxiao’s demon clan bloodline awakened, Wei Jie had sensed that such an Xiaoxiao seemed very far from him.

This gambler’s island seemed to bring various misfortunes to those who landed on it. Wei Jie didn’t want Xiaoxiao to have even the slightest connection with the demon clan on this island.

Although he also knew that his past life was Emperor Gu Yan, the immortal who managed the Underworld and subdued demons, while Xiaoxiao was the greatest demon among the demon clan.

They both seemed to carry destinies on their shoulders, and their destinies seemed to conflict with each other.

If that was the case, then let the past life remain in the past.

What did Emperor Gu Yan and the demon clan saintess have to do with him, Wei Jie, and Cui Xiaoxiao?

He had always been free-spirited and unrestrained, and now this inherent nature remained unchanged. Even the heaviest burden could be cast aside at will!

As for the immortal-demon war, let it be fought in chaos. If the immortals in heaven were all like Dong Yuan, there should indeed be someone to rebel against them, lest their peaceful days be too leisurely, leading them to descend to the mortal realm to cheat and deceive!

The wind Xiaoxiao summoned was very fierce, quickly taking this ship away from that demon island.

When they could no longer see the demon island shrouded in dark clouds, Wei Jie looked down at Xiaoxiao, only to see her eyes filled with tears.

He immediately cupped her face. Before he could ask, Xiaoxiao spoke first, “I… don’t know why I’m crying. I just feel full of attachments to that island… Damn it, is this saintess bloodline so strong? I feel like I’ve become the mother of several thousand water yakshas?”

Upon hearing this, Tang Youshu, who was drinking water nearby, couldn’t help but spray out the water he had just swallowed.

The result was not wasted at all – it all sprayed onto the face of the little fox who was looking up at him with its neck stretched, causing the little fox to squeak in alarm again.

Xiaoxiao wiped away her tears, trying hard to ignore the throbbing brought by her awakened bloodline.

She now had more important people to care about. Yu Ling’er had sacrificed her inner core to save Tang Youshu and could now never transform back into human form. Even if she wanted to cultivate again, it wouldn’t be like before.

And foxes had limited lifespans. Tang Youshu might very well see his black-haired self sending off a white-furred fox, which would be another unbearable tragedy.

Thinking of this, Xiaoxiao touched her lower abdomen and said to Wei Jie, “I still have one of your demon pearls inside me. What would happen if I gave it to Yu Ling’er?”

Wei Jie didn’t even need to think before giving his answer, “This demon pearl is extremely powerful and not everyone can control it. You saw what happened to Qin He – although he gained the demon pearl to extend his life, in the end, he was controlled by it and became a puppet who died for it. Yu Ling’er has a shallow foundation and isn’t very bright. If you give her the demon pearl, she’ll probably become a人-eating demon fox, and the first one she’ll eat will be your Master Tang!”

Xiaoxiao knew Wei Jie made sense. There was no better solution at the moment, but she had to find a suitable place for the fox clan people to rest and recuperate, then have Tang Youshu remove the fox clan spirit stone from his body so the fox clan could concentrate on cultivation. Perhaps by then, with a place whose feng shui was compatible with the fox clan, the little fox could cultivate well and repair her damaged spiritual platform.

When they disembarked, it was exactly noon.

The demon island’s storms across thousands of miles appeared to the mortals on shore as merely a rainstorm. Although some fishermen who went to sea swore they had seen a golden light shooting straight to the sky, no one believed them. Some even joked that this was the Dragon King manifesting his spirit, going to the Heavenly Court to report, suggesting he should burn some incense at the Dragon King Temple when he had time.

Normally, after a group finished their adventure, they would find a restaurant wafting with delicious aromas and order a table full of dishes to feast heartily.

But now, without Yu Ling’er’s chattering voice, even with a full table of dishes, the food didn’t taste sweet.

Tang Youshu specifically ordered chicken breast and chicken legs that the little fox loved.

But the symptoms of losing her inner core were now becoming apparent. Yu Ling’er only sniffed the chicken’s aroma before breaking free from Tang Youshu’s embrace and running to a corner of the restaurant to vomit.

Some passing merchants entering the restaurant were startled by the little fox that suddenly rushed out and raised their feet to kick it.

Tang Youshu rushed out in one stride, pushing away the merchant, “What are you doing?”

Those people were very displeased, glaring at the fox that kept vomiting, “What? Is this beast yours? It scared me! Shouldn’t you pay some medicine money?” They even reached out to push Tang Youshu.

Wei Jie stood in front of the thin Tang Youshu, raising his thick brows and squinting as he asked, “How much do you want? I’ll pay!”

Wei Jie’s current stature was much taller than before, with an intimidating cold aura between his brows and eyes.

Those merchants couldn’t withstand it and retreated repeatedly, only able to mutter quietly before hurrying away.

Tang Youshu picked up the little white fox. The little white fox seemed hurt in her self-esteem by being called a “beast,” curling into a ball and burying her face in her tail, her body continuously sobbing.

At this moment, the usually slow Yu Ling’er finally understood her situation.

She could only be a fox for this lifetime, a “beast” in others’ eyes. She could never again become a beautiful young woman. Between her and Tang Youshu, it was ultimately impossible…

Xiaoxiao walked over and took the little fox from Tang Youshu’s arms, stroking her dull fur with alarm in her heart.

Because the little fox’s dull fur looked very much like the old Fox King before his death. If things continued this way, Yu Ling’er’s lifespan might be even shorter than they thought.

But there was no way to treat her now. Should they reverse time and return to when Tang Youshu was injured?

However, such precise time manipulation was something even Tang Youshu wasn’t confident about.

After all, the previous time reversal was only approximate. Once time was reversed, if any other anomalies occurred, no one could guarantee anything.

Finally, it was Wei Jie who first thought of a temporary solution: return to Ghost Stone Cliff and find the Eternal Realm.

Time there was constant. After the little white fox entered, time could be frozen to prevent early death. When they found a complete solution, they could bring her out.

After everyone agreed, they prepared to depart.

But before leaving the marketplace, an aged voice called from a corner of the market, “Heroes, I observe your faces are inauspicious, as if great disaster looms. How about it? Would you like to come to this old man’s stall for a divination?”

Xiaoxiao and Wei Jie looked toward the voice and saw a bald monk with a mangy head, wearing a tattered kasaya, sitting in front of a fortune-telling stall with only a Bagua diagram spread out.

Looking at his setup, Xiaoxiao found it rather amusing, “You’re a monk, yet you display a Taoist yin-yang diagram. What’s the reasoning behind this?”

Times were hard, but even when setting up stalls to cheat people with神鬼 nonsense, one should be proper and decent. His mixing of Buddhism and Taoism was really hard to bear.

The old monk tugged at his few sparse hairs and laughed, “Young lady, you have good taste, immediately recognizing this monk’s profundity. People believe in too many things, so this old man, to avoid losing customers, has prepared everything. Not only Buddhism and Taoism, but also various upper gods and minor immortals… Ah, you’re even holding a fox – this monk also has a fox immortal shrine. If you don’t get a divination, it would be a great loss.”

After speaking, he pointed to the shelf behind him, which was indeed filled with various divine statues.

If Xiaoxiao weren’t worried about Yu Ling’er and feeling too heavy-hearted, she might have been amused by the mangy old monk.

But she had no mood for fortune-telling now. Her fate… probably even the greatest immortals couldn’t untangle it.

Unfortunately, among the Talismonger Sect group was someone gullible and gossipy. The listless little fox suddenly poked out her head, struggling to jump down from Tang Youshu’s arms, then swayed unsteadily to sit half-upright in front of the stall.

The old monk, seeing a fox come for fortune-telling, didn’t find it strange at all, smiling as he extended his hand, “Come, let me read your palm.”

So the little white fox very cooperatively extended a fluffy pink paw for the old monk to examine.
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How could one read a fox’s paw that had no palm lines or patterns?

But the old monk examined it seriously. Before Wei Jie could impatiently come over to pull the fox away, he spoke: “Two lifetimes of romantic tribulation! This fox benefactor seems to always love the wrong person. This word ‘love’ cannot be overcome – how can one obtain immortal fate?”

Upon hearing this, everyone fell silent.

Because what the old monk said was indeed hitting the nail on the head. Yu Ling’er had indeed fallen on the word “love” in two lifetimes.

This old monk… what exactly was his background? Why could he see through Yu Ling’er’s romantic entanglements across two lifetimes?

Wei Jie became alert and reflexively pulled Xiaoxiao behind him, then squinted at the mangy monk.

The little fox was very devout about palm reading. Hearing these words, the fox’s ears drooped slightly, and she let out a fox cry.

The old monk could understand fox language. He smiled and said, “Fox benefactor, it’s not that if you give me more silver, I can help you spend money to avoid disaster. Some things in this world cannot be exchanged for silver! However, if you want a chance for transformation, you might as well ask the two people behind you. Their fates are tough enough – perhaps they can wrestle with heaven.”

The little fox turned around. Standing behind her were Wei Jie and Cui Xiaoxiao.

The old monk also seemed to read faces. Squinting at Cui Xiaoxiao and Wei Jie for a while, he stroked his dirty beard again: “You two also seem to be obstructed by karmic bonds. If you can understand early that flowers in mirrors and moon in water are all empty in the end, your immeasurable immortal fate would be incalculable!”

This time, Wei Jie could be certain the old monk was targeting him and Xiaoxiao.

Hearing the old monk say his and Xiaoxiao’s relationship was a karmic entanglement, Wei Jie couldn’t help but clench his fists.

Xiaoxiao didn’t seem to care about the old monk’s inauspicious words. She cupped her hands: “May I ask which great immortal you are? You’re specifically waiting for us at this street corner, aren’t you? Apart from breaking up marriages, do you have any other guidance?”

The old monk waved his broken fan and smiled slightly, pointing to the divine statues on the wooden shelf behind him: “There are too many immortals in the world. Whoever you think I am, I am. As for guidance, I wouldn’t dare. You two are people who dare to stir destiny into a pot of chaos. You may not believe my words anyway. It’s just that over that sea area, you have unfinished business. Walking away like this – have you thought about what fruit this cause will bear?”

Xiaoxiao looked in the direction he pointed, clearly indicating the demon island they had just escaped from.

Wei Jie frowned, staring intently at the old monk, but didn’t detect any divine essence like Dong Yuan’s on him.

He was peaceful and humble, just a dirty old monk. There was none of Dong Yuan’s barely concealed, overflowing immortal aura.

What exactly was this old man’s background? Could he be a god even more skilled than Dong Yuan, able to completely conceal his divine aura without revealing it?

Xiaoxiao was still talking to the old monk. She smiled bitterly: “I’m someone who doesn’t appear in the Book of Life and Death from past lives. Since that’s the case, what do past life grudges have to do with me? I only need to remember my current name and the people I care about. Old sir, if there’s nothing else, we’ll take our leave.”

The old monk didn’t insist, waving his fan and smiling: “Everyone has their aspirations. You two must forge your path. However, this old monk has something to give you. In your leisure time, female benefactor, you might look in the mirror – perhaps you can see cause and effect more clearly.”

After saying this, he pulled out a bronze mirror from his tattered sleeve.

Seeing this mirror, Cui Xiaoxiao quickly exchanged astonished glances with Tang Youshu.

This mirror was all too familiar to the Talismonger Sect disciples from two hundred years later!

This was something Tang Youshu had personally hung in the main hall of the Talismonger Sect after establishing the sect at Lingshan.

Master Tang, who cared about feng shui, thought the main hall faced the mountain, so he hung a mirror to ward off evil.

This feng shui mirror had beautiful patterns and was inlaid with silver pearls. When Tang Youshu was alive and had nothing to do, he would often take it down and carefully polish it.

But now, this mirror had appeared before their eyes – this old monk was truly eerie!

No one went to take the mirror, but the little fox stretched out her mouth and bit it over.

When the little fox handed the mirror to Xiaoxiao, she looked up to ask the old monk again.

But the old monk suddenly shivered, his cloudy eyes looking around in confusion.

When he saw a little fox right in front of him, he was so frightened he fell backward, actually knocking over the shelf full of divine clay sculptures, causing him to wail: “Hey, I was just taking a nap, but you brought a fox to scare people – pay up! Pay for my divine statue damages!”

This roguish monk was not the same person as the one who had calmly told their fortunes moments before.

Someone had possessed the mangy monk and specifically waited here for them. Now the possessing entity had disappeared, leaving only the original owner shouting and yelling.

Tang Youshu gave the monk some scattered silver coins, finally allowing them to escape.

When they left the fishing village, the sunset was spreading its glow. They sat on a small hillside.

Xiaoxiao repeatedly examined the mirror in her hands, but couldn’t see anything unusual. The mirror reflected her peach-blossom face.

Xiaoxiao had previously asked Tang Youshu how he originally obtained this mirror.

Tang Youshu recalled the past with a grave expression, saying that once while conducting business, he had helped an old merchant who had lost his money and couldn’t afford medicine, so he gave Tang Youshu this exquisitely inlaid mirror as payment.

It was just an ordinary mirror that had hung in the Talismonger Sect’s main hall for two hundred years without any abnormalities.

But now this identical mirror had come into Cui Xiaoxiao’s hands ahead of time. She didn’t know what this meant. Did that old monk’s inexplicable appearance mean Dong Yuan had sent him to persuade her and Wei Jie to break up?

Just then, Wei Jie, who had been lying on her lap, suddenly opened his eyes and leaped onto a tree branch. A Wei family message eagle was circling above his head, then landed on his outstretched arm.

Wei Jie took the letter from the eagle’s leg and examined several lines. Just as Xiaoxiao was about to ask what was wrong, he spoke: “Grandmother sent word that many demons seem to be controlled by someone and have poured out of the Underworld. There was no warning beforehand, and the Wei family disciples couldn’t suppress them at all – they could only barely seal the Underworld gates. But those demons scattered everywhere, impossible to control. Grandmother sent me this message to be on guard…”

Tang Youshu’s brow furrowed tightly: In the previous life, although the Underworld gates were also opened, because Master was awakened in time by the little black phoenix’s tragic death, he sealed the gates promptly, so not many Underworld beasts escaped.

And where had these beasts fled to now?

Speaking of this, both Xiaoxiao and Wei Jie simultaneously felt subtle, barely perceptible tremors in the ground.

These tremors were very similar to when Wei Jie became a demon and lost control under Mount Qilao, when the Underworld demons were restlessly trying to rebel.

Wei Jie quickly pressed his ear to the ground, listened intently for a while, then stood up: “No need to guess where they went. These things seem to be rapidly rushing toward us… There are too many of them. We… should leave first!”

The former lord of the Underworld, now being chased by a group of demons, was indeed laughable.

If Wei Jie were alone, he would probably stay and go on a killing spree to vent the demonic energy in his body.

But now, Tang Youshu’s cultivation was far inferior to before, and Yu Ling’er was also in critical condition. Wei Jie decided to put aside his pride as lord of the Underworld and take everyone to avoid the trouble first.

Having experienced so much together, the Talismonger Sect members had great coordination. Tang Youshu threw the little fox into the bamboo basket on his back, then wrapped swift wind talismans around both legs. Chanting incantations, he could fly rapidly over grass.

Xiaoxiao and Wei Jie could now move even faster, riding the wind, especially Xiaoxiao, who no longer needed to rely on fox clan members to travel at high speed.

Moreover, she could ask Wei Jie while racing: “What exactly happened?”

Wei Jie said gravely: “The most evil demons from the Underworld seem to have all been released.”

Xiaoxiao wasn’t familiar with Underworld demons, so she asked: “Where would the Corpse-eating Beast rank among these demons?”

Wei Jie said while running: “It? It doesn’t rank! It’s a small fry waiting behind to eat carrion…”

Good, with him putting it that way, Xiaoxiao understood – what was chasing them were floods and beasts!

So she ran even faster!

Now, rushing underground were hunting dogs, while there were fat rabbits in the hunting ground. If caught by these evil beasts, it would be another life-and-death battle.

The Underworld demons had long grown tired of eating underworld carrion and yearned to come to the mortal realm. Someone controlling the demons to emerge had also given these creatures orders to kill Wei Jie and his group.

For these beasts, the former lord of the Underworld’s tender flesh was comparable to Tang Monk’s meat – one bite could increase cultivation. How could these beasts resist such temptation?

At this moment, on Mount Kunlun, the immortal mountain closest to the mortal realm, two people stood in the Kunlun Great Hall.

One was a woman holding a qilin bone flute in her jade hands, standing behind Upper God Dong Yuan.

The son of the Heavenly Emperor – what glory! Moreover, Dong Yuan was romantic and passionate, and was also admired by the heavenly court women.

The lower god skilled at flute playing – Immortal Luhua – was also one of Dong Yuan’s admirers. However, even as an admirer, she couldn’t completely follow his words.

Just recently, when Dong Yuan hinted that she to use the qilin bone flute that could control demons to lure out Underworld demons, she hesitated.

As an idle lower god, she had always been lazy about managing affairs of the lower two realms. Once accidentally involved, losing cultivation was minor, but damaging the immortal reputation was major.

Being an immortal, one could do without mortal incense – at worst, immortal rank would just grow more slowly.

But once slandered and criticized by many mortals, what was calculated wasn’t just reputation. The foundation of being a god would also be unstable. If cursed excessively, there were precedents of falling from the divine realm.

Otherwise, what was the difference between demons and gods? Nothing more than light and dark, heaven and earth distinctions.

Being in a high position should earn worldly people. Now Dong Yuan was hinting for her to release numerous demons. Once these Underworld demons reappeared in the mortal realm, wouldn’t it cause devastation?

Immortal Luhua didn’t want to do such things that would damage her immortal rank.

But Dong Yuan smiled and touched her face, saying lightly: “The Underworld demons’ escape is due to the Underworld being masterless. Worldly people are ignorant and don’t know the lord of the Underworld has fallen to experience mortal tribulation. Even if these demons kill and cause evil, those mortals will only curse Emperor Gu Yan for neglecting the mortal world and being negligent in his duty. What does it have to do with you, an upper realm immortal?”

After a pause, he continued quietly: “Although the Underworld isn’t a good place for upper immortals, it’s a position many lower immortals can only dream of. If Emperor Gu Yan cannot return, this position can’t remain vacant. You’re skilled at controlling demons with flute music – wouldn’t you be the best candidate? When the time comes, I’ll speak well of you to Heavenly Mother Saint, letting you go to the Underworld to take over managing ghosts and gods. Are you willing?”

Having been so explicit, if Immortal Luhua still didn’t understand, she might as well jump off the Immortal Platform.

She was a human immortal who had cultivated through hardships and tribulations to ascend to heaven. She never expected that the heavenly realm’s struggles and machinations were no less than the mortal world.

Although no longer bound by life and death, as a human immortal, who wouldn’t want to climb higher?

Immortal Luhua, who had always been responsible for guarding immortal deer pens in the immortal realm, was completely moved by Dong Yuan’s words.

So she boldly went to the Underworld gates and blew the qilin bone flute, releasing those fierce beasts.

Now she stood beside Dong Yuan, watching the scene unfolding in the mortal realm through the Xuanyuan Divine Mirror.

Seeing Wei Jie and Cui Xiaoxiao fleeing in panic, Immortal Luhua also curled her lips disdainfully.

The former lord of the Underworld was now being chased by a group of Underworld demons in such a sorry state. If word got out, it would truly be a great joke in the immortal realm.

From him, one could learn a lesson: never be demoted to the mortal realm to live such a wretched life worse than ghosts…

Thinking of these demons ravaging the mortal realm, destroying Emperor Gu Yan’s divine reputation so she could smoothly replace him as the new master of the Underworld, Immortal Luhua smiled even more broadly.

But suddenly, all the Talismonger Sect members in the Xuanyuan Divine Mirror disappeared.

Those demons, having chased hungrily for so long, lost their target and turned to attack nearby villages.

When the earth dragons rolled, trees flew everywhere, fires spread, and nearby villages got word. They beat gongs and drums, calling villagers to respond with hoes and pickaxes.

But when they came to the hillside by the village and saw the terrifying scene of cracked earth and various strange giant snakes and beasts, they were so frightened they could only kneel and pray, begging the gods above to save them.

When someone prayed for Emperor Gu Yan to subdue these demons, someone in the crowd angrily cursed: “I heard Emperor Gu Yan has long been useless – these demons were released by him! Why pray to him? If these demons destroy our homes today, I’ll smash his temple tomorrow!”

The ignorant masses feared someone taking the lead. Hearing this, the helpless people could only tearfully curse the lord of the Underworld for bringing evil creatures to the mortal realm.

Some silently chanted the name of the good-fighting Immortal Dong Yuan, praying for his protection of the village.

Dong Yuan smiled slightly. As an immortal, one must appropriately display miracles. When the time was right, he would also send down divine intervention to subdue these demons.

Then there would be endless mortal incense to repair his divine essence…

Just as those demons were about to enter the village to eat people, something suddenly descended from the sky.

A small beast resembling a hyena appeared, wagging its tail in front of these demons.

The small fry among Underworld demons that didn’t rank – the Corpse-eating Beast – now somewhat pitifully opened its large mouth.

Its greatest mistake in life was being caught by a kid named Wei Jie, and it was forced to make a contract, being at that kid’s beck and call.

Previously, Wei Jie only used it against some cursed mortals, which was manageable.

But now, what job had it received? It was just a small Corpse-eating Beast, not some dragon-subduing, tiger-taming sacred beast! Wei Jie wanted to use it against so many beasts from the demon realm?

Wuu wuu, this place was too scary! It wanted to return to its Underworld home, quietly dragging some rotten souls back to its den to eat…

Just then, the sweet-talker arrived!

Cui Xiaoxiao, wearing an invisibility talisman, pasted a Taotie talisman on the Corpse-eating Beast’s back, then patted its head: “Good boy, after this job you’ll be famous! Think about it – protecting so many villagers, even heavenly sacred beasts, isn’t as fierce as you! Come on, get more excited, eat them all in a moment! I’ve already pasted a Taotie talisman on you – guaranteed you won’t burst from eating too much!”

Listen, did this sound human?

But the Corpse-eating Beast couldn’t run away anymore. Wei Jie’s power controlling it seemed stronger than before, faintly reminding it of the power it once experienced under the dominance of former Underworld lord Emperor Gu Yan.

And now Wei Jie stood steadily behind the Corpse-eating Beast.

Xiaoxiao pinched his arm and continued encouraging: “You’re Numei’s child – you can do it! Go for it!”

After speaking, she even patted Wei Jie’s head. Wei Jie glanced at her and said quietly: “I’m not the Corpse-eating Beast – patting my head won’t work! After finishing this job, you need to reward me separately!”

Looking at his slightly lowered eyes and flowing gaze, Xiaoxiao couldn’t help but whisper: “How should I reward you?”

Wei Jie smiled, leaned down to whisper something in her ear, and kissed her soft earlobe.

Xiaoxiao was shocked by his crude words like “eat your fill, sleep deeply.”

But before she could react, Wei Jie had already leaped up. The invisibility talisman on his body was also shaken off. At this moment, his demonic nature dispersed again, black scales gradually crawling up his face. His long hair flew as he hung suspended in mid-air, opening his throat to emit a whale-like, long howl.

Wei Jie had Numei’s bloodline in this life.

At this moment, Numei’s blood, which could enchant all beings mixed with the demonic nature of two lifetimes’ demon pearls, reached its peak. That rough, long howl, completely different from Numei’s gentle song, swept toward the demons filling the mountains and valleys like ocean waves.

In just that moment, the ears of the demons controlled by Immortal Luhua’s flute were filled with the man’s rough, extremely oppressive spiritual voice.

This sound drilled directly from their ears into their brains, leaving them momentarily stunned in place.

Just then, the Corpse-eating Beast suddenly opened its huge mouth that could reach the back of its head and swallowed the giant python nearest to it in one gulp.

Instantly, the Corpse-eating Beast’s body enlarged several times. It could transform consumed creatures’ power into its own.

The more it ate, the larger it became, and the more fierce it grew, like the king of poisonous insects in a poison jar, devouring its kind and becoming braver with each meal.

In the blink of an eye, it had eaten three distracted beasts. In just an instant, it grew three more heads, all grinning with the same large mouths, eating with increasing excitement.

At this moment, Immortal Luhua was completely stunned.

How was this possible? Didn’t Dong Yuan say Emperor Gu Yan’s divine essence had shattered, and he had even become a human demon?

A human demon, no matter how strong, was still mortal. How could he interfere with heavenly divine power?

Her flute music was now completely offset by Wei Jie’s long howl. Those beasts that lost control were devoured by the Corpse-eating Beast with spirit talismans, while the remaining demons were frightened into cowering, finally submitting to Wei Jie’s howling and beginning to return to the Underworld.

Dong Yuan also watched all this, his handsome eyes coldly glancing at Immortal Luhua: “This is all your ability? Your flute music can’t even suppress his howling?”

Immortal Luhua was so humiliated that she couldn’t raise her eyes. She quickly put the qilin bone flute to her lips again, channeling divine power to continue playing.

This time, she wanted to control the increasingly large Corpse-eating Beast. If it could turn and devour its master, Emperor Gu Yan’s mortal flesh would die without a burial place!

Unfortunately, she didn’t know that Wei Jie and the Corpse-eating Beast had a long relationship – they had made a contract.

This time, the sound entering the Corpse-eating Beast’s ears also reached Wei Jie’s ears.

…So that’s how it was. No wonder those demons seemed controlled by someone, constantly pursuing them. Someone was using flute music to control the demons.

This time, Wei Jie twitched his ear and accurately located the direction of the flute sound.

Divine flute music could transcend thousands of miles to reach here. Wei Jie, as a mere mortal, didn’t have such great ability.

But as long as the melody continued, the transmission channel remained unbroken. He only needed to do the opposite – integrate his long howl into this flute music, catalyze it with demonic power, and transmit it in reverse to send that musical master a great gift!

Thinking of this, Wei Jie channeled his energy again, emitting dense, long howls like rapidly growing vines, entwining with the flute music and transmitting.

But halfway through transmission, the power was insufficient, and the melody could no longer be transmitted upward.

Just then, Xiaoxiao concentrated her power and placed her palm against Wei Jie’s back, continuously transmitting the demon clan saintess’s power to him.

Xiaoxiao had Wei Jie’s demon pearl inside her body, allowing their spiritual energy to transmit to each other without obstruction.

With Xiaoxiao’s assistance, Wei Jie’s demonic energy intensified. His howling voice broke through the overcast clouds, rolling like thunder straight up to the nine heavens.

Just as Dong Yuan was intently watching the Xuanyuan Divine Mirror, suddenly that howling sound came from far to near like rolling thunder.

The Xuanyuan Divine Mirror’s surface began to vibrate, and the vibrations grew more intense!

The moment the Xuanyuan Divine Mirror shattered, the bone flute in Immortal Luhua’s hands also broke piece by pieces. Even her fingers holding the flute were broken by the reverse-transmitted force.

“Ah! My hand… my eyes!”

The mirror fragments from the shattered divine mirror had pierced Immortal Luhua’s eyes, stabbing her until blood flowed. She rolled on the ground in pain.

When Dong Yuan sensed something was wrong, he quickly retreated. Even so, his sacred face was cut by mirror fragments in several places.

Cuo Shi – Chapter 105
At this moment, Dong Yuan couldn’t care about the immortal rolling on the ground begging for help. He stared in disbelief at the fragments of the divine mirror scattered across the floor.

In those fragments, he could vaguely see that when the army of demons rolling underground retreated, Xiaoxiao wore a bright smile as she embraced the black-scaled man’s neck, seemingly joyfully praising him for something.

Dong Yuan’s hands trembled with anger, clenching tighter and tighter.

Are gods inferior to humans? Wouldn’t this upset the natural order of heaven? How could it be tolerated by heavenly law?

Wei Jie, what exactly are you trying to do? Have you completely given up on ascending to immortality, preparing to resist heavenly law as a lowly human demon?

While Dong Yuan was still trapped in disbelief, Immortal Luhua was tremblingly groping to grab his ankle.

Although she was severely injured, it didn’t matter much. As long as she had an upper god’s assistance, she could exchange for another lower immortal’s eyes.

After all, below human immortals in the heavenly court were demon immortals – there would always be those willing to curry favor with upper gods and voluntarily contribute their eyes…

But before she could speak her request, something cold suddenly pierced through her chest.

Immortal Luhua touched the immortal sword that had penetrated her body in disbelief – how could this be? Even if she had made mistakes, how dare Dong Yuan kill her without a heavenly court trial?

Had he forgotten that she was also a lower immortal who couldn’t be easily killed by swords?

Dong Yuan slowly withdrew his sword, examining the ancient and mysterious carvings on the blade, saying, “This sword is the ancient blade used by the primordial great god Zhu Yin to slay traitorous gods and demons. Even upper gods and immortals would have their souls instantly destroyed if killed by this sword. You should consider dying under this sword worthwhile.”

His ordering Luhua to privately release Underworld demons was naturally unseemly, and there was a reason he had specifically chosen Mount Kunlun, the immortal mountain closest to the mortal realm.

This place was full of his subordinates, and there weren’t many people. No one knew about Luhua coming here with him.

A minor lower god – even if she disappeared, no one would investigate.

Dong Yuan wasn’t worried about this matter being exposed. He only regretted letting Wei Jie and the others escape again.

Just then, a divine attendant who had been silently standing behind Dong Yuan said quietly, “Heavenly Mother Saint instructed you to remain calm. Now that such a commotion has been caused, I fear she will punish you again, Immortal Lord…”

Dong Yuan smiled dismissively. If one were always cautious about everything, his mother wouldn’t be the current Heavenly Mother. His audacity was inherited from his mother – he never had too many concerns when acting.

His mother had said that his unsavory activities in the mortal realm weren’t particularly important. But his secretly usurping mortal imperial fortune was something that needed to be well concealed.

As for how to proceed, his mother had given him detailed instructions. Following the plan step by step, there shouldn’t be any problems.

However, the improvement in Wei Jie and Xiaoxiao’s strength far exceeded his expectations. This time, he had an ominous feeling that things wouldn’t end well…

This failure temporarily suppressed Dong Yuan temporarily suppress his desire for immediate revenge. He had to handle the major matter first before dealing with personal grudges.

Thinking of this, he no longer lingered and turned to leave the cold Mount Kunlun.

As for Wei Jie and Cui Xiaoxiao in the mortal realm, they chose to act here because the Wei family guards had all caught up.

Although they could use invisibility talismans to hide their traces, these demons were about to attack nearby villages. So they made a decisive move, using the Corpse-eating Beast brought by the Wei family to fight beasts with beasts.

The aftermath would be handled by the Wei family guards. Before they departed, Grandmother had instructed that everything should follow Wei Jie’s arrangements.

The villagers from several nearby villages all witnessed the scene of several immortals descending from heaven to fight the monsters emerging from underground.

They watched as the beast that had eaten until it was mountain-sized disappeared after being patted on the head by a beautiful woman who looked like a celestial being.

Among the villagers, some brave ones walked forward and tentatively called out loudly, “Are you all human or immortal?”

Xiaoxiao turned to cup her hands toward someone on the hillside, “We were just passing through and happened to know some demon-subduing techniques. We made fools of ourselves just now. Everything should be fine now. You can return home safely and let the nearby villagers rest well!”

Hearing her say this and seeing those silver-armored, well-trained Wei family soldiers, the villagers’ hearts gradually settled.

However, one sharp-eyed person noticed the totemic scar left on Wei Jie’s forehead after his divine essence shattered.

He found it familiar but couldn’t remember where he’d seen it until, on his way back with the villagers, he passed the white temple in the village prepared for funeral rites and saw the statue of Emperor Gu Yan enshrined in the temple hall.

Wasn’t the divine seal on that statue’s forehead the same as the one on that handsome young man’s forehead?

He was momentarily stunned, then suddenly realized and immediately prostrated himself in the temple, declaring that the lord of the Underworld had manifested his spirit to subdue so many demons!

The other villagers looked and indeed saw it was the same as that handsome young man. They, too, had some understanding.

Even those who had slandered Emperor Gu Yan for neglecting his duties began slapping their faces.

For a time, rumors of the lord of the Underworld manifesting his spirit spread everywhere.

Wei Jie, Xiaoxiao, and the others successfully returned to Ghost Stone Cliff.

When Tang Youshu saw the smiley face Yu Ling’er had carved on the round stone at the foot of the mountain last time, he felt somewhat that things had changed while people remained the same.

Last time, Ling’er had been smiling sweetly, but now she could only curl up drowsily in the bamboo basket behind him all day.

Since Xiaoxiao’s demon clan saintess bloodline awakened, the five phoenixes no longer dared to return to her body.

Now that they had returned to their old home, they circled and flew around the mountaintop, soon opening the Eternal Realm behind the mountain.

Here, it was still the scene of green grass and babbling streams. However, when the five phoenixes perched on the phoenix tree branches, they were noticeably larger than when they had just left.

Yu Ling’er would need to live here until they found a way to save her.

Tang Youshu worried that the little fox would be bullied by the five phoenixes, so he decided to come in and accompany Yu Ling’er.

However, before entering, Yu Ling’er fox-cried for a long while, making a big shopping list for Tang Youshu to take her to the market, lest they lack things when living in the secret realm.

So they went to the market, while Wei Jie and Xiaoxiao entered the secret realm first to prepare for them.

Wei Jie cut branches from the shrubs and tied them together to build a simple wooden hut for Tang Youshu and the little fox to rest in later.

However, he said to let Tang Youshu and Ling’er wait before entering the secret realm – he wanted to live here alone for a while first.

When Xiaoxiao asked Wei Jie what he wanted to do, Wei Jie turned and said, “Now that your demon clan bloodline has awakened, I want to retrieve the other demon pearl from your body. I’m afraid that after absorbing this second demon pearl, I won’t be able to control my demonic nature for a while. If this happened outside, it would be difficult to control. So I plan to live here for a while after absorbing the demon pearl. You should leave the secret realm first and wait for me… Ling’er and Tang Youshu shouldn’t come in temporarily either. They can enter after I’m stable.”

His demon pearl was mixed with too much evil and wasn’t compatible with Xiaoxiao’s spiritual energy. This was something he had deeply experienced since absorbing the first demon pearl.

Heaven knew whether Xiaoxiao had heard too many scriptures in her past life – the girl’s heart was clear and pure, actually able to resist such evil things, and her nature was completely unaffected.

Now that her demon clan bloodline had awakened and the phoenix guardian spirits no longer dared to inhabit her body, without natural enemies to restrain it, the demon pearl would probably run rampant.

If that demon pearl lay dormant in her body, absorbing too much of her spiritual power to grow stronger, it would cause even greater harm to Xiaoxiao.

Sure enough, upon hearing this, the demon pearl lurking in Xiaoxiao’s body began chattering, “Why should I? I’ve endured for so long, finally outlasted those birds, haven’t even had a few good days, and he wants to take me back!”

Xiaoxiao found it both annoying and amusing, silently communicating with the demon pearl: “Sorry to you. I didn’t even let you have good days. But you really must return to your old master. Haven’t you always complained that I’m stupid and keep taking you into dangerous situations? Wouldn’t it be better to follow him?”

The money-loving demon pearl didn’t want to! It huffed angrily, “I don’t want to go with him. He’s not even as good as you!”

The demon pearl still remembered its days in Wei Jie’s body, as if constantly soaked in painful poison water, with nothing but darkness in its heart.

Although for a demon pearl, such a state of mind made it easier to grow demonic nature, after entering Xiaoxiao’s body, it suddenly discovered there was another way of living in this world.

Xiaoxiao had also been lonely and bitter since childhood, but she was like a tenacious flower growing in the cracks, always maintaining almost blind optimism and infecting those around her.

However, Xiaoxiao wasn’t always happy. During those days when she was hurt by Wei Jie, possessed by divine essence, the demon pearl felt that long-lost pain and suffering.

During that period, it should have taken advantage of Xiaoxiao’s vulnerability to cause trouble. But whether intimidated by the phoenix spirits or out of its reluctance, it had behaved obediently.

Now it had grown accustomed to Xiaoxiao’s companionship. Seeing that Wei Jie’s fellow wanted to transfer it back, it refused! It wanted to cling to Xiaoxiao’s body!

Xiaoxiao was somewhat helpless and amused by this troublemaker in her body.

However, since Wei Jie, the original owner, had spoken, no matter how reluctant she was to leave Xiaoxiao, she couldn’t cling on.

If it had been the previous Wei Jie speaking, Xiaoxiao wouldn’t have felt comfortable transferring the demon pearl to him, fearing he couldn’t control his demonic nature.

But now that Wei Jie had absorbed one demon pearl and seemed able to maintain his rationality without the uncontrollable situation from his past life, Xiaoxiao was willing to try when he suggested it this time.

After Xiaoxiao and Wei Jie sat cross-legged facing each other, accompanied by the demon pearl’s cursing and crying sounds, Wei Jie embraced Xiaoxiao and, using the same method as transferring inner cores before, forcibly absorbed the demon pearl from Xiaoxiao’s mouth.

However, the demon pearl was somewhat stubbornly refusing to leave. Wei Jie absorbed for a long time and was almost distracted by Xiaoxiao’s fragrant, soft lips and tongue.

Red light flickered between their entangled lips and tongues. When that stubborn troublemaker was finally absorbed back into his body, the power of the dual pearls merging immediately manifested.

Wei Jie’s eyes had become as black as ink, with no trace of purple visible. His body also instantly enlarged considerably, his clothes immediately tearing apart, revealing his muscular, well-built chest.

However, this time he didn’t grow those terrifying black scales. When his handsome face, radiating an extreme evil aura, slowly lifted, it was like a hungry, bloodthirsty beast staring fiercely at the girl before him.

Before this, Wei Jie had already instructed Xiaoxiao to leave the secret realm immediately after the demon pearl transfer.

But now, after Xiaoxiao had only run a few steps, she found herself completely unable to move. Her body seemed to be controlled by Wei Jie, flying backward and crashing forcefully into the man’s embrace.

The man’s prominent nose greedily inhaled the fragrant scent from Xiaoxiao’s slender white neck. His arms uncontrollably tightened around her waist…

However, a thread of rationality prevailed. Wei Jie struggled to suppress the surging impulses in his heart, finally gritting his teeth and letting go, roaring with a fierce expression, “Go quickly!”

But Xiaoxiao turned to look at Wei Jie. When he had held her just now, his whole body was burning hot. This situation seemed familiar, just like when they had been affected by the aphrodisiac in Lord Can’s mansion’s secret passage.

When he had held her so tightly just now, she was too aware of his body’s changes.

She hadn’t expected that after the demon pearl transferred over, Wei Jie wouldn’t develop murderous thoughts but instead seemed like he’d been given aphrodisiac powder…

If she left, would he have to soak in the cold stream water again without coming out?

Wei Jie was now struggling with closed eyes to resist the rampaging, clamoring impulses.

He cursed that damn demon pearl – what inappropriate thoughts had it developed while spending day and night with Xiaoxiao? Why did it stir up endless lustful thoughts in him when it returned to his body, making him want to devour Xiaoxiao completely?

Fortunately, he could barely control himself. As long as Xiaoxiao left quickly, he could control himself and not harm her…

But just as he closed his eyes to suppress the surging waves within, that fragrant, soft body suddenly threw itself back into his arms.

Wei Jie slowly opened his ink-black eyes, his arms involuntarily embracing her tightly, saying hoarsely, “You… why did you come back? Don’t you know I’m about to lose control?”

Xiaoxiao’s cheeks flushed with a light rosy hue as she gently kissed his cheek, “I’m not leaving. I’ll stay with you…”

Wei Jie could hardly believe his ears. She couldn’t possibly think that with her accompanying him, he could still maintain restraint like before, stopping at the last step like a gentleman, could she?

If so, it would truly be more torturous than becoming a demon.

That demon pearl was truly an insatiably demanding bad seed. Now, just holding the girl in his arms, his mind was already filled with a hundred shameless ways to devour her.

If she knew what he was thinking right now, she would probably be frightened and flee!

But Xiaoxiao was stubborn, clinging to his solid waist, even rubbing her face against his strong chest, “Didn’t you say there would be a reward? How come those teasing words from before don’t count anymore? Or are you all talk and no action, just a show… Ouch!”

Before she could finish, Xiaoxiao felt the world spinning. She was suddenly hoisted onto Wei Jie’s shoulder, carried head-down into the newly built grass hut.

From inside the hut came Xiaoxiao’s somewhat overwhelmed voice: “Oh my, Wei Jie, be gentler. This is my best dress – how did you tear it in half so quickly? Oh my, be more gentle…”

Unfortunately, the time for the girl to speak coherently was limited. What followed was a torrential assault that completely washed away all of Xiaoxiao’s language and reason…

She finally understood why Wei Jie had tried to send her away. She even wondered if being eaten inch by inch by that Underworld Corpse-eating Beast would feel the same way.

The simple grass hut they had just built under the tree was too flimsy. After being knocked around by the people inside just a few times, the walls collapsed, and they scattered back into a pile of grass.

Fortunately, Wei Jie protected her, so Xiaoxiao wasn’t scratched by the grass.

But even with the hut collapsed, the man didn’t know how to stop.

Xiaoxiao wanted to call for a halt, but her voice was hoarse. In her daze, the croaking little crow from her past life seemed to possess her again.

There was no concept of time in the Eternal Secret Realm, so Xiaoxiao didn’t know how long they had been fooling around.

The advantage of being cultivators showed fully in passionate moments – no matter how exhausted they became, they couldn’t faint.

When the sweating man finally contentedly carried her into the stream, Xiaoxiao could finally catch her breath, then bit the man’s shoulder hard.

Wei Jie’s shoulder hurt from her bite, but his face still wore a satisfied smile.

After the girl vented her annoyance, he kissed her cheek again, “No wonder you wanted to cultivate the Hehuan Sect. If it’s like this, it’s truly happiness that even immortal cultivation can’t match… I’m an unfilial disciple for not letting my master enjoy such pleasure earlier!”

Xiaoxiao wanted to twist Zhu Jiuyin’s divine statue to make time flow backward – if she had known that two demon pearls together were comparable to Master Tang Youshu’s aphrodisiac talisman, she absolutely wouldn’t have stayed to be so thoroughly consumed!

However, she didn’t regret taking this final step with Wei Jie.

That intimate fusion of heartbeats was something she could never experience with anyone else.

In the stream, resting in his arms, she inexplicably thought of the mangy monk’s words.

She really couldn’t imagine that she and Wei Jie would one day separate for some damn immortal fate.

After Wei Jie helped Xiaoxiao wash her hair, he also remained silent for a long time. He just held Xiaoxiao, quietly listening to the babbling stream, then carried her to shore, dressed her, and half-jokingly said, “This place is peaceful, with no immortal or demonic disturbances. I’d like to settle down here with you in this secret realm. How about we build two grass huts – one on the west side of the river, one on the east. We’ll live in one, Tang Youshu and the others in the other.”

Xiaoxiao turned to look at Wei Jie. Although he spoke in a joking tone, she heard the seriousness in it.

Earlier, demons had escaped from the Underworld – anyone could guess this was Dong Yuan’s doing.

He was the son of the Heavenly Emperor and Heavenly Mother Saint. His favor and glory couldn’t be compared to human or demon immortals. If he was determined to trouble Wei Jie and her, he could exhaust all the power of heaven and earth, using any means necessary.

Right now, she and Wei Jie were more vulnerable than mortals. Whether an immortal descending to experience mortal tribulation for redemption or a demon clan saintess who shouldn’t exist in the world, both were targets for the Heavenly Court’s righteous condemnation.

So the peaceful years in this Eternal Realm were rare treasures that even gold and silver couldn’t buy in the mortal world.

Hearing his words, Xiaoxiao felt somewhat tempted.

If they could have such a realm, not facing the evil storms outside, wouldn’t it be a mortal paradise?

While Xiaoxiao rested, Wei Jie picked fruit from the trees by the stream.

Actually, one wouldn’t feel hungry in the Eternal Realm, but Wei Jie knew Xiaoxiao was greedy, so he still picked some red fruits for her.

While picking fruit, he also found two wine gourds. These two wine gourds were completely identical – they were the same one.

One was dropped when he found the little black phoenix in his past life, and the other was dropped when he and Xiaoxiao brought out the five phoenix guardian spirits.

Two versions of the same wine gourd from different times had now paired up in this time-isolated Eternal Realm.

Just like him and Xiaoxiao – two people who should have completely missed each other in different times and spaces, but through strange circumstances had finally come together.

While Xiaoxiao ate fruit, Wei Jie used a small knife to carve different features on the two wine gourds.

One became a thick-browed, big-eyed male gourd, the other became a delicate-lipped female gourd.

Wei Jie even carefully used a strand of his hair to give the female gourd a perky ponytail, making it somewhat resemble Xiaoxiao’s hairstyle.

Xiaoxiao also used a dagger to cut her hair and gave the male gourd flowing long hair, making it look somewhat like Wei Jie when he casually left his hair unbound.

When the two gourds were placed together, she carefully tied their hair together and made a knot, then looked up at Wei Jie with a smile, “Binding hair until white-haired old age, never to be separated!”

This hair-binding ceremony was an essential ritual for secular men and women when marrying.

But both he and she were orphans without parents. In this Phoenix Secret Realm, they would be considered unmarried cohabitation by worldly standards.

Now these two wine gourd dolls represented them, completing the missing properties.

Xiaoxiao looked contentedly at this pair of wine gourd dolls, still not quite satisfied, “If only we had brought some cloth in, I’d like to make them a set of red clothes.”

Wei Jie watched the girl playing house like a child and nodded approvingly, “Best to get some flowered cloth to make a flowered bellyband too!”

At first, Xiaoxiao didn’t understand why he suddenly mentioned a flowered bellyband, but after thinking briefly, she immediately remembered the dream scene of the little black phoenix wearing a flowered bellyband and shaking its tail.

“Oh my, you bad man! Why bring that up? If you like raising birds, go catch one from the trees to keep you company!”

Wei Jie laughingly grabbed her punching fist, “I never said I wanted to raise any birds. Having you isn’t noisy enough – why would I get another one to hurt my ears?”

Just as the two were playfully wrestling, the cloth bag hanging on a nearby tree branch suddenly fell.

The mirror given by the mangy monk also rolled out of the bag with a clatter.

The bronze mirror rolled to the side of the playful pair, stopping with a ringing sound.

Both looked toward the mirror simultaneously. When Xiaoxiao hesitantly picked up the mirror, it flickered slightly, clearly reflecting two figures.

Wei Jie didn’t recognize the people in the mirror.

But after one glance, Xiaoxiao gasped and couldn’t help saying, “Elder Brother, Second Sister!”
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In the bronze mirror, they could see the faces of Ji Wuqi, the eldest senior brother from two hundred years in the future, and Jiang Nanmu, the second senior sister.

At this moment, they were curiously huddled together, peering into the mirror to observe the situation inside.

When they saw Xiaoxiao’s face, both of them were greatly startled, especially Ji Wuqi, who was holding the mirror—he nearly threw it away.

The second senior sister quickly grabbed the mirror firmly and shouted with surprise and joy: “Xiaoxiao! You… where on earth did you go? How did you end up inside this mirror?”

Ever since that time when Xiaoxiao had a conflict with Qin Lingxiao from the Jiuxuan Sword Sect, a flash of white light occurred, and the sect leader’s youngest junior sister vanished without a trace. The remaining three headless chickens from the Lingshan Talismonger Sect were beaten severely by the sword sect disciples at the time, and it was said that the sword sect’s leader also seemed greatly affected, losing consciousness entirely.

Hearing that they had been beaten, Xiaoxiao quickly asked: “Did Ling Zhishan give you any trouble?”

Ling Zhishan had been present at the time, and given her persistent nature, if she had wanted to make things difficult for them, it would have been quite troublesome indeed.

But when the youngest junior sister asked this, the eldest senior brother and the others looked bewildered: “What Ling Zhishan? There’s no such person in the sword sect at all!”

What? Xiaoxiao stared with wide, disbelieving eyes. Ling Zhishan was supposed to be a prominent figure in the talismonger sect that Qin Lingxiao would establish two hundred years later. Originally, Ling Zhishan’s deeds had been vividly described to her by the second senior sister. How could they suddenly not recognize her now?

“Second senior sister, Ling Zhishan, is the sword sect leader’s junior sister! She’s the palace master of the Liangyi Palace! Wasn’t it her sudden attack on me that caused me to disappear?”

Jiang Nanmu said anxiously, “Junior sister, what nonsense are you spouting? The sword sect is entirely composed of male disciples—no women have ever appeared there! What Liangyi Palace? I’ve never even heard of it!”

Just then, through the mirror, Xiaoxiao saw the background behind her two fellow disciples. They seemed to have returned to Lingshan and were currently in Lingshan’s great hall.

This meant that what they held in their hands was the feng shui mirror that would hang high in the great hall two hundred years later.

This was the same principle as the two wine gourds in the Phoenix Secret Realm. They were currently holding the same mirror, but in different time-spaces.

Xiaoxiao pressed her lips together, uncertain for the moment whether the fellow disciples in the mirror were real or fake.

But they said they didn’t recognize Ling Zhishan and knew nothing about the Liangyi Palace that Ling Zhishan had established. This meant that if what was in the mirror was real, she was conversing with the eldest senior brother and second senior sister from two hundred years later. Assuming they were telling the truth, this possibility… existed!

As the saying goes, one cause plants one fruit. Perhaps the two hundred years later shown in the mirror was no longer the same two hundred years from when she had transmigrated.

Now, Ling Zhishan had not joined under Wei Jie’s tutelage as in her previous life, nor had she learned skills from Wei Jie. Because Xiaoxiao had come two hundred years ago, what the mirror now presented was a drastically changed two hundred years later.

So Qin Lingxiao had no junior sister named Ling Zhishan, and naturally, the eldest senior brother and youngest junior sister from two hundred years later wouldn’t recognize the now-obscure Ling Zhishan…

Thinking of this, Cui Xiaoxiao’s heart suddenly filled with unease. Because of her appearance, two hundred years ago, it has now become completely unrecognizable.

As they say, pulling one hair moves the whole body—what kind of consequences would her appearance ultimately cause two hundred years later?

Xiaoxiao didn’t dare think further and could only hold her breath to ask them: “Our Lingshan Talismonger Sect is still the Lingshan Talismonger Sect, right? Who is our founding master?”

The eldest senior brother still seemed to have that bad temper. Perhaps thinking the youngest junior sister was asking pointless questions, he said impatiently: “What nonsense are you spouting! Come back quickly! Have you lost your memory? Our founding master is naturally the Demon Lord Wei Jie! His evil reputation is notorious, helping his master, the Demon Saint, assist in tyranny, intolerable to the Heavenly Way. Why are you bringing him up for no reason?”

Ah? Hearing the title “Demon Saint,” Xiaoxiao was stunned again. Was the Demon Saint the eldest senior brother mentioned, referring to her?

Just then, anguished wails suddenly echoed through the great hall.

Through the mirror, Xiaoxiao saw senior brother A’Yi leading a group of injured refugees into the talismonger sect’s great hall. Those refugees appeared seriously wounded, and A’Yi was calling for the eldest senior brother and second senior sister to help treat them.

Seeing this situation, Xiaoxiao urgently asked: “What’s happening? Why are there so many refugees?”

The eldest senior brother was truly fed up with talking and stared wide-eyed: “Is this Cui Xiaoxiao in the mirror? How does she know nothing? Back then, the demon Wei Jie helped the Demon Saint awaken three thousand demon soldiers, then went into hiding with the demon woman. But the awakened three thousand demon soldiers have been building their strength and finally broke through the demon island’s restraints on these demons three months ago. Now they’re burning, killing, and plundering everywhere, bringing disaster to all sides, even helping the northern wolf clan capture Da Qi territory. The world is now in chaos, and you’re asking why there are refugees. Isn’t that all nonsense! Are you also going to learn from your worthless founding master and abandon the talismonger sect’s mess?”

Just then, through the mirror, he saw Wei Jie beside Xiaoxiao. Both he and the second senior sister were stunned, staring at the strangely handsome unknown man, unable to recover.

The second senior sister was the first to regain her composure, saying hesitantly, “Xiaoxiao, the person beside you is… why do I find him familiar? He is… he is… heavens, how does he look so much like the Demon Lord Wei Jie from the scroll paintings master collected…”

At that moment, as if the feng shui mirror’s supporting spiritual power had been exhausted, the mirror flashed once, and the scene inside completely disappeared. The mirror now reflected only Xiaoxiao’s dazed face.

Wei Jie frowned and asked: “Who was that loudmouth bastard in the mirror?”

Xiaoxiao knew he was referring to the eldest senior brother Ji Wuqi.

She honestly told him that he was his adorable great-disciple Ji Wuqi from two hundred years later, while the woman was his female great-disciple Jiang Nanmu.

This mirror somehow connected to two hundred years later, presenting a glimpse of the world events that had been altered beyond recognition by her…

Wei Jie’s brow remained unfurrowed as he put his arm around Xiaoxiao’s shoulder: “This mirror emanates ominousness, perhaps it’s some technique used by that ghost monk. Why would you take the illusions of this demon mirror seriously?”

After speaking, he extended his arm and threw the mirror straight into the stream.

Xiaoxiao stared at the rippling water surface, still lost in thought. After a long while, she slowly said: “But if it’s just as we thought before—hiding in this isolated secret realm and not going out—even if what the mirror just showed was fake, it would eventually become real, wouldn’t it?”

If she and Wei Jie just hid here, living their sweet little life without going out again, then all the changes in worldly affairs would eventually become like the tip of the iceberg shown in the mirror.

At this moment, she finally understood what the old monk meant when he gave her the mirror, pointed toward the demon island, and said there were unfinished matters there.

So the two hundred years of fortune stolen from Da Qi would end in such a tragic manner.

Two hundred years later, somehow, the demon clan had received help to break the demon island’s restraints and rush out of the demon island.

These demons, whose hearts overflowed with blood hatred toward the god clan, seemed to vent all their fury on innocent humans, actually stirring up warfare and disrupting Da Qi’s court structure.

If what the eldest senior brother said in the mirror was all true, then Da Qi’s fate would truly end. But the sin of a dynasty’s destruction wouldn’t be counted against Dong Yuan, who had deceived Da Qi’s fortune.

Instead, it would be counted against Wei Jie and her, who had summoned the demon clan. It would even be counted against the Phoenix Goddess, who had secretly left behind the demon clan’s divine wood bloodline.

The more Xiaoxiao thought, the more rational she became, and the colder her heart grew. Someone in heaven had truly calculated everything perfectly, placing all the calamity and sin on her and Wei Jie’s heads.

The suffering of the refugees, common people, women, children, and the elderly in that mirror would continue to deepen because of her standing by and doing nothing.

And Wei Jie, who should have crossed seven tribulations and ascended back to the heavenly court as a righteous god, still bore the infamy of being a demon lord, continuing into two hundred years later…

Thinking of this, she turned to look at the two wine gourd dolls nestled together—the carefree life of growing old together, while ignoring worldly affairs, was ultimately not destined for her.

With this thought, she suddenly stood up, jumped into the stream to retrieve that mirror, then turned to Wei Jie and said: “Actually, you also know that if we seclude ourselves here, everything in the mirror will become real, don’t you?”

Wei Jie leaned against the large stone, pressing his lips together without speaking. Clever as he was, he naturally knew Xiaoxiao spoke reasonably.

Xiaoxiao smiled bitterly and crouched before Wei Jie, reaching out to touch his beautiful face: “I was born human and originally wanted to suffer hardships for you, but I never expected that carelessly, I would cause all the world’s people to suffer hardships… The old monk said our fates are strong; perhaps we can struggle against heaven. Since neither you nor I is are evil demon, if we only seek personal happiness while harming all the world’s people, how would we differ from that despicable fellow Dong Yuan?”

Wei Jie still frowned at her, then suddenly embraced her in his arms, pressing against her neck to take a deep breath: “I’m not some god like Gu Yan with so much compassion for heaven and pity for people. In this lifetime, I only persist in one thing—protecting you completely. Since you’re unwilling to stay here, I’ll accompany you out. Whether it’s the heavenly court or underworld, I’ll walk through it all with you…”

This man seemed never to say “no” to any of her unreasonable requests. Everything she said, he supported silently with actual actions.

Having decided thus, they left the Phoenix Secret Realm together.

Just then, Tang Youshu also returned from shopping. He carried Yu Ling’er on his back and entered the secret realm under Wei Jie’s guidance.

The secluded valley and mountain waters here were truly captivating and eye-pleasing. Even the sickly little fox excitedly poked out her head, then struggled to jump to the ground.

Though the little fox was satisfied with everything, seeing the scattered wreckage of the grass house all over the ground, she whimpered with great dissatisfaction.

Tang Youshu tactlessly helped translate: “Ling’er asks how the house got like this—how can people live in it?”

This question made Cui Xiaoxiao’s cheeks burn red, involuntarily recalling those few powerful impacts from earlier.

Wei Jie felt his disciple was too tactless, actually asking with eager eyes.

Especially that little fox, who even lifted her nose to sniff at the firewood—truly quite annoying.

So he picked up a red fruit and tossed it at the little fox to prevent her from making more tactless fox calls, then said seriously: “Since you’re the one living here, naturally you should be the one to repair it. Look, the firewood is all prepared for you—you two can slowly work on it…”

Only then did Tang Youshu belatedly realize that beloved disciple Xiaoxiao was wearing Wei Jie’s clothes, and moreover appeared somewhat disheveled, with her cheeks still flushed and not yet returned to normal.

Tang Youshu, who had been a bachelor for over two hundred years, finally came to his senses. He vaguely guessed that his master and beloved disciple seemed to have practiced techniques from the Hehuan Sect…

Now Tang Youshu’s eyes didn’t know where to look, feeling quite awkward.

Speaking of this, Wei Jie glanced at his disciple again: “When accepting disciples in the future, don’t accept loud-mouthed, wide-eyed types. High or low ability doesn’t matter—at minimum, they must learn to treat people with humility!”

He had just watched that Ji Wuqi shouting at Xiaoxiao—where was even half a trace of respect for Xiaoxiao as sect leader?

Thinking that Xiaoxiao had to spend day and night with such disciples who didn’t distinguish between respect and hierarchy two hundred years later, Wei Jie felt angry.

He couldn’t help but instruct his disciple that when accepting disciples in the future, his standards should be higher—don’t accept just any random cats and dogs into the sect.

Though he listened without understanding the full context, Tang Youshu still devoutly recorded his master’s teachings in his notebook.

After finishing the recording, Wei Jie took Xiaoxiao’s hand, preparing to leave the Phoenix Secret Realm.

The five phoenixes all flew up from the parasol trees, circling and calling above Xiaoxiao’s head as if reluctant to let her go.

Looking up at the five phoenixes, Xiaoxiao seemed to understand their initial hostility toward her when they first interacted.

After all, to them, she wasn’t a true phoenix—just an alien demon occupying their master’s primordial spirit.

But the aura of the Phoenix’s original soul remaining on her was mysteriously attracting them. Their attachment to her was probably a reluctance to part with their former master.

Unfortunately, she wasn’t the Phoenix—that goddess who was selfless and willing to sacrifice herself to give the demon clan a chance at life had already disappeared forever.

Thinking of this, Xiaoxiao felt she owed the Phoenix some things that could never be repaid. This was another important reason she insisted on going out to persuade the demon clan.

She didn’t want the Phoenix’s original beautiful vision to become the source of disaster for the world. The Phoenix Goddess’s painstaking efforts to help the demon clan revive were not meant to indulge the demon clan’s murderous nature.

She would never let good people like the Phoenix and Wei Jie be splashed with dirty water by that despicable hypocrite Dong Yuan, leaving behind infamy for ten thousand years.

But aside from this, Xiaoxiao didn’t have any particularly earth-shaking sense of destiny. She just wanted to find a more comprehensive method to properly settle the island of the demon clan people. At minimum, she couldn’t let Fu Niang’s full heart of hatred continue, and even more, couldn’t let them harm worldly people as shown in the feng shui mirror.

As for other matters of family, country, world, and the ups and downs of fate—those were beyond her control.

Because she also had someone she wanted to protect with everything she had, she couldn’t achieve the Phoenix’s kind of great love. The remaining path could only be taken one step at a time!

When they emerged from the Phoenix Secret Realm, the sun was setting in the west. Though they had spent a long time in the secret realm, to the outside world, it had been less than an hour.

The saying “one day in heaven, one year on earth” was roughly like this.

The back mountain was quite far from the front mountain houses. Wei Jie crouched down, indicating for Xiaoxiao to climb on his back.

Xiaoxiao raised an eyebrow: “Why? It’s not like I can’t walk?”

Wei Jie turned his head very seriously: “You were just crying that it hurt, saying it was almost worn raw. If you walk yourself, won’t it get painfully worn again? Better let me carry you!”

Xiaoxiao blinked, suddenly understanding the meaning of his words, and once again, blood rushed to her head, her cheeks flushing red.

“Oh my! Do you have to say it out loud like that? Is it that Demon Pearl is acting up? How do I see you speaking more and more improperly!”

Wei Jie’s thick brows immediately knitted: “What? Did that Demon Pearl always say such improper things when it was attached to you?”

Both Demon Pearls were derived from the demonic nature within his body. Though they had each become spirits when originally refined out, after returning to the main body, they merely fused with the original again. While this would make certain personalities of the former Demon Lord more prominent and intensified, they wouldn’t constantly joke around and stir up trouble like when in Xiaoxiao’s body.

But hearing that the Demon Pearl might have once flirted with Xiaoxiao, Wei Jie immediately felt jealous, wishing he could refine the Demon Pearl out again and stomp it to pieces.

Thinking of this, he couldn’t help but curse in a low voice: “Damn thing, a ball-shaped object daring to flirt with young girls—if I’d known, I would have crushed it!”

But this slightly frantic voice, when it reached Xiaoxiao’s ears, seemed to carry seven parts familiar…

Wasn’t this exactly the tone the Demon Pearl always used to bicker with her? She used to think the Demon Pearl had a terrible personality, but now, seeing the same traits in Wei Jie, she found the mischief carried seven parts cuteness…

But that Demon Pearl was, in the end, originally the darkest aspect of Wei Jie’s personality. Him being jealous of himself was truly the champion among jealous troublemakers.

What could Xiaoxiao say?

However, having spent too long with the Demon Pearl, Xiaoxiao was quite good at soothing furious scoundrels.

Before Wei Jie could use his power to force out the Demon Pearl again, she quickly jumped onto the big demon’s back, tightly hugging his neck: “Alright now, with you here in the future, no one will dare bully me again. Let’s hurry back. My bed is big and soft—do you want to sit cross-legged on the bed with me tonight to absorb the essence of sun and moon?”

Such a suggestion was indeed very attractive, especially for someone like Wei Jie who had just practiced Hehuan Sect techniques with his master.

Immediately carrying Xiaoxiao, he strode swiftly, flying toward her room in a flash.

Tonight’s moonlight was beautiful—practicing cultivation would surely allow him to fully appreciate the charming softness of the maiden’s long hair scattered across the pillow under the moonlight.

Thinking of this, Wei Jie’s lower abdomen grew warm, wishing he could immediately close the door to practice cultivation—practice until the clouds and rain of Wushan were exhausted, until all ammunition was spent…

Xiaoxiao was bounced along the way, laughing heartily and loudly asking him to run slower.

But how could Wei Jie go slow? Like a flash of light, he reached the front mountain, and after entering the room and forcefully closing the door, inside the room was a scene that would make even the moon shy away.

But after fooling around, there were always serious matters to attend to.

For instance, they needed to first settle the fox clan people, then they had to return to the demon island.

Tang Youshu’s damaged meridians had long been properly repaired by the fox clan’s spirit stones.

In this lifetime, the fox clan’s spirit stones hadn’t perished together with Yu Ling’er’s soul.

Xiaoxiao felt that the back mountain of Ghost Stone Cliff, now renamed Lingshan, was the perfect place for the fox clan to settle and live in peace.

After Tang Youshu had settled Yu Ling’er and spent some time with her, confirming she could get along well with those five phoenixes, he also came out of the Phoenix Secret Realm.

He agreed with Xiaoxiao’s view.

If they didn’t settle the spirit stones soon, the damage to the fox clan would be too great. This demon clan inherently preferred lives of non-contention with the world.

Originally, to repay gratitude to Xiaoxiao, they had followed all this way. Now, seeing that they were about to have a confrontation with heavenly court people led by Dong Yuan, they couldn’t let the fox clan continue sacrificing.

When Xiaoxiao extracted the fox clan’s spirit stones from Tang Youshu’s body and embedded them in the mountain spring at the back mountain, the gurgling water immediately mixed with the spirit stones’ spiritual energy.

Several newly born little foxes wagged their tails and ran over happily, drinking the spiritual spring water at the cave entrance.

The fur on their bodies quickly became even more lustrous. Perhaps shortly, the fox clan would gain several more naive and lively young ladies like Yu Ling’er.

However, Tang Youshu showed no relief. Yu Ling’er was different from other fox clan members—she had already lost her inner core. No matter how much spiritual spring water she drank, it couldn’t be restored.

Though the Phoenix Secret Realm was good, it was too quiet. Yu Ling’er was a girl who liked liveliness. If no one accompanied her, even if she could survive in the secret realm, how could she feel happy?

But for now, he had to accompany his master and Xiaoxiao to resolve the lingering troubles of the demon island.

When he heard Xiaoxiao mention that Dong Yuan might very likely use that island of demons, Tang Youshu also gasped in shock.

This trip to the demon island wasn’t as hasty as the last time. Grandmother Wei once again provided Wei Jie with sufficient gold and silver, and also sent Wei family descendants to follow them.

Though the Wei family people couldn’t stray too far from Qilao Mountain, knowing her grandson was going to confront the god Dong Yuan, Grandmother Wei still sent people without hesitation.

They just needed to resolve matters within the designated time and return to Qilao Mountain.

Otherwise, these warriors would also become like Grandmother Wei—their meridians would atrophy, and they’d become short dwarves.

Just as they had purchased a large ship and were preparing to weigh anchor and set sail, Xiaoxiao went to town to buy supplies but discovered that a newly built temple at the town’s edge was filled with incense smoke a newly sculpted divine statue had been invited into the temple.

Sharp-eyed Xiaoxiao immediately noticed that the flower pattern on the forehead of the mustachioed divine statue… how was it identical to Wei Jie’s?

She squeezed into the crowd for a look—sure enough!

What these common people had invited into their temple hall was precisely the divine statue of Underworld Emperor Gu Yan. According to vivid descriptions by the person in charge, this emperor had manifested elsewhere, subduing fierce beasts that had escaped from the underworld.

With this divine and brave emperor, they no longer feared demons lurking at sea!

Recently, several coastal villages and towns seemed to have been troubled, with ghostly incidents constantly occurring. So the people, grasping at straws, invited this true god who reportedly could subdue demons and monsters.

For a time, the temple was filled with bustling incense, and everyone devoutly kowtowed in worship.

Hearing Xiaoxiao’s account, Wei Jie also came to see his golden divine statue being worshipped with reverence.

Such flourishing incense was fundamental for many gods to stabilize their divine status, something deities could be very proud of.

Wei Jie showed no special reaction. He was initially expressionless, but after listening to those devout men and women’s prayers for a while, his brow furrowed deeper and deeper.

When he heard a middle-aged woman kneeling and praying about how her husband wasn’t very useful at night and they couldn’t have a son, asking Emperor Gu Yan to possess her husband at night so he could regain his vigor and help continue the family line, Wei Jie could no longer endure it.

So this so-called deity could be ordered around at will by people for just a few coins of incense money?

Even Tang Youshu’s vitality-strengthening pills were worth more than him!

Thinking of this, Wei Jie flicked his finger, and the divine statue surrounded by swirling incense immediately cracked and collapsed, becoming a pile of clay fragments.
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The perfectly good divine statue suddenly shattered, causing another wave of panic and confusion among the devout men and women, who speculated about what divine omen this might be.

Xiaoxiao felt Wei Jie was being too childish and pulled him by the hand out of the temple: “Why destroy the statue for no reason? As far as I know, even immortals hope for flourishing incense to consolidate their divine status.”

Wei Jie raised his thick eyebrows: “Where is there any Emperor Gu Yan now? I’m just a young man in the mortal world. Those people all look like fishermen—their food and clothing aren’t wealthy, yet they insist on offering incense, oil, wine, and meat to a useless clay sculpture. Better to disperse early and go out to sea fishing for something more practical.”

Remembering how Wei Jie’s face had turned black as a pot bottom when that lady asked him to possess her husband, Xiaoxiao couldn’t help but laugh and whispered, “So many devout women are still waiting for you to possess their husbands!”

Wei Jie lowered his head close to her earlobe and said softly: “I only possess your body…”

Xiaoxiao’s cheeks immediately flushed red again. How had she never noticed before that this disciple she’d taken in was so lustful—daring to say such double-entendre nonsense in broad daylight!

Wei Jie laughed and hugged the puffed-up Xiaoxiao, letting her pinch his arm, then looked toward the distant seaside and thought for a moment: “But the temple’s incense is so flourishing, it seems related to the ghostly incidents in nearby villages and towns. Do you think it might be connected to the demon island?”

Xiaoxiao had thought the same when she heard those people discussing earlier.

So after leaving the temple, she, Wei Jie, and Tang Youshu turned to go to the teahouse—here, they could always hear more gossip.

Sure enough, they ordered a pot of fragrant tea, and before they’d even drunk a cup, they heard the whole story.

Ever since the pillar of light shot up from the sea island, many fishermen began spreading rumors that a sea dragon had ascended to heaven that day.

They said that when a sea dragon ascends to heaven and enters the heavenly court, many dragon scales fall from its body, and these scales can turn into gold.

Otherwise, why would that day’s pillar of light look so brilliantly golden?

With such rumors spreading, the villagers were all eager to go to sea to salvage golden dragon scales.

And those fishermen who went to sea really did bring back gold. Perhaps fearing their wealth would leak out, they all returned at night, and after getting home, they shut their doors and wouldn’t come out. Then chickens, ducks, geese, and dogs in nearby villages began disappearing one after another. Some people saw those fishermen who had gone to sea breaking the necks of these animals at night and drinking their blood.

At first, villagers went to their doors to make trouble, demanding compensation for the chickens and ducks.

But when one villager went to their door and was bitten by a sick fisherman, he also fell ill. Within a few days, he began crying out for blood to drink and even bit his own wife.

This was just like rabies—it could be transmitted.

Now, the doors of those sick households had all been sealed with wooden boards by the villagers, preventing them from coming out.

But subsequently, more fishermen who had gone to sea returned with similar symptoms.

This led to widespread rumors about the Dragon King’s punishment and the spread of an evil disease. Some even reported to the authorities, begging the government to send fleets to investigate at sea.

These people began praying to gods and buddhas everywhere, begging for divine protection to quickly dispel the epidemic poison.

Hearing this, Xiaoxiao and Wei Jie silently exchanged glances. Those villagers’ symptoms seemed like they had been poisoned by some evil heat toxin, requiring blood drinking for relief.

If they didn’t receive timely treatment and were just locked up, people would likely die.

Sure enough, after some inquiry, they learned this disease had already killed four or five people, leaving everyone in panic. Those with money searched everywhere for famous doctors.

After finishing their tea, Wei Jie called Tang Youshu and had him use his medical practice as a pretext to examine those villagers’ specific symptoms.

Tang Youshu’s medical practice everywhere always opened doors with his Ten Complete Tonic Pills. His medicine wasn’t expensive, and his pulse diagnosis was precise, so he was quickly regarded as a famous doctor by villagers seeking treatment.

Thus he was led around until he reached a large courtyard in the village.

This household was a wealthy family in the area. Logically, the people in the mansion hadn’t gone to sea fishing and shouldn’t have contracted that evil disease.

Unfortunately, the family’s fifth-generation only son loved watching excitement and insisted on taking the household servants to see the commotion.

As a result, while watching the excitement, he was bitten by a sick patient who rushed out, also contracting this heat-craving, blood-drinking disease.

Because it was a wealthy family with many chickens and ducks, this young master had been drinking blood from almost one chicken daily these past days.

When Tang Youshu led Wei Jie and Cui Xiaoxiao into the inner room, the young master was biting a chicken’s neck, blood streaming down from his mouth like a river—it looked terrifying.

But when Tang Youshu and the others walked in, the young master suddenly stopped his actions, stared at Cui Xiaoxiao, then like the water yaksha on the demon island, excitedly pounced toward Xiaoxiao.

How could Wei Jie let this boy get near Xiaoxiao? He lifted his foot and kicked him away.

The family naturally cried out in alarm. Tang Youshu took the opportunity to scrape some blood the boy had spit out with a small bamboo piece, examined it carefully, then said in a low voice: “He’s been poisoned by water yaksha…”

Hearing Tang Youshu say this, Cui Xiaoxiao’s heart tightened.

Though she had long suspected these strange behaviors of villagers returning from the sea were related to the demon clan, once confirmed, she still felt somewhat sad.

When she left, she had clearly instructed Fu Niang not to do any more harm to people, but unexpectedly she had intensified her efforts, harming the villagers who worked so hard fishing…

Just then, Wei Jie’s sharp eyes suddenly noticed shadows moving outside the residence.

He flew out in pursuit, with Xiaoxiao following. When they reached the deserted woods, the person ahead stopped, turned around, and removed the hood covering their head, revealing a rotting half-face.

Xiaoxiao immediately recognized this person as Fu Niang! She had been poisoned by Qin He’s flesh and blood toxin, so her face had rotted.

Wei Jie looked at her coldly: “What? Not satisfied with harming people at sea, you’ve followed them to the fishing village?”

Fu Niang seemed not to have expected to encounter the Demon Saint in this place and excitedly knelt before Xiaoxiao: “Saint, I knew you wouldn’t abandon us!”

Xiaoxiao now only wanted to clarify one thing: “Were you responsible for those poisoned villagers in the village?”

Fu Niang shook her head, somewhat excitedly: “Saint, please understand—water yaksha toxin requires extracting the blood from the heart meridian. Though I’ve committed countless sins, I would never deliberately kill demon clan warriors just to harm people! After you awakened the water yaksha, someone somehow infiltrated the island, killed over ten water yaksha, and stole their poisonous blood off the island. I also exhausted my vital energy to leave the island to investigate the culprit, tracking all the way here.”

Originally, when the demon clan was exterminated by heavenly soldiers, though they received the temple’s protection and were moved to the sea, once the temple activated its self-protection, it would restrict the demons on the island from leaving, to avoid greater disasters.

Fu Niang also felt her life was short and risked her remaining lifespan to leave the island to investigate this matter, which was why she had ventured off the island.

Leaving the island this way had consumed what little life Fu Niang had left, so after saying all this, she collapsed on the ground exhausted.

Seeing her barely breathing, Xiaoxiao finally stepped forward and placed her hand on Fu Niang’s head.

Ever since the demon clan’s sacred blood in her body had been awakened, she had naturally learned to soothe her people’s pain. When her hand touched Fu Niang, Fu Niang felt a clear spring flowing through her, making her much more comfortable, and even the festering on her face suddenly reduced considerably.

Though Xiaoxiao knew her past, she felt no identification with her identity as the demon clan saint.

According to what Tang Youshu had found in ancient texts, originally, the demon clan saint was a heartless, emotionless existence. Though she could control the entire demon clan, she was more focused on providing the demon clan with sacred power for reproduction. She herself had no particularly sharp thinking and was the demon clan’s spiritual leader, maintained in the temple to receive the demon clan’s offerings.

While Fu Niang, as the daughter of the former demon city lord, was the demon clan’s actual power holder.

So a demon clan saint like Xiaoxiao, who was shrewd and full of cunning, was truly unprecedented and unique.

Fu Niang didn’t know how to deal with a saint who had grown so clever.

After confirming Fu Niang was telling the truth, Xiaoxiao didn’t need to think carefully to guess who was behind this.

Among those who had learned the demon island’s secrets and safely left the island, besides their talismonger sect and a few fox clan members, only that bastard Dong Yuan remained. He had truly put in effort.

But he wasn’t an evil demon after all—bearing the title of immortal, why would he go to such trouble to extract water yaksha poison to harm innocent people?

“He’s accumulating popular resentment. Dong Yuan previously descended privately, so even if he discovered the demon clan’s resurgence, he couldn’t directly report to the Heavenly Emperor. But if the demon clan ravages again, bringing disaster to living beings, then popular resentment would accumulate and could reach the heavenly court directly without his report,” Wei Jie slowly said at this time.

Xiaoxiao felt Wei Jie had hit nine out of ten points correctly—this was indeed Dong Yuan’s scheming style: always borrowing others’ hands to kill, harming lives without leaving infamy.

Thinking of this, Xiaoxiao actually smiled. She looked back at the newly built tall temple in the village, then turned to Wei Jie: “How about it? You received so much incense from the people during the day—you can’t accept offerings for nothing. Want to manifest and give guidance to the confused people?”

Dong Yuan had been high above for too long and probably didn’t understand the rule of “feng shui turns” in the martial world.

He was always so high and mighty, casually changing others’ fates—it was time someone pulled him down from his divine pedestal!

In any case, that day, this traveling doctor Tang who had suddenly arrived in the village made quite a show. After examining those afflicted with the strange disease, he applied just a few needles and had them drink a wine cup of medicine as thick as blood, and those people actually recovered completely.

This delighted the previously helpless villagers, who quickly asked where this doctor had studied to have such divine abilities.

Tang Youshu lifted his forehead cloth and pointed to the divine seal of Emperor Gu Yan drawn on his brow: “I am Tang Youshu of the Lingshan Talismonger Sect, devoted to honoring Emperor Gu Yan and making subduing demons my mission.”

Recently, due to subduing demon beasts, worshipping the previously obscure immortal Emperor Gu Yan had become quite popular.

So when Tang Youshu revealed the seal of the Underworld Lord, everyone suddenly understood and became even more respectful.

But when asked why these people became poisoned after going to sea, Tang Youshu looked troubled: “This… do you all understand that divine statues also have mutually generating and restraining relationships? In ancient times, Emperor Gu Yan once battled Emperor Dong Yuan. This fight was like the Yellow Emperor battling Chi You, or Zhuan Xu fighting Gong Gong—basically a fight to the death. That Dong Yuan, relying on being the Heavenly Emperor’s son, was used to bullying men and women in the heavenly court. Our Emperor Gu Yan is also a righteous god who tolerates no evil. Since then, to win, Dong Yuan has used any means necessary—wherever people worship Emperor Gu Yan, he tries every way to send down plagues and disasters, waiting for people to worship and seek him, eating his offerings to eliminate disasters…”

Hearing this, those people were completely fooled by Tang Youshu’s nonsense, while Tang Youshu himself was running out of things to make up.

Con artist Xiaoxiao took over: “So Emperor Gu Yan, with his compassionate heart, to prevent Dong Yuan from becoming jealous, always makes his statues in temples crack when his incense becomes too flourishing. He’d rather not receive the incense he deserves than let Dong Yuan send down plagues…”

When Xiaoxiao said this, she even had tears in her eyes, completely portraying Emperor Gu Yan’s endurance and heavy burden for the people’s sake.

As soon as she said this, someone immediately exclaimed: “Heavens! During the day today, the statue of Emperor Gu Yan in the temple cracked and shattered. We were wondering what divine revelation this was—so that’s what it was!”

Then some young hothead, not knowing better, said: “There’s such a god who gets jealous of others’ flourishing incense and sends disasters? Isn’t that just a plague god… mmph…”

The young man’s words weren’t finished before his timid mother covered his mouth.

But once someone started, others chimed in: “Recently, Dong Yuan statues everywhere have had divine omens of bleeding from their foreheads. Could it be he’s displeased again and wants to send down disasters to trick us into worshipping him?”

So everyone began discussing this way, one person after another. Some who had family members die from the disease recently because they couldn’t afford to buy chickens and ducks for blood drinking were especially furious.

That night, Dong Yuan statues in nearby temples were all smashed to pieces by unknown persons.

After this, none of the surrounding people proposed repairing Dong Yuan’s statue, and mischievous children even secretly threw dung balls at Dong Yuan’s broken statue.

After all, Da Qi’s national character had always been practical—if you could bring blessings to the people, you were an immortal. But if you harmed people, you were a plague god whom everyone should spit upon.

Some talented but down-and-out scholars even created various stories within a few days about Emperor Dong Yuan using his status as a divine son to oppress other immortals and act tyrannically, telling them to children.

After all, there were too many powerful people in the folk world who bullied others with their influence, and Emperor Dong Yuan’s actions were similar to those privileged people who acted tyrannically relying on ancestral protection. For a time, this stirred up countless people, all vented on the clay statues in temples.

Though these common people’s actions couldn’t reach the heavenly court, the popular anger Dong Yuan had stirred up was still somewhat known to his colleagues.

Though they didn’t know the cause and effect, having one’s temple offerings destroyed by mortals was hardly a glorious matter. For a time, there were many who wanted to see Dong Yuan’s joke.

Cuo Shi – Chapter 108
Such jokes naturally reached the ears of the Heavenly Mother Saint. She summoned her son and asked why he had made his earthly reputation so foul.

Dong Yuan didn’t care about that bit of mortal incense and fortune, but knowing Wei Jie was behind the mischief was what he found most unacceptable.

In his view, Wei Jie was the greatest obstacle between himself and the Phoenix.

Remembering the Phoenix’s decisiveness when she broke with him—if she hadn’t fallen for someone else, how could she have cut ties so cleanly?

Thinking of this, Dong Yuan’s expression was no longer leisurely, just coldly silent. A mother knows her child best—seeing this, Rong Yao immediately understood his obsession.

She felt that unless the Phoenix matter were explained clearly, Dong Yuan would never give up.

So Rong Yao said coldly: “You’ve seen it yourself—the demon clan’s sacred light has restarted, and the demon clan’s bloodline that should have been severed has been restored. Without a true god willingly contributing their soul to nourish it, the demon clan’s divine tree could never have revived from withered wood! Can’t you see? The Phoenix has long been gone. She used her soul to aid the demon clan in its revival. Even if she were truly still here, she should be punished by the Heavenly Way and scattered to nothing!”

These words from the Heavenly Mother were what Dong Yuan had always avoided acknowledging. He refused to believe that the Phoenix would willingly exhaust her primordial soul for a group of hideous demons!

Even if this were true, someone must have forced the Phoenix. And the one who forced and framed the Phoenix could only be Emperor Gu Yan—no one else!

To oppose him, Emperor Gu Yan truly used every possible means! That bastard persecuted the Phoenix this way, preventing him and the Phoenix from ever meeting again!

Emperor Gu Yan… no! Wei Jie! If I don’t scatter your soul completely, how can I resolve the hatred in my heart?

Thinking this, the white jade brick floor beneath his feet trembled slightly and immediately cracked.

Rong Yao hadn’t seen her son this angry in a long time. She said calmly, “Dong Yuan, don’t disappoint me. You are the god destined to inherit the Heavenly Emperor’s rule over the six realms. If you’re still entangled in romantic love, how can you reach the supreme divine realm?”

Dong Yuan smiled slightly and said softly, “But if there’s unwillingness and resentment in my heart, wouldn’t it be even harder to reach the supreme divine realm? Mother, you should know that the Phoenix is the knot in my heart I cannot untie. If becoming a god means having regrets in my heart, how would that differ from mortal men in the human world? Mother, I want to go to the mortal realm once more. At minimum, I must determine whether Cui Xiaoxiao is truly the Phoenix’s reincarnation!”

Rong Yao knew Dong Yuan was difficult to persuade—in this aspect, he took after her.

If he made one trip to the mortal realm and could see the truth clearly and let go, that wouldn’t be bad either.

Thinking this, Rong Yao said lightly: “Haven’t you already found a suitable host in the human world? Just don’t act recklessly again. Don’t think that being the Heavenly Emperor’s son means you can do whatever you want. Your father god has been in closed-door cultivation, and many ancient great gods don’t submit to the Heavenly Emperor!”

After giving these instructions, she waved her hand and let her son leave her immortal residence.

After Dong Yuan left, Rong Yao summoned the goddess who served her—Mirror Lake Fairy. What Mirror Lake Fairy held in her hands was the Book of Life and Death from the Underworld.

“Previously, when underworld demon beasts escaped, the Wei family’s guard was lax, so this servant took this from the Underworld…”

Rong Yao looked at the Book of Life and Death, using divine power to make the pages turn automatically. After quickly reading through it once, she frowned slightly: “That Cui Xiaoxiao truly has no past life and no afterlife…”

Mirror Lake Fairy astutely continued: “If her origins are truly as you deduced, Heavenly Mother—that the Phoenix originally used her soul to nurture the demon clan saint—then isn’t this Cui Xiaoxiao an evil creature born against the Heavenly Way? How can such an evil woman exist in this world? Perhaps the current chaos in the mortal world’s Heavenly Way is because of her erroneous existence…”

Rong Yao reached out to stir the fish pond beside her, attracting a school of fish. She casually created a handful of golden pills and scattered these spiritual elixirs—which mortal cultivators could only dream of—into the pond as fish food.

While feeding the fish, she said seemingly casually: “If that’s truly the case, what should be done?”

Mirror Lake Fairy was a demon immortal who had cultivated her current form. Originally, she was just a red carp in this fish pond who, blessed by the Heavenly Mother’s favor, ate golden pills daily. Her cultivation soared, and within a hundred years, she evolved into human form, then, after five hundred more years, achieved immortality.

As they say, when drinking water, don’t forget who dug the well. When the Heavenly Mother stirred the fish pond’s waves, Mirror Lake knew she should be sensible and repay her debt.

So she spoke eloquently: “The current mortal world is not the time when that evil woman Cui Xiaoxiao should exist. In that case, if we want to correct the Heavenly Way, there are methods…”

After hearing her whispered plans, Rong Yao turned and smiled: “Though I’ve taken in many fairies, when it comes to critical moments, you’re the one who can truly help. This shows my golden pills weren’t wasted on you all those years… You are of the water clan and have many connections with the lower realm. These matters—I’ll leave them to you to handle…”

Mirror Lake Fairy accepted the command and hurried away.

Rong Yao scattered all the remaining golden pills into the fish pond, watched the fish chase the pills for a while, clapped her hands, and looked north toward the distant horizon.

There was the palace where the Heavenly Emperor practiced in closed-door cultivation. By her count, she hadn’t seen the Heavenly Emperor for six hundred years.

She had just advised her son not to be delayed by romantic feelings, and she was the same. As for marital affection, between her and the Heavenly Emperor, aside from mutual respect, there was nothing else.

That Heavenly Emperor’s heart contained only the great love of the supreme Heavenly Way—she and their son had long been absent from his thoughts.

After three thousand years of bitter cultivation, what she finally gained was a truth known to every resentful wife in the mortal world—that men generally cannot be relied upon, whether they are human or divine.

If the Heavenly Emperor learned of the troubles Dong Yuan had caused, he would likely enforce justice impartially and punish severely.

Rong Yao was too lazy to go before the Heavenly Emperor to trade on what little affection remained. Better to clean up this mess while everything could still be managed…

Thinking this, she returned to the Book of Life and Death and began reading through it again. This time, she wanted to calculate without omission and resolve all outstanding debts early!

As for Dong Yuan, after discussing with his mother his desire to thoroughly investigate whether the Phoenix had reincarnated, he once again possessed a soul in the lower realm.

But when he opened his eyes, he discovered his entire body was wrapped in meteoric iron chains, bound in a not-very-large iron cage.

Guarding Ghost Sect disciples threw a copper basin inside, containing murky, suspicious liquid.

“You should be grateful to have anything to drink! Do you think you’re still the young master of Lingyun Pavilion? Keep being picky, and I’ll make you drink my piss!”

It turned out that these past few days, Qin Lingxiao had been constantly seeking opportunities to escape, being very uncooperative, angering the Ghost Sect disciples guarding him, who were now threatening him harshly.

Dong Yuan saw the wounds covering the body he now inhabited and could guess that this body’s original owner had lived worse than a dog these past few days.

This Lord Can, knowing he still needed this body, still treated it so poorly—was he preparing for him to use a tortured, broken body?

Thinking this, Dong Yuan couldn’t help but flex his arms forcefully, immediately snapping the iron chains wrapped around his body.

Seeing this, those Ghost Sect disciples were greatly startled—two immediately ran out of the ship’s cabin to report to Lord Can.

But when Dong Yuan in the cage tried to break the cage’s bars, his heart sank—he discovered he couldn’t summon continuous strength and couldn’t snap this cage made of Nine Heavens meteoric iron as easily as he’d broken the chains.

Those two bars only bent and deformed slightly, not enough for him to get out.

After thinking briefly, Dong Yuan understood the root cause. The recent widespread popular resentment’s damage to his divine status was this severe!

If he were in the heavenly realm, this bit of damage would be negligible, but now that he had come to the mortal world, this backlash was immediately apparent.

Just then, Lord Can hurried down, and seeing the change in Qin Lingxiao’s demeanor, immediately knew that the god Dong Yuan had descended to the mortal world again.

Lord Can calmly glanced at the half-bent bars, immediately waved for a nearby Talisman Sect disciple to unlock the cage with a key, and smiled: “This iron cage’s material isn’t easy to collect. Fortunately, the god showed mercy and didn’t break it completely. Otherwise, when the god isn’t present, I really wouldn’t know what to use to confine someone as powerful as Qin Lingxiao.”

Dong Yuan smiled mysteriously, not revealing his current weakness. After all, Lord Can wasn’t a kind person, and Dong Yuan’s grievances with the Da Qi royal family couldn’t be detailed one by one.

If Lord Can grasped his weakness, given this former Da Qi monarch’s nature, he might dare to do something bold.

By then, his fate might not be better than Qin Lingxiao, who was forced to eat dog food.

After Dong Yuan left the iron cage and stood on the ship’s bow, he discovered that Lord Can had not docked these past few days, constantly wandering at sea.

Lord Can carefully explained the recent events to Dong Yuan. Following Dong Yuan’s previous arrangements, he had Ghost Sect disciples use invisibility talismans to return to the demon island, took the poisonous blood of several young yaksha, used gold to create fake dragon scales, soaked them in poisonous blood, then wrapped them with fish gelatin and attached fish bladders before throwing them back into the sea.

When those fishermen salvaged the gold, they naturally couldn’t wait to wipe off the adhesive on the scales, naturally getting pricked by the deliberately left sharp spikes on the scales, then poisoned by yaksha toxin.

This water yaksha poison took effect quickly and could be transmitted from person to person. When it affected a large area, the matter of the demon clan toxins causing chaos in the world could be formally reported to the heavenly court.

But who would have thought that Wei Jie and Cui Xiaoxiao would use such clever rhetoric, somehow convincing a group of foolish people to believe rumors and turn around to smash his temples!

Standing on the ship’s bow, Dong Yuan silently gathered his qi and discovered his divine power was indeed constrained as if by invisible iron chains, unable to flow freely!

He knew he couldn’t stay long in the mortal world to avoid changes, so he wanted to quickly see Cui Xiaoxiao.

Thinking this, he instructed Lord Can: “Head toward the village where Cui Xiaoxiao is located.”

Lord Can immediately ordered the sailors to change course toward the coastline, breaking waves as they sailed forward…

As for the “epidemic” in the fishing village, because of Cui Xiaoxiao’s saint’s blood, its spread was quickly stopped.

The “dragon scales” those villagers had salvaged at sea were also collected by Tang Youshu, who burned them with fire talismans into molten gold, evaporating the toxins within.

As for the gold remaining after burning, Tang Youshu distributed it all to the village households who had lost family members and other poisoned families.

After all, those who died this time were all the family breadwinners who went to sea fishing, leaving behind orphans and widows who truly couldn’t survive.

Seeing those orphaned elderly and half-grown children kneeling on the ground, thanking the immortal master, Xiaoxiao felt somewhat sad.

When midnight came, she sat on the village rooftop, leaning against Wei Jie’s broad embrace, saying somewhat wistfully: “I shouldn’t have appeared in this time two hundred years ago. If not for me, Dong Yuan wouldn’t have awakened those water yaksha, and those villagers who died might not have suffered this disaster, and their families wouldn’t have had to experience this sorrow.”

Wei Jie understood Xiaoxiao best. Though she claimed to be from a background of petty swindlers, she had the most tender and sensitive heart.

Unexpectedly, during these days, she had silently taken the deaths of these villagers upon herself. Wei Jie couldn’t help but grip her shoulders tightly.

“What does this have to do with you? The water yaksha poison was spread by Dong Yuan’s orders. If you hadn’t awakened those water yaksha, no one would have discovered Fu Niang’s activities on the sea island. By then, she would have harmed even more people, stealing their lifespans to nourish those demon fetuses. Now, you stopped Fu Niang early—have you calculated how many people you’ve saved?”

Wei Jie had rarely been able to say so many words lately, except when in bed. Xiaoxiao looked up at him. At this moment, Wei Jie’s straight nose and thin lips showed he was looking at her with focused seriousness, saying word by word: “I’ve accumulated several lifetimes of good fortune just to meet you, who crossed two hundred years. Otherwise, how could our destinies have connected?”

Xiaoxiao knew he was right. When she was born in the same era as him, she was still just Little Black Phoenix. When she reincarnated as a human, he was long gone from the world.

For two people separated by two hundred years to meet, know each other, and finally love each other was heaven’s greatest gift to the unfortunate Wei Jie and her.

Both of them warmed each other and became inseparable.

Thinking of this, Xiaoxiao couldn’t help but smile sweetly at Wei Jie, finally making Wei Jie show his canine teeth and smile back at her.

This mutual silly smiling had become Wei Jie and Xiaoxiao’s recent daily routine. Two people who knew each other’s hearts could feel a sweet satisfaction in their chests just by looking at each other without saying anything—of course, this was only Xiaoxiao’s feeling.

When Wei Jie saw the fair-skinned, large-eyed girl with enchanting glances smiling at him like this, besides feeling his chest swell, other places also swelled to the point of bursting.

He inevitably had to scoop up the girl and rush frantically toward the house.

Seeing him like this, Xiaoxiao could only laugh helplessly while patting his chest: “You’re acting like Ji Xiang with an aphrodisiac talisman stuck on him—you could start a fire with any tree trunk!”

Wei Jie usually chatted with Xiaoxiao and knew she had raised an old dog named Ji Xiang two hundred years ago, so this comparison from the little girl was truly insulting!

If he didn’t make her burst into flames in a moment, she wouldn’t know her man’s prowess!

For a time, after the candlelight in the room was extinguished, there was playful laughter and intimate sweetness, and later the sounds gradually diminished as layer upon layer of curtains fell.

Those subtle, ambiguous sounds reached the ears of Dong Yuan, who had just come ashore.

At this moment, he stood on a hilltop not far from the village, the sharp sea breeze blowing his robes, making him appear solitary.

He stood with his hands behind his back without speaking, his sharp divine eyes naturally able to see far.

But that house was gradually obscured by the barrier Wei Jie emanated, and soon even the sounds couldn’t be heard.

It seemed Wei Jie’s possessiveness was quite strong—he didn’t want others to overhear his woman’s enchanting sounds.

But as a romantic as Divine Son Dong Yuan, he could naturally imagine the passion within the house at this moment.

Though his mother said the Phoenix had scattered into nothing, he still held a thread of hope for Cui Xiaoxiao. Because in that girl, there were too many things similar to the Phoenix.

Even now, Dong Yuan felt that Xiaoxiao’s every smile and frown increasingly carried the Phoenix’s charm.

That girl was the only one in this world connected to the Phoenix.

Only now did Dong Yuan finally vaguely understand that he seemed unable to ever find his Phoenix again.

That woman who appeared uncompetitive and undemanding, who always silently watched him flirt ambiguously with other goddesses, and never cried or made jealous scenes.

So much so that he mistakenly believed she, like those goddesses, understood she couldn’t have the luxury of monopolizing him.

But unexpectedly, when she became heartless, she wouldn’t leave him even half a thought, not even a trace of soul!

And the demon woman she nurtured with her soul wouldn’t even look at him, throwing herself wholeheartedly into his lifelong enemy’s embrace, making love passionately before his very eyes…

Was this the Phoenix’s deliberate revenge?

Dong Yuan momentarily lost focus, recalling bits and pieces of his time with the Phoenix. Back then, when his relationship with the Phoenix was good, yet unwilling to be faithful to one person, he had half-jokingly tested her: “If you discovered I don’t love only you, what would you do?”

The Phoenix had smiled unchanged but looked at him with focused eyes: “If you betray me, I won’t cling either. From then on, across the vast netherworld and azure heavens, we shall forget each other between heaven and earth…”

That moment seemed right before his eyes, but as Dong Yuan recalled it, he saw in those clear, bright eyes a firm coldness he had never noticed before…

Perhaps she had seen through his deceptive games much earlier than he knew, just giving him chances again and again.

Until he used her completely, wounded her thoroughly, making her decide never to look back and forget each other, thus…

Dong Yuan suddenly felt pain in his forehead. When he reached up to touch it, his divine seal was bleeding again.

He took out a handkerchief to wipe it and smiled coldly toward that house with flickering lamplight.

Who was he? The son of the Heavenly Emperor and Heavenly Mother Saint, who from birth had enjoyed all honors and glory, with a lifespan equal to heaven’s.

Yet he was angered to the point of divine status damage because of “what cannot be obtained in this life”?

This humiliation was even more unacceptable than the humiliation itself!

Let that bastard enjoy a moment of tenderness! Because soon, Wei Jie would understand how powerless it was to be a mortal, how heaven didn’t fulfill human wishes!

At this moment, Dong Yuan finally made up his mind: Cui Xiaoxiao, whether or not you are the Phoenix’s reincarnation, I will not allow you to stay together with Wei Jie forever!

The night gradually deepened, everything fermenting and brewing before dawn, awaiting unknown storms.

Cuo Shi – Chapter 109
With the fishing village matter resolved, the fate of those water yaksha on the demon island remained unsettled.

Xiaoxiao knew that the revived demon clan was intolerable to the heavenly realm. How to secretly arrange for these demons while ensuring they would no longer bring disaster to the mortal world—these problems all needed to be solved one by one.

When they followed Fu Niang back to the island, perhaps sensing the heavenly maiden’s return, those water yaksha all crowded together at the dock, waiting for their saint’s return.

The water yaksha held absolute reverence for their saint. When Xiaoxiao lifted her skirt hem and came ashore, those water yaksha knelt piously, making whimpering sounds from their mouths.

However, Fu Niang, who followed behind Xiaoxiao, let out a surprised gasp: “How did you… become like this?”

It turned out that the water yaksha, who had once been like toads, had shed their rough outer skin in the few short days Fu Niang was away from the island, gradually revealing human appearances.

Moreover, they no longer looked dull and unenlightened as before, even able to whimper out a few simple words.

As the demon clan saint, the water yaksha awakened by Xiaoxiao could evolve into human form—something only a few demon clan nobles possessed.

This was beyond even Fu Niang’s expectations.

These water yaksha, who gradually gained human appearance, seemed to have also awakened naive human nature.

Xiaoxiao even saw a female yaksha who had somehow found a piece of floral fabric and wrapped it around herself and several small yaksha, dressing them up beautifully…

It seemed Xiaoxiao’s personality as a saint had greatly influenced these yaksha she had nurtured, making them love dressing up just like Saint Cui Xiaoxiao…

Seeing this, Fu Niang was greatly delighted—with human form and the ability to think, wouldn’t the water yaksha’s combat power be greatly enhanced? When the time came to battle the heavenly court, the demon clan might not necessarily be at a disadvantage.

Xiaoxiao greatly admired Fu Niang’s mind that couldn’t escape thoughts of battle in three sentences. She asked in return: “Do these water yaksha come to this world just for slaughter? How would they differ from ants, then? I think when Phoenix Goddess originally left the demon clan’s bloodline, she didn’t hope for the demon clan to make a comeback and fight the heavenly realm to mutual destruction, did she?”

Fu Niang was silenced by these words, especially unable to let go of her hatred: “You haven’t personally experienced the fires of war in the demon city—how can you know the deception and humiliation the demon clan suffered?”

Xiaoxiao glanced at her coolly, and Fu Niang immediately fell to her knees, begging the saint’s forgiveness.

Cui Xiaoxiao’s spiritual power had an enormous influence over the demon clan. Even if Fu Niang had objections, she dared not talk back again.

Xiaoxiao sighed and didn’t punish Fu Niang. She wasn’t Fu Niang—how could a few words dissolve the hatred Fu Niang had experienced?

But Phoenix Goddess’s sacrifice back then couldn’t be in vain. Now it seemed that Emperor Gu Yan’s daily sutra recitation had been remarkably effective—the demon clan’s water yaksha had undergone major changes.

However, the demon clan’s hatred couldn’t be resolved in a day. She hoped to guide the demon clan to abandon their killing hearts and learn compassion for heaven and pity for people, thus fulfilling the goddess’s original benevolent intentions.

As long as the demon clan could let go of hatred and learn to coexist equally with all beings, Xiaoxiao believed there would always be a place in the three realms that could be a paradise for the demon clan to settle and establish themselves.

With the demon clan as a restraining concern, she believed those pampered immortals in the heavenly court would also tighten their guard and have fewer divine sons like Dong Yuan, who acted without regard for the Heavenly Way.

As for where this demon island should be moved, Wei Jie and Xiaoxiao consulted the texts in the demon clan temple and had a general direction.

Before that great battle, the demon city was located beside the western Fan Mountains, a place that was actually on the same mountain range as the distant Qilao Mountain.

According to Tang Youshu, who understood feng shui, if Qilao Mountain was the mouth of the underworld, then the western Fan Mountains should be called the belly of the underworld!

That was where ancient great gods captured primordial beasts and used them to suppress various demons and monsters.

The so-called demon clan people served the same function as the current Wei family—all responsible for guarding and suppressing the underworld’s demonic energy.

Only later did the demon clan people feel the Heavenly Emperor’s distribution was unfair and that they were treated poorly, which led to their rebellious hearts.

Though the place was abundant with yin energy, with large areas of barren saline-alkali land and even snow-capped sealed territories with no human habitation, it had always been the demon clan’s long-term dwelling place.

After understanding the origins between the demon clan and the heavenly court, Xiaoxiao suddenly had an inspiration, feeling it would be better for the demon clan to return to their original habitat.

The place was easy to defend and difficult to attack. Originally, if Dong Yuan hadn’t used trickery and used peace talks to relax the demon clan’s vigilance, those heavenly soldiers wouldn’t have easily breached the demon city and nearly exterminated the demon clan.

More importantly, ever since Wei Jie’s divine status cracked, the underworld had intermittent agitation symptoms—the earth trembled several times, and later, demons escaped, always causing unease.

If the demon capital had the function of deterring yin energy, wouldn’t its return to position be just right?

Though Fu Niang didn’t agree with Xiaoxiao’s thinking, the demon clan people trusted their saint more, so moving the demon island back to its original location was also put on the agenda.

But moving an entire island back wasn’t easy. Just relying on the power of Xiaoxiao, Wei Jie, and the demon clan people still wasn’t enough.

Xiaoxiao concentrated her spirit and relied on the temple’s power, but could only make the demon island rise like last time, unable to move locations.

It seemed that moving the demon island required more spiritual power.

While Xiaoxiao pondered methods to move the island, Tang Youshu wasn’t idle. He established a school on the island, teaching these yaksha who were just learning to speak and had just gained human appearance to read and write.

Old Teacher Tang had always had a great addiction to teaching disciples and firmly believed that reading sage books led to understanding human affairs.

As long as books were thoroughly understood, demonic nature would resolve itself, so the sound of reading was constant in the demon island’s school.

However, teaching a group of uncivilized demons was indeed quite laborious.

In his spare time, Tang Youshu would recall teaching Yu Ling’er. Compared to these water yaksha, the little fox was so clever—she could always learn something immediately…

He wondered how Yu Ling’er was getting along with those five phoenixes now. For a moment, Teacher Tang’s teaching became distracted as he gazed in Lingshan’s direction with his chin in his hands, wondering if the person he missed was well.

Those naive, uncomprehending yaksha also learned from their teacher, propping their chins and gazing at the distant waves with mournful sighs.

This feeling was endless—where could it be entrusted?

Wei Jie wasn’t on the island. When Xiaoxiao discovered she was always one step short of moving the demon island, he simply said he had business off the island and left by sea.

Xiaoxiao organized the texts left by the demon clan in the temple. The scriptures written in the demon clan’s unique script were something Xiaoxiao understood naturally—she only needed to read a few lines to comprehend their meaning.

She comfortably leaned against a cushion, drinking sweet juice from coconuts the water yaksha had salvaged from the sea for her, reading the demon clan ancestors’ texts with great interest.

These texts recorded events from the ancient great gods’ period, including how the current Heavenly Emperor cultivated from an ordinary mortal to achieve immortality.

The Heavenly Emperor’s ascension wasn’t particularly novel—even in ancient times, one still had to abandon various desires and make sacrifices beyond ordinary people before finally achieving enlightenment.

As for his union with the Heavenly Mother Saint, it was even more celebrated as a heavenly court romance.

Xiaoxiao was too lazy to read immortal romances now, so she skipped over it, closed the book, and drank another cup of sweet coconut juice.

She wondered if these water yaksha, once they moved back to the demon clan’s homeland, could adapt to the climate there…

Just then, there was another commotion at the sea island’s dock—several large ships seemed to have docked.

When Xiaoxiao and Tang Youshu led people to greet them, they discovered Wei Jie had brought all the Wei family members, young and old, plus capable elders from the three great sects.

Over a hundred people entering the island in a dark mass was quite spectacular.

They had all come to help Xiaoxiao and the others move the demon island.

The Wei family was understandable since they were family, but how had Wei Jie managed to invite the other three great sects?

Wei Jie didn’t think it was anything special and raised his eyebrows: “After all, I learned from you as a teacher, so I must learn human relationships and worldly wisdom to at least seven parts similarity. Now the four great sects are being suppressed by the mortal emperor and are quite dejected, so I had the crown prince promise that if they could help this time, he would issue orders to lift the three great sects’ prohibitions, allowing them to reopen their mountain gates and widely accept disciples. The three great sects have always been ‘no profit, no early rising’—now that there’s profit, why wouldn’t they come?”

Among the four great sects, besides Lingyun Pavilion, where both the sect leader and his son had disappeared, people from the other three great sects had all arrived.

Some of these three sects had concerns about Wei Jie asking them to move an island, feeling that this island, which appeared from nowhere, might harbor some evil demons.

However, during Xiaoxiao’s few days on the island, the influence of the saint’s wise light had made the demon clan’s appearance changes even more pronounced.

They had completely shed their toad-like exterior and looked no different from humans.

It was just that the island lacked sufficient fabric, so everyone wrapped themselves in coconut palm leaves, fashioning them into covering garments. Combined with their half-understood learning of scriptures from Teacher Tang, they would bow with clasped hands when seeing visitors, loudly calling out: “Having friends come from afar—is this not a joy!”

Looking like this, they appeared to be a group of newly civilized tribal people—simple-minded yet polite, with nothing improper about them.

Xiaoxiao’s ability to lie with eyes wide open had reached another level. In the blink of an eye, she emotionally recounted a tragic story of border migrants exiled to the sea, making even those water yaksha believe it. One by one, they prostrated on the ground, listening to their saint tell stories while whimpering and wailing.

When the demon city’s holy war with heavenly soldiers occurred, the human realm didn’t have many great powers participating. Those elders who could know this past had either ascended to heaven or died of old age.

How could they know the demon island’s secrets that even the heavenly realm was unaware of? The Wei family did see through the facade, but the old ancestor pretended ignorance and didn’t expose it, so Wei Jingfeng also kept his mouth shut.

They guarded the underworld and revered Emperor Gu Yan, so they wouldn’t doubt the words of Wei Jie, Emperor Gu Yan’s successor. If the demon city returned to its position and formed constraints on Dong Yuan, then the Wei family might be able to break free from their bonds and no longer be trapped on Qilao Mountain.

As for the three great sects, because they had the crown prince’s backing, these great powers were too lazy to investigate the wild people’s origins and agreed to move the island.

Everyone had their thoughts, but their determination to move mountains like the Foolish Old Man was unanimous.

Thus, everyone once again sat cross-legged, concentrated their power, and held their breath while arranging the formation before the temple altar.

At this time, the entire island’s perimeter was covered with heaven and earth displacement talismans. Nearly a hundred great powers channeled their spiritual energy to assist Xiaoxiao, who sat on the sacrificial platform.

During these few days on the demon island, Xiaoxiao also felt her connection with the temple growing closer.

That feeling was hard to describe, but this time she could finally convert the power of a hundred great masters into her own. Then, like last time, the demon island rose into mid-air again.

Xiaoxiao’s entire body emanated golden light, forming ten thousand golden threads that pulled the entire island slowly upward.

Then, in a blinding, dazzling golden light, the demon island on the sea vanished completely, appearing the next moment in the western wasteland.

The old scars where the former demon city had been uprooted remained like a basin, and now the sea island fit perfectly into the original gap.

The long-vanished demon city finally appeared again on the vast earth.

For a moment, those great powers who participated couldn’t quite believe it, looking at the suddenly transformed heaven and earth peaks around them.

Though they had agreed before, they felt Cui Xiaoxiao and Wei Jie, master and disciple, were overestimating themselves, somewhat like fools talking nonsense.

They had only come with the mindset of not offending the crown prince, but never expected it would succeed!

For a time, they looked at each other, but gradually understood in their hearts that with such mountain-moving power, the unknown Talisman Sect had become the undisputed number one sect in the world!

Setting aside worldly changes, such mountain-moving and earth-shifting was sensed by various immortal palaces in heaven the moment it occurred.

This time it wasn’t above the cloud-obscured ocean. News of the former demon city’s reappearance in the western Fan Mountains was quickly transmitted to the heavenly court by the western earth gods.

With the Heavenly Emperor absent, the Heavenly Mother Saint presided in his place. After hearing the earth god’s report of the demon city’s reappearance, her expression remained unchanged as she said steadily, “Back then, the demon army ravaged and dared to dream of overthrowing the heavenly court, causing all living beings under heaven to suffer. Heavenly soldiers bravely exterminated them, but unexpectedly, someone with ulterior motives hid the demon clan’s divine wood, allowing it to revive from the ashes. We must eliminate those who disturb the heavenly mechanisms to restore heaven and earth. Do you all have any objections?”

The Heavenly Mother had presided over the Heavenly Emperor’s duties for a long time, and all immortals had no words, agreeing with the Heavenly Mother Saint’s proposal.

But an aged voice suddenly spoke: “When heaven and earth first divided, the demon clan received western territory and city sealing for their merit in pacifying underworld demons. Though the demon clan practiced killing and had little compassion, they were also an important clan for maintaining heaven and earth. Since the demon clan’s extinction, western demon suppression has been absent, and yin and yang cannot achieve balance. The underworld’s yin energy has grown daily, with demons and monsters occasionally escaping to wreak havoc in the mortal world. Originally, with Emperor Gu Yan standing guard, this situation was better. But after Emperor Gu Yan met his tribulation, the underworld had no master, relying only on mortals to guard it. In the long run, this will cause great chaos. In my view, the demon clan’s return to their proper position, allowing yin and yang to achieve balance, is a good thing. Why change it?”

Hearing this voice, the Heavenly Mother looked toward the speaker—it was the ancient great god, Wise Ancestor.

He was an old veteran in the heavenly court with a lifespan equal to the Heavenly Emperor’s. Even Heavenly Mother Rong Yao had to respect him somewhat.

However, today this ancestor was truly unwise, actually speaking up to obstruct at such an occasion.

Rong Yao smiled steadily: “Ancestor is well-versed in ancient stories and naturally knows the demon clan’s origins. Though initially heaven and earth’s balance required the demon clan, they had no gratitude or reverent heart, actually making the heavenly court raise a tiger as a threat. If we don’t eliminate the demon clan, I fear they’ll cause overwhelming disaster for all people under heaven.”

Wise Ancestor stroked his beard with endless melancholy: “Once upon a time, the demon clan’s chief was also a fellow disciple who fought alongside the Heavenly Emperor. Unfortunately, humans and demons take different paths—one heaven, one earth, never to meet again. However, I remember the Heavenly Emperor originally had a compassionate heart and wanted to negotiate peace with the demon clan. It’s just said that Phoenix Goddess violated the Heavenly Emperor’s agreement and rashly led troops to massacre the city. Afterward, she also received heavenly punishment, showing the massacre wasn’t the Heavenly Emperor’s intention. Since this is so, why not correct the chaos and give the demon clan a chance at life, thus fulfilling the Heavenly Emperor’s good intentions toward the demon clan?”

Rong Yao smiled slightly: “Ancestor’s compassion for heaven and pity for people, showing kind thoughts even toward the murderous demon clan, is truly a model for our generation. It’s just that when the demon clan was slaughtered by heavenly soldiers, they must harbor hatred in their hearts. I fear our good intentions won’t be appreciated by them.”

Wise Ancestor looked up meaningfully: “Preserving good intentions—heaven naturally knows. Why must humans appreciate them?”

Rong Yao’s smile faded slightly. After pausing briefly, she continued: “Since Wise Ancestor has spoken, we might as well follow the ancestor’s words. I will send an envoy to make a pact with the demon clan as the Heavenly Emperor did back then. Whether it’s war or peace, then will depend on heaven’s will.”

Wise Ancestor said no more, just humming ancient mountain melodies from the mortal world while slowly swaying away step by step.

Rong Yao watched the slowly departing ancestor with cold eyes.

Though this ancestor usually didn’t manage affairs, he had many disciples in the heavenly court. The great powers he had descended to enlighten were all outstanding members of the heavenly court, so his words couldn’t be ignored.

But listening didn’t necessarily mean acting. How many considerations did those wandering gods and scattered immortals have compared to her?

How many of them had faced the demon clan in battle? Where did they understand that showing mercy to demons meant harming people?

This Phoenix was also enlightened by the Wise Ancestor back then, and her words were all the same. If Phoenix had honestly behaved back then instead of pulling these tricks, how would so many troubles would have arisen today?

Especially making Dong Yuan develop heart demons—one wrong step led to wrong steps everywhere, which Rong Yao found most intolerable.

The Heavenly Mother Saint stopped thinking and returned to the fish pond beside her immortal residence. Those few fish swam over again, eagerly anticipating the handful of golden pills in the Heavenly Mother Saint’s hands…

As for the demon city’s relocation, it was completed in one day.

Xiaoxiao naturally had to arrange a banquet to thank everyone for their assistance.

Unfortunately, the Wei family dared not stay away from Qilao Mountain too long, and recently, the underworld’s demons had been particularly agitated. The Book of Life and Death had somehow been stolen from the underworld again.

When it was just a torn page, it had already exhausted the Wei family running around. Now that the entire book was missing, the old grandmother was much calmer.

Because this time’s thief wasn’t a Wei family insider, the grandmother guessed that such clean, efficient methods should be from immortals above.

She could lead her clan’s descendants to fight traitors and ghosts, but how could humans fight gods?

The Wei family had exhausted their efforts for generations without shame or guilt. If heaven decreed punishment, they would naturally accept it. Being able to help Cui Xiaoxiao complete the demon city’s relocation before receiving punishment was enough to face these two children.

So she led people to give Xiaoxiao and Wei Jie some instructions, mentioned the increasingly agitated underworld phenomena, and then hurriedly departed.

The other three great sects returned to await His Majesty’s imperial edict lifting the seal on various sects.

Though this place was a desert, it was ultimately where the demon clan had lived and reproduced for a thousand years. Those demon clan people adapted remarkably quickly, soon learning to use the surrounding clay to build walls and construct houses. The former demon city’s walls were once again being built in the endless yellow sand.

Strangely, when the demon city took rough shape, news came from nearby Qilao Mountain that the underworld’s agitation had calmed considerably after the demon city’s return.

This proved Xiaoxiao’s original guess was correct—the demon city’s construction served to suppress underworld evil energy and maintain the human realm’s yin-yang balance.

So when the demon city was originally moved away, it invisibly encouraged the underworld demons’ proliferation.

The great chaos two hundred years later, besides the demon clan’s revival, was also greatly related to the underworld demons’ escape.

Now Xiaoxiao only wanted to verify whether her and Wei Jie’s actions had any impact on that unavoidable upheaval two hundred years later.

But when she used the feng shui mirror the old monk had given her several times, it couldn’t display any images.

Tang Youshu fiddled with the mirror and suddenly belatedly pointed to the golden beans embedded on it: “Could these golden beans refer to celestial constellations? Only on days matching heavenly constellations can this mirror communicate spiritually under moonlight, reflecting two hundred years later?”

Xiaoxiao felt her master’s words made sense. After carefully studying the patterns of golden bean inlays on the mirror, she, Wei Jie, and Tang Youshu came to the newly built walls of the demon city and raised the mirror under the high-hanging moonlight.

Just like Tang Youshu had guessed, this time when moonlight projected onto the mirror, the mirror surface flashed, and once again reflected the scene of Lingshan’s great hall.

This time, standing before the mirror were still the eldest senior brother Ji Wuqi and the second senior sister…

But this time, Ji Wuqi looked puzzledly at Cui Xiaoxiao in the mirror and quickly exchanged glances with junior sister Jiang Nanmu beside him.

Cui Xiaoxiao wanted to know the situation there and impatiently asked: “Eldest senior brother, it’s me. Tell me quickly—are there still refugees at Lingshan now?”

She saw Ji Wuqi, whose beard was neatly trimmed, politely cupping his hands and bowing to Cui Xiaoxiao: “May I ask this young lady’s honorable surname?”

Xiaoxiao was also startled by such a polite eldest senior brother. In her opinion, the eldest senior brother Ji Wuqi was a rough man who wouldn’t speak unless shouted at.

When had he ever spoken to her so politely? Xiaoxiao suspected the eldest senior brother was playing tricks and impatiently said to the second senior sister beside him: “It’s me! I’m your junior sister Cui Xiaoxiao! How can you not recognize me?”

After the two Talisman Sect fellow disciples in the mirror looked at each other, they said in unison: “We don’t have a junior sister!”

For some reason, Xiaoxiao suddenly felt her heart clench tightly, very uncomfortable. She desperately took deep breaths: “Eldest senior brother, second senior sister, stop fooling around. I’m Cui Xiaoxiao, Master Tang Youshu’s final disciple. How could you possibly not recognize me?”

This time, when they heard the name “Cui Xiaoxiao,” they quickly exchanged surprised glances, then Ji Wuqi tentatively repeated: “You said… your name is Cui Xiaoxiao?”
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Hearing Xiaoxiao introduce herself, eldest senior brother Ji Wuqi’s refined demeanor seemed unable to hold up, and his true nature emerged as he roared in a low voice: “What? You dare impersonate our Talisman Sect’s grand master ancestor! How bold of you!”

Ah? Xiaoxiao was stunned.

The second senior sister said quietly beside him, “Senior brother, have you forgotten the master’s words? Our Talisman Sect doesn’t accept loud, rude people. If the old master saw you like this, you’d be scolded and expelled from the sect!”

Hearing this, Ji Wuqi immediately lowered his tone and spoke in a pinched voice: “Little miss, if you’re pretending to be our Talisman Sect’s grand master ancestor, do you have some unspeakable difficulties? Tell us and see if this humble one can help you solve them?”

His manner was very much like Tang Youshu’s bearing. It seemed his master had indeed heeded Wei Jie’s instructions and put considerable effort into changing his disciple’s temperament.

But Xiaoxiao had no mind to praise the eldest senior brother for becoming refined and dignified.

Looking at the scene before her, she felt cold air rising from her head. She asked carefully: “Your grand master ancestor is also called Cui Xiaoxiao? She… where is she now? And where is your master?”

This question left Ji Wuqi stunned again, frowning: “Who doesn’t know that our Talisman Sect’s Grand Master Cui passed away two hundred years ago, and my master also achieved nirvana and passed away not long ago. What do you mean by asking this?”

At these words, Wei Jie beside Xiaoxiao said coldly: “Nonsense! What rubbish are you spouting?”

Just then, Jiang Nanmu beside Ji Wuqi seemed to remember something. She stared blankly at Xiaoxiao’s face and suddenly ran away.

Soon, Jiang Nanmu brought out a thick manual—the one Tang Youshu had passed down to his disciples, though it looked much thicker than the one Xiaoxiao had originally taken, as if much content had been added.

Jiang Nanmu flipped through quickly, then turned to the last page: “Eldest senior brother, you forgot our master’s deathbed words. He said if one day someone claiming to be the grand master ancestor appeared in the great hall’s feng shui mirror, we should show her this page!”

Saying this, Jiang Nanmu simply tore out that page and held it before the mirror: “…Um… look at this!”

Xiaoxiao and Wei Jie both stared intently at that page.

Tang Youshu, beside them, seeing the familiar handwriting, also gasped.

He knew this was indeed his handwriting, but he had no idea about the events written here!

Just then, outside Lingshan’s great hall, just like last time, there were sounds of many disaster victims wailing. It seemed that two hundred years later, Da Qi’s national fortune had still declined…

Just as Xiaoxiao finished reading and opened her mouth to speak, the moon in the sky had drifted into clouds. Without moonlight on the mirror surface, it flickered slightly, and the scene immediately vanished.

For a moment, the three people on this side of the mirror fell into silence.

Xiaoxiao raised her hand to look—she didn’t know if it was an illusion, but for a moment, she felt her arm seemed to become transparent, as if it might vanish into smoke at any moment…

Wei Jie had also seen the text description in the mirror. If those words were all true, then those who schemed against Xiaoxiao deserved death!

This method of cutting grass and roots was truly unavoidable!

Tang Youshu was the first to recover, saying quietly: “Buddhist scriptures say there are a billion Sumeru mountains and three thousand great thousand worlds—meaning identical yet different dharma realms can overlap and coexist. I never expected that today, through a mirror, we could see two parallel dharma realms separated by two hundred years communicating… If what was written on that page is true… Xiaoxiao, wouldn’t you cease to exist?”

That page had written the warning words from Tang Youshu two hundred years later to Cui Xiaoxiao—at this moment, someone had already gone to Cui Xiaoxiao’s ancestral hometown to engineer an accident, alter her ancestor’s lifeline, and make him disappear completely.

If in this lifetime Cui family ancestors died, then on the same lifeline, Xiaoxiao two hundred years later would also cease to exist… meaning the current Xiaoxiao would also disappear!

Wei Jie stared at Xiaoxiao, his fists involuntarily clenching.

Such methods of killing were truly inconceivable, absolutely not something ordinary people could devise!

No wonder the Book of Life and Death from the underworld had mysteriously disappeared again.

It seemed someone was making major moves again, altering others’ lifelines!

Fortunately, they weren’t without help. The mirror that the old monk had given them was meant to help them cheat on this life-or-death test by revealing answers in advance.

Wei Jie was too lazy to judge whether what was in the mirror was real or fake. Since there was doubt, he’d treat it all as real, because he couldn’t bear even the slightest possibility of losing Xiaoxiao.

Remembering that the book page had recorded Cui Xiaoxiao’s ancestor’s detailed address and the date of the accident, Wei Jie sincerely embraced his eldest disciple, Tang Youshu, for the first time.

If Xiaoxiao suddenly disappeared because her Cui family ancestor was killed, he would probably go mad with lost reason, letting demonic nature enter his heart and fighting desperately with those bastards like Dong Yuan.

But Tang Youshu, just like after his master died in the previous life, would silently do everything possible to remedy the situation. Heaven knows how much effort he spent investigating all this, and how much suffering he endured.

Wei Jie’s embrace contained gratitude from two lifetimes.

Tang Youshu had never had such a tender moment with his master in two lifetimes. He naturally knew Wei Jie’s embrace was sincere, but before tears could well up in his eyes, Wei Jie had already pushed him away.

It seemed his master still wasn’t quite used to being too affectionate with disciples. Somewhat awkwardly, he patted his shoulder again: “I owe you too much, and remember it all. In the future, I’ll repay you double…”

After saying this, he told Cui Xiaoxiao: “Tang Youshu will stay to guard the demon city to prevent chaos. Let’s go! We’ll immediately set out to save your ancestors!”

Cui Xiaoxiao’s ancestors, two hundred years ago, ran a small business, operating a tofu workshop in a suburban county not far from their hometown.

The Cui family’s tofu was tender, and business was thriving, all because the water for grinding beans came from mountain spring water that Boss Cui drew from Sweet Water Mountain behind the town.

Every morning, after selling the day’s tofu, Boss Cui would drive his little donkey pulling a water cart to fetch water.

The tofu business had continued day after day, year after year, like this.

On this day, he again drove his donkey and water cart to fetch water from Sweet Water Mountain’s hillside as usual.

There were stone steps on this mountain. Though going up and down was laborious, if you wanted to earn money to support a family, what work didn’t require effort?

He had been a bachelor for forty years and finally saved up enough property to marry a wife.

Now he was considered a newlywed. If he went home early and held his wife for a good sleep, perhaps next month his wife could conceive the Cui family’s only heir!

Old Cui hummed songs while carrying his water buckets up the mountain.

But today he wasn’t the only one fetching water. Someone who had fetched water earlier seemed unsteady on their feet, spilling water all over the stone steps.

Old Cui paid no mind. After fetching water, he shouldered his carrying pole and walked back.

It was early autumn, with scorching midday sun. Old Cui hummed mountain tunes and continued walking down, but suddenly felt his feet slip, and his whole body flew into the air.

Somehow, the water on these stone steps had frozen into ice under the blazing sun. With Old Cui unsteady, his head was about to strike the stone steps.

Old Cui flew too high—if he fell, his skull would surely crack with unthinkable consequences.

But at this critical moment, a tall figure quickly flew over, caught the flying tofu-maker Old Cui, and placed him on the stone steps.

Tofu-maker Old Cui was still in shock when he saw a slender-waisted young woman like a flying swallow suddenly attack the deep spring pool where he had just drawn water.

She casually threw out a flaming talisman, and the pool water gurgled and began boiling in an instant.

Accompanied by a piercing shriek, a red carp about ten feet long leaped from the water, flapped on the ground a few times, then went rigid and died.

But after the fish died, its body seemed to suddenly shrink considerably—it was just an ordinary ornamental carp commonly seen in pools.

Old Cui was frightened speechless by the scene before him, staring at the ice all over the ground, not knowing what to say.

Just then, the pretty young woman came over carrying the dead fish: “Um… are you alright?”

Though Old Cui couldn’t understand what had happened, these two young people who could fly around were certainly extraordinary, and without them, he would have been badly hurt in that fall. So he quickly bowed with clasped hands: “Thank you, hero, for helping me. May I ask your honored names?”

Xiaoxiao looked at tofu-maker Old Cui with considerable emotion: “My surname is Cui…”

Old Cui clapped his hands: “Oh my, we’re family with the same surname—I’m also surnamed Cui!”

Xiaoxiao smiled bitterly, thinking: “Aren’t we family? I’m your great-great-great-granddaughter!”

She had seen clearly that the fish in the water had cast a spell to freeze the water on the steps into ice.

But the spirit attached to this fish was too cunning, managing to escape just before she sealed the fish’s spiritual acupoints.

Xiaoxiao knew that if she didn’t catch this culprit, today it was slippery ice on the steps, tomorrow it might be a house fire.

The other party had made up their mind to cut grass and roots, eliminating any chance of Cui Xiaoxiao’s birth, so she and Wei Jie couldn’t leave temporarily.

Otherwise, pulling one hair would move the whole body—who knew what chaos this lifetime would be stirred into.

So that day, Wei Jie and Cui Xiaoxiao borrowed the excuse of missing lodging while traveling and stayed as guests in tofu-maker Old Cui’s home.

The Cui family’s household style had always been practical—their modest house was neat and cozy.

Old Cui’s new bride, Mrs. Hu, was originally a widow, now twenty-one years old. Now remarried to Old Cui, she especially treasured this second blooming.

Hearing that Old Cui had almost fallen on the steps today, she also thanked the two young benefactors and made dinner for them.

The hot, spicy tofu was very appetizing.

But Xiaoxiao, who usually loved eating, had no appetite this time and carefully examined inside and outside the house. She cut many small paper figures like those she had previously given to Princess Yongning and distributed them around the house perimeter, so any disturbance would be quickly detected.

But because of Wei Jie and Cui Xiaoxiao’s interference, they seemed to have frightened the other party. The hidden hand lurking somewhere didn’t seem inclined to act again immediately.

Wei Jie knew they couldn’t easily change Old Cui’s lifeline or make him relocate casually, otherwise his descendants’ lifelines would all change.

Though Buddhist scriptures say there are three thousand great thousand worlds and perhaps three thousand Cui Xiaoxiaos, he loved only this one who had lived and died with him through every detail.

She was his unique Xiaoxiao—how could he allow her even the slightest mishap?

That night, Xiaoxiao didn’t meditate but entered the room to help her ancestor pick through beans.

After all, this kind of opportunity to personally serve one’s ancestors wasn’t available to everyone.

Wei Jie washed a plate of sweet melons for her and took a fan to drive away mosquitoes.

After picking for a while, Xiaoxiao’s hands grew sore, so she simply grabbed a few small paper figures that had slipped in from outside and had them jump into the winnowing basket to pick beans.

The little paper figures held up the shriveled beans they found and hopped around, throwing them out. Xiaoxiao bit into a crisp peach Wei Jie handed her and suddenly sighed with feeling: “If you and I cannot achieve the righteous path in the future, even keeping a tofu workshop and making such a living wouldn’t be bad…”

She had seen during the day how her Cui family ancestor helped his wife add firewood to the stove—the harmonious husband-and-wife scene was quite enviable.

With cooking smoke curling up, it made one’s heart yearn.

Wei Jie knew that in Xiaoxiao’s memory, she had been sold when very young and had never experienced this common sight that ordinary people saw—the usual days of men farming and women weaving.

He wiped the corner of her mouth with his finger: “What’s difficult about that? When this matter is settled, I’ll open a tofu workshop for you and let you grind beans and sell to your heart’s content!”

Xiaoxiao giggled and pinched his straight nose: “Others have tofu beauties, but with your looks calling out wares on the street, even without using sweet water to make tofu, business would be booming!”

Wei Jie said seriously, “Business must boom—in the future, you’ll need to give me as many children as these paper figures. I need to earn money to support this litter of piglets!”

Xiaoxiao was both angry and amused: “Get lost! Go find some big-bellied sow to birth your litter of piglets!”

But joking aside, Xiaoxiao knew that what she and Wei Jie were discussing was just wishful thinking.

Wei Jie’s previous life identity was special—he was an immortal undergoing tribulation. In this life, if no villains were framing him and stealing his immortal fate, he would ultimately return to the immortal court and resume his position as Emperor Gu Yan.

But she was the demon clan’s saint—no matter how much she cultivated, she couldn’t ascend to heaven.

He and she were like the separated two hundred years—how their future would unfold, like the uncertain two hundred years later, probably no one knew.

For a moment, Xiaoxiao again recalled that old monk’s divination, saying that as long as Wei Jie could break through the word “love,” he could achieve great things…

Wei Jie seemed to notice her distraction and couldn’t help picking up a small paper figure, placing it on her nose tip, and teasing: “Little Paper, look at your mother—she’s daydreaming again!”

Xiaoxiao couldn’t help sneezing, blowing the little paper figure right out the window.

But as the paper figure floated out, it hung suspended about a foot above ground, as if stuck in mid-air and motionless.

After this little paper figure stuck, several other paper figures scattered on the ground slowly moved toward that little paper figure and attached to it.

Wei Jie and Xiaoxiao both saw this scene but turned their gazes away together, continuing to chat casually as if nothing had happened.

The Talisman Sect’s greatest skill was acting. Having spent so long with swindler master Xiaoxiao, Wei Jie’s technique had also reached perfection.

The invisible person seemed unaware that a paper figure had stuck to their body and continued following the couple who emerged from the mill at a moderate distance.

After walking several steps, Wei Jie suddenly turned around and cleanly used a soul-fixing talisman to immobilize the invisible person.

That person hadn’t expected to be discovered, even with an invisibility talisman.

After Xiaoxiao removed his invisibility talisman, she immediately saw from his graying hair and beard that this person should be a Ghost Sect disciple.

“Please spare me, both of you. I came on Lord Can’s orders to deliver a letter to you two!”

Saying this, the person took out a letter from his chest.

Wei Jie knew Lord Can habitually used poison and didn’t want to take it, asking: “He still dares to send letters? If it’s just delivering a letter, why be so sneaky?”

The person seemed to have been instructed beforehand, knowing Wei Jie would ask this, and quickly said: “You two don’t know—that person has returned to Qin Lingxiao’s body. Lord Can knows he’s watching you two closely, so he had me be clever about delivering this letter. I’m just a small fry—even if you two killed me, it would only vent anger and solve nothing. Better to read the letter before deciding.”

But Wei Jie extended his hand and burned the letter completely, showing no intention of reading it.

Only after Wei Jie burned the letter did Xiaoxiao smile and say: “Having dealt with your master several times, I understand his character eight or nine parts out of ten. Seeking skin from a tiger? Quite unnecessary!”

Seeing that Wei Jie and Xiaoxiao had no intention of reading the letter, the person suddenly rolled his eyes back, spat out fresh blood, convulsed once, and immediately died.

It seemed Lord Can still maintained his consistently cautious character, not wanting to leave any living witnesses.

Once this person had delivered the letter, the poison in his body activated.

Wei Jie didn’t want to cause any murder troubles for tofu-maker Old Cui’s family, so he directed fire with his finger and burned the corpse to ash.

But when he turned back, he found Xiaoxiao crouching on the ground, tilting her head to carefully study the paper ash that hadn’t yet been blown away.

He couldn’t help laughing: “What? You’re still curious about what Lord Can wanted to say?”

Xiaoxiao’s gossip interest now resembled Yu Ling’er’s by nine parts. With no outsiders present, she couldn’t help complaining: “You acted too quickly! I couldn’t stop you—at least you should have found a way to read it before burning!”

The paper had passed through open flame, naturally purging any possible remaining poison. With the messenger dead, she was itching to know what deadly poison Lord Can was selling in his gourd this time.

Wei Jie looked at the ash that hadn’t yet dispersed and thought he should do his utmost to satisfy Xiaoxiao’s curiosity.

He took out a piece of paper from his chest, placed it over the ash, then pulled out a small bottle containing the Po Hun Snake venom he had collected when he first met Xiaoxiao.

This snake’s venom, after sitting for some time, was very viscous and had the special property of absorbing ink color. So after sprinkling it evenly, the ink traces on the ash that hadn’t blown away actually transferred to the new paper.

But before the ink color had fully formed, Xiaoxiao and Wei Jie started playing a guessing game.

Xiaoxiao rolled her eyes and smiled at Wei Jie: “I think this letter contains Lord Can hoping we’ll join forces with him against that person!”
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Lord Can’s lifelong dream was to steal someone else’s celestial destiny and ascend to immortality. It’s just that although Wei Jie had fallen into demonic cultivation, he was still quite far from becoming an immortal.

In comparison, since Dong Yuan had returned, he truly was a piece of fat meat delivered right to his mouth!

When the seal’s mark appeared on the letter, Wei Jie looked down and slowly said: “It’s truly as you guessed. Lord Can has started showing us goodwill, saying that person has descended to the mortal realm this time with his divine status greatly weakened, and moreover, he seems to want to completely open the gates of the Underworld, releasing demons and monsters to make them fight against Demon City! Lord Can says he cannot bear to see the common people of the world suffer, so he came to tip us off?”

Xiaoxiao drew in a sharp breath: “How dare he?”

The “he” Xiaoxiao spoke of naturally referred to Dong Yuan. Not mentioning his name was also to prevent him from sensing anything.

Wei Jie’s eyes turned cold: “What wouldn’t he dare to do? Now that his reputation in the mortal world has been damaged, if the mortal realm doesn’t encounter a great disaster, how can he restore his reputation? Once changes occur in the mortal world, it would be the perfect time for him, this immortal, to display his divine might.”

Xiaoxiao thought of those demon clan people in Demon City who had just settled down, murmuring to herself: “Could it be that this great battle is unavoidable?”

If such a battle truly occurred, not only the demon clan people, but even the Wei family and all the people under heaven would be drawn into it.

For a moment, the two gazed up at the sky, wondering whether the immortals above were opening their eyes at this moment to look at the increasingly chaotic state of the mortal world.

When she grew tired of looking, Xiaoxiao closed her eyes and fell asleep.

Somehow, she slept very deeply. When she woke up, she discovered that Wei Jie was not beside her.

When she went out to look for him, she found Wei Jie standing by the riverbank under the moonlight, holding that feng shui mirror.

Could it be that this feng shui mirror had another revelation?

Thinking this, Xiaoxiao immediately ran over, but there was nothing unusual in the mirror—it only reflected Wei Jie’s expressionless, handsome face.

“What’s wrong? Did you see the Talismonger Sect from two hundred years in the future again?”

Wei Jie slowly turned his head and said calmly: “I was just trying it out, but it seems my luck isn’t good tonight—nothing appeared.”

Xiaoxiao looked at him and probed further: “You… aren’t hiding anything from me, are you?”

Wei Jie smiled slightly at her: “What? Do you want to hear that I saw celestial beauties in the mirror?”

Hearing his frivolous words, Xiaoxiao felt slightly relieved, but before she could say anything more, Wei Jie suddenly pulled her tightly into his embrace.

The young girl looked up at him and asked: “What’s wrong?”

Wei Jie touched her cheek with his hand and said lightly: “Nothing… Oh, right, this place isn’t far from Qilao Mountain, so Uncle is personally bringing people to guard the Cui family courtyard. You should stay here with my uncle while I return to Demon City to take a look, in case Dong Yuan does something underhanded.”

Xiaoxiao felt that today’s Wei Jie was somewhat strange. But when he didn’t want to talk, she couldn’t get anything out of him either.

So the two would have to part ways briefly again.

Before they separated, Xiaoxiao gave Wei Jie the sweet tofu pudding she had made with her own hands.

Wei Jie took the tofu pudding and drank it all in one gulp, then suddenly asked Xiaoxiao: “If we’re separated for a longer time this round, can you endure it?”

Xiaoxiao thought for a moment: “A few months would be fine, but if it’s too long, I’ll forget what you look like, so don’t stay away from me too long—come back to find me quickly!”

Hearing her say she would forget him, Wei Jie’s eyes suddenly darkened. He grabbed the back of her head and kissed her face fiercely, as if speaking to her and also to himself: “It doesn’t matter, I’ll remember what you look like…”

After saying this, he took another deep look at Xiaoxiao, then turned and left.

Xiaoxiao gazed at Wei Jie’s retreating figure, lost in thought. Just then, the old Cui family’s wife happened to return from picking mushrooms.

Seeing Xiaoxiao watching Wei Jie’s departure, she couldn’t help but ask curiously: “Young lady, have you and he gotten married?”

Hearing the ancestor ask this, Xiaoxiao smiled somewhat embarrassedly: “Not yet… His mother isn’t by his side, and I don’t have any relatives either, so we haven’t had the ceremony yet…”

Hearing this, the Cui family’s wife shook her head disapprovingly: “If you’re not married yet, you shouldn’t be separated for too long. When a man is lonely outside for too long, complications can arise. Young lady, why don’t you go with him?”

Xiaoxiao thought to herself: If I leave, our entire old Cui family might be wiped out.

So after hearing the Cui family’s wife’s words, she just smiled sweetly: “It won’t happen. I trust him…”

Seeing that Xiaoxiao wouldn’t listen to her advice, the Cui family wife could only shake her head and sigh as she walked away.

When Xiaoxiao looked back again, that tall figure had vanished without a trace. Only the vast green fields reflected by the autumn sun stretched far, far into the distance…

At this time in the Heavenly Court, Rong Yao looked at the Mirror Lake Fairy, whose entire body was covered in burns, and couldn’t help but furrow her brows slightly: “What? When you were setting up your scheme, that Wei Jie and Cui Xiaoxiao arrive in time? How could they have known?”

This time, Mirror Lake descended to the mortal realm, and she had entrusted her primordial spirit to a golden carp, seeking an opportunity to freeze the water on the stone steps that old Cui, the tofu seller, would step on, creating an accident.

She hadn’t expected Xiaoxiao to arrive in time and directly boil an entire pool of water, scalding her primordial spirit so badly that it was damaged upon leaving her body, causing her true form to be severely injured as well.

Having been injured, her primordial spirit didn’t dare linger in the mortal world and could only return to report to the Heavenly Mother Saint.

The Heavenly Mother hadn’t expected things to turn out this way either. She stated firmly: “That’s not right! They must have heard some kind of warning!”

Mirror Lake Fairy was startled: “Who could be so bold as to dare oppose the Heavenly Mother’s righteous path?”

Rong Yao hadn’t originally thought that Cui Xiaoxiao, who had traveled back in time two hundred years, would have such great abilities, like a cockroach that couldn’t be killed no matter what.

If this variable Cui Xiaoxiao remained, all the chaos would be difficult to return to its proper course.

Thinking of this, the Heavenly Mother closed her eyes, and a trace of unease suddenly flashed through her heart.

There were too many uncertainties in the mortal world now. For Dong Yuan to still be wandering the mortal realm at this time was truly inappropriate.

Thinking this, she made a decisive decision: “Release the welcoming holy light and summon Dong Yuan, the Divine Lord, to quickly return to the Heavenly Court!”

Hearing the Heavenly Mother give such orders, Mirror Lake Fairy hesitated: “The Divine Lord probably can’t return immediately… Moreover, when I returned just now, I came back through the Clear Pool, and I accidentally discovered at the bottom of the pool that the divine axe you sealed in the clear lotus pool of the great hall… seems to have been switched!”

The always calm and composed Rong Yao stood up with a start upon hearing these words: “How could the divine axe be missing?”

This divine axe was the weapon the Heavenly Emperor had originally used to pacify the territories. Later, when the Heavenly Emperor felt that the world had been settled, this axe carried too much killing intent, so he sealed it in the palace’s water pool, using the introduced Heavenly River water to cleanse the axe’s murderous aura.

Later, when the Heavenly Emperor went into seclusion, this place became the Heavenly Mother’s palace.

The Heavenly Mother Rong Yao raised so many spiritually aware golden carp in the water pool precisely to guard the divine artifact.

As for Mirror Lake Fairy, when she returned to the Heavenly Court from the mortal dust to treat the burns on her primordial spirit, she had also returned to that water pool, which was how she discovered the anomaly.

But there were divine officials everywhere inside and outside the palace—how could the divine axe possibly disappear suddenly?

When Rong Yao summoned the divine officials to question them, only then did she learn that when Dong Yuan was about to descend to the mortal realm, he had lingered by the water pool for quite a long time.

When Rong Yao saw the fake axe head sealed in the depths of the water pool, she raised her hand to lift it. Before she could even touch it, the axe head had already turned into a pile of flowing sand.

Seeing this trick, Rong Yao knew that the real divine axe had already been taken by Dong Yuan.

Although she knew her son’s nature well, Rong Yao was still so angry that she swayed backward: This wicked obstacle! His audacity has truly grown ever greater!

What exactly did he intend to do with this axe that could split mountains and hills and sever rivers?

Thinking this, she said urgently: “Quickly! Release the welcoming holy light and have Dong Yuan return to the Heavenly Court immediately!”

The people beside her took the order and acted, but soon returned to report: “Reporting to the Heavenly Mother, although we released the holy light, Dong Yuan, the Divine Lord, has been slow to respond and seems unwilling to return!”

Rong Yao clenched her hands several times.

Previously, she could ignore whatever tricks Dong Yuan pulled in the mortal world.

But now, if he truly used the Heavenly Emperor’s divine axe to do something, it would simply invite tremendous catastrophe.

She couldn’t let him continue to make such trouble!

Thinking this, Rong Yao instructed the divine officials below, saying she needed to go into secluded cultivation for a period, and they needn’t disturb her anymore.

At this very moment, outside Demon City, Dong Yuan was looking at the gradually rising walls of Demon City.

The Demon City of old had now reappeared. The demon clan that possessed a Saint would sooner or later become a great threat to the Heavenly Court.

The Heavenly Emperor had already gone into seclusion, and the Heavenly Court couldn’t dispatch troops to suppress them. However, Dong Yuan had long ago thought of a countermeasure.

He looked at the divine axe in his hand. Although it was currently only the length of an arm, as long as divine power triggered it, it could become a giant axe. Splitting open the Underworld beneath Fanshan Mountain would not be difficult.

Just as Dong Yuan was concentrating on the distant Demon City, Lord Can came up behind him and asked in a low voice: “Divine Lord, you said you had a way to completely open the gates of the Underworld. When do you plan to set it up?”

Dong Yuan glanced at him and asked unhurriedly: “What? Are you getting impatient? You should know that once the gates of the Underworld are completely opened, it will cause devastation to all living beings. At that time, your Great Qi’s reign might be even shorter than its original destiny.”

Lord Can bowed with clasped hands: “The Divine Lord is a true god who cares for all living beings under heaven. Your considerations in all matters are naturally more thorough than ours… If we can eliminate Demon City and prevent the demon clan from becoming a menace, even if some common people must be sacrificed, it would be worth it!”

Hearing these words, Dong Yuan said warmly: “Lord Can is indeed someone who was once emperor and king—you understand the way of sacrificing the small for the great and know the art of choices!”

Saying this, he paused again and smiled: “I just wonder, in your eyes, Lord Can, should I be taken or should I be sacrificed?”

Dong Yuan’s meaningful question made Lord Can’s heart tighten slightly, though his expression remained unchanged with the same smile: “In the original destiny, I should have replaced Wei Jie long ago and ascended to immortality in one step. Now that worldly affairs have become chaotic, if I want to ascend to immortality, I can only rely on you, Divine Lord. Besides you, who else can I depend on?”

Although he spoke flattering words, Lord Can’s eyes were fixed intently on the man before him.

This Dong Yuan had always been cunning—he was the one who had cheated Great Qi of two hundred years of dynastic fortune. Could it be that he knew about his secret communications with Wei Jie?

But if he knew and was holding back from acting, wouldn’t that further prove that Dong Yuan’s divine status was now damaged, and he didn’t dare easily tear apart their facade?

Thinking this, Lord Can’s heart relaxed slightly.

Now, everyone was in the mortal realm with the same abilities. Whether they lived or died, whether they remained human or became immortal, would depend on each person’s skill.

Lord Can narrowed his eyes as he looked toward Demon City. It was unfortunate that Wei Jie and Cui Xiaoxiao didn’t know how to appreciate kindness and didn’t understand the shifting principles of being both enemy and friend, refusing to join hands with him against Dong Yuan.
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The fortune that Great Qi had lost couldn’t be used by others for nothing—it would all have to be recovered with principal and interest, wouldn’t it?

Thinking this, Lord Can said no more and merely stood behind Dong Yuan, but the way he looked at the deity was like examining a piece of fat meat about to enter his mouth…

As for Cui Xiaoxiao, who remained at old Cui’s tofu workshop, her daily routine consisted of helping her ancestors pick beans, cutting little paper figures in her spare time, and reading through several volumes she had brought from the demon clan during her leisure hours.

Recently, for some unknown reason, she had been very fond of sleeping and felt tired from time to time, making her wonder if she might be secretly with child. Thinking of all the tender and sweet intimacies she had shared with Wei Jie in bed, Xiaoxiao couldn’t help but blush again.

However, when she accompanied the Cui family’s wife to town to have the doctor check her pulse, everything seemed fine.

It was just that after feeling her pulse, the doctor asked with puzzled uncertainty whether she had previously suffered from blood loss; otherwise, why would her pulse be so weak?

Hearing this, Xiaoxiao found it rather amusing—how could a cultivator suffer from blood loss and weakness?

But when she checked her pulse after leaving the medicine shop, she discovered that her qi and blood were indeed severely depleted.

However, having formed her inner core, she was sustained by a surge of spiritual energy that made her ignore her body’s discomfort, like an extremely exhausted person temporarily forgetting their fatigue by relying on strong tea for stimulation.

She had never heard of anyone who had cultivated an inner core suffering from this kind of blood loss condition!

Returning to the Cui family courtyard, old Cui was cutting meat in the kitchen. Ever since this young Cui heroine had come to stay with them, their meals had improved—no longer just vegetables and tofu three times a day, and they could even stew the meat in larger chunks.

Usually, Xiaoxiao would help the two ancestors chop firewood and boil water, but today she had something on her mind, so she returned to her room early.

On the bed in her room lay several books she had brought from Demon City. She had read through them once before—they generally described the deeds of past generations of saints. Actually, as a saint, when the demon clan had no troubles, she merely received offerings from the clan members, so there wasn’t much of significance recorded.

Xiaoxiao read through to the end at a glance, then suddenly drew in a sharp breath.

It turned out there was a reason why no more saints appeared after the last generation of Demon Sect saints. At that time, the demon clan’s power was being weakened by the Heavenly Court. When the demon clan’s strength was exhausted, the saint’s bloodline would be awakened. While strengthening the demon clan, this would also cause the saint herself to have a shortened lifespan. Once the saint died young, it would be very difficult for new saints to emerge for the next several hundred years.

This was Heaven’s way of balancing the demon clan’s power. A saint’s power was not to be underestimated, but once she became the best sacrifice to nourish the demon clan, her life would not last long, and she would not continue to strengthen the demon clan indefinitely…

Reading this, Xiaoxiao felt her scalp tingle with shock.

She remembered that her bloodline had been awakened when the demon clan was at its weakest while drifting at sea. When her power awakened, she had roused over a thousand demon embryos on the island in one breath.

Could it be that this was the reason for her current symptoms of blood decline?

Thinking this, Xiaoxiao felt dizzy again and collapsed onto the bed with a thud.

She was suddenly extremely grateful that Wei Jie had already left. If he discovered her current condition, or even that she couldn’t escape the demon clan saint’s fate of blood decline and early death, given his current state, he would fall into demonic madness immediately…

If that happened, wouldn’t her journey to two hundred years ago have been completely in vain?

But was there truly no cure for her blood decline condition? She was still so young and had finally met someone she could spend her life with, but before they could enjoy their sweetness together, this terrible consequence had arrived instead. Xiaoxiao couldn’t help but laugh—the “Ten Injuries” fate was indeed domineering, not even sparing herself in the end.

Just then, she suddenly heard the sound of wooden fish being struck outside the courtyard wall.

She listened intently for a while and suddenly discovered that the little paper figures she had scattered around the courtyard were wiggling their bottoms and dancing gracefully to the sound of the wooden fish.

Xiaoxiao slowly got up and followed the wiggling paper figures outside the courtyard. By the riverside, not far from the Cui family courtyard, she once again saw that fortune-telling old monk.

The old monk’s appearance was unchanged—still wearing Buddhist prayer beads, leaning on a yin-yang eight trigrams flag, looking like someone who didn’t distinguish between Buddhism and Taoism.

Seeing Xiaoxiao come out, he smiled slightly: “Young lady, we meet again by fate. I wonder if the yin-yang mirror I gave you last time has been useful?”

That yin-yang mirror had been taken away by Wei Jie when he left. Thinking the old monk had come to reclaim the mirror, Xiaoxiao could only apologetically say: “The mirror isn’t with me, so I’m afraid I can’t return it to you, Master, for the time being.”

The old monk smiled: “It’s karmic connection with you two isn’t finished yet. When the time comes, it will naturally return.”

Xiaoxiao continued with clasped hands: “May I ask which immortal Master is?”

The old monk smiled and answered indirectly: “Young lady, have you comprehended what I told you last time?”

Xiaoxiao looked at him steadily and thought about what this old monk had said at the time.

Oh, he had said that she and Wei Jie’s sinful karma had blocked their path forward, and they should quickly comprehend that flowers in mirrors and moon in water are all empty illusions—then they would have immeasurable immortal destiny.

But at the time, these words had seemed absurd, so Xiaoxiao hadn’t taken them to heart. Neither she nor Wei Jie was a person who coveted immortal destiny. It would be best if they could cultivate and achieve positive results, but if they couldn’t, wandering the mortal world together wouldn’t be bad either.

But now she had just discovered that she had contracted blood decline from sacrificing for the demon clan. Wouldn’t their once-imagined companionship until white-haired old age soon become flowers in mirrors and moon in water—all empty illusions?

And if she died in front of Wei Jie, it would surely trigger his heart demons, causing him to repeat his past life’s mistakes and meet another bad end!

Thinking this, Xiaoxiao shook her head with a bitter smile: “Master, do you see any way to resolve this difficulty of mine?”

The master said firmly, “You are not a person of this life, so why must you bear this life’s tribulations? Perhaps only by returning to where you should return will things take a turn for the better…”

Xiaoxiao understood what he meant, but now that Dong Yuan had returned to the mortal world, and there was still the uncertain factor of Lord Can, how could she possibly abandon Wei Jie and leave?

However, the master’s words did open up her thoughts. This master’s origins truly aroused her curiosity. Since he knew so many heavenly secrets, how could he be an ordinary person?

Xiaoxiao looked at him steadily, then suddenly flashed a toothy smile and, mimicking a fortune teller’s tone while counting on her fingers, said: “I guess you come from heaven above, but with the world in such chaos, you didn’t appear early on, yet now you’re enlightening worldly people like this—you’re just a muddled immortal who can’t pretend to be confused.”

The old monk hadn’t expected this girl to guess that he was an immortal from heaven and still dare to tease him like this.

He couldn’t help but throw back his head and laugh heartily: “You girl, sharp-tongued and quick-witted, unable to tolerate even half a bit of confusion in your eyes. Perhaps when you become an immortal, you’ll understand that whether human or god, the most difficult thing is pretending to be confused… If one were more confused, where would there be so many obsessions that turn into demons in this world? Speaking of demons, Wei Jie is destined to experience the cliff fall and snake disaster, heavenly punishment and severed arm, slanderous accusations and false charges, the sorrow of losing his mother, phoenix valley burning, and blood blade against blood relatives—these six disasters. Unfortunately, you’ve helped him shoulder most of these tribulations, but this seventh tribulation is one he must experience himself—you can’t substitute for him!”

After saying this, he rummaged through the bamboo basket on his back—it contained many deity statues that the monk usually used for fortune telling.

He picked and chose, finally finding a crudely made Zhulong deity statue, then pried off the two protruding eyeballs from the statue and handed them to Xiaoxiao.

“When you want to find it rare to be confused, this might be able to help you…”

Xiaoxiao had just taken the deity statue’s eyeballs when the monk suddenly fell backward with a “plop,” falling into the water. When he struggled and floundered out of the shallow river again, he was calling out in panic: “Damn it, I… how did I fall into the water? This… where is this? Hey, this girl, why do you look familiar… Oh my, aren’t you the one who smashed my deity statue last time!”

Xiaoxiao sighed, knowing that the true god had already left the monk’s body.

After she again compensated the monk with silver and sent him away, she saw the Wei family’s hawks and falcons flying in from various places.

Xiaoxiao took the letter and opened it to read. It turned out to be a letter from Tang Youshu in Demon City.

The letter briefly described the current situation in Demon City. Wei Jie and Lady Fu were not getting along well and had now reached a tense standoff.

The cause was that the current Empress Dowager had dreams at night, dreaming that the Dong Yuan Divine Lord from heaven angrily rebuked that there were too many unruly people in the mortal world who actually listened to slander and defamed the deities above.

So he appeared in the Empress Dowager’s dream, telling her to build a temple for Divine Lord Dong Yuan at Fanshan Mountain, reshaping his golden body to correct the world’s perspective.

The Empress Dowager had always been superstitious about gods and Buddhas. Hearing this made her even more unsettled. After much consideration, she had the Emperor immediately handle this matter.

The Emperor was extremely filial. Upon hearing his mother’s words, he immediately allocated funds for large-scale construction, extensively renovating an existing temple at Fanshan Mountain, and deployed five hundred craftsmen to melt down gold bricks, preparing to cast a gleaming golden statue of Dong Yuan for worship inside.

The temple’s location faced Demon City directly, separated by only five hundred li.

Lady Fu now also knew that Dong Yuan was the true culprit behind the tragedy of Demon City back then—how could she endure this?

She immediately wanted to lead the clan members to destroy that temple. But Wei Jie blocked them, stating bluntly that this was an order from the mortal realm’s monarch. If Lady Fu left the city to destroy it, it would mean declaring war on the human world.

So the two disagreed and came to blows. Of course, Lady Fu was no match for Wei Jie and was immediately beaten to the ground by him.

But Lady Fu was, after all, the demon clan’s original leader. Seeing their city lord being bullied, those tamed water yakshas’ fierce and warlike nature was instantly aroused. Many clan members even shed their human appearance again, their skin becoming bumpy like toads, their faces becoming hideous.

But Wei Jie now clearly possessed the power of his previous life as a demonic dao lord, and for a moment, he intimidated the many defiant water yakshas, barely managing to keep them stable within the city.

Tang Youshu, as the water yakshas’ private tutor, still had some prestige. By earnestly explaining the reasoning and repeatedly saying “Lady Fu, please calm down,” he managed to resolve the situation.

But he felt that as Dong Yuan’s temple was completed, the relationship between the two sides would become increasingly tense. As a last resort, he urgently sought reinforcements, wanting to call Xiaoxiao, the demon clan saint, to intimidate the clan members.

When Xiaoxiao saw that Fan City was going to build a Dong Yuan temple, her heart immediately sank!

The reason Fan City was where Demon City was located was that this place was a gateway where yin and yang converged. How could the Empress Dowager have such a dream for no reason? And what conspiracy was hidden behind this Dong Yuan temple?

Thinking this, she wanted to set out immediately, but was worried that something might happen to the Cui family courtyard again.

Just then, Wei Jingfeng, who had just arrived, said to Xiaoxiao: “Sect Leader Cui, don’t worry about this place. With me watching over it, I absolutely won’t let anything happen to the Cui family couple. You should quickly go find A Jie and bring him back.”

Xiaoxiao gratefully clasped her hands and hurriedly rushed back to Fan City.

It was just that her blood decline condition seemed to have worsened considerably in just one short day.

When she tried to fly on her sword, she fell off the sword blade and couldn’t help coughing. When she slowly opened the hand covering her mouth, she found a handful of dark red blood in her palm…

Xiaoxiao took a deep breath, wiped the corners of her mouth clean, turned around to buy a horse in town, then rode toward Fan City.

But no matter how fast the horse’s pace, it couldn’t compare to the sword flying. By the time she reached Fan City, five days had already passed.

When she passed by the temple being constructed in full swing, she was shocked to see the face of the deity statue inside. The golden statue’s face had that same ambiguous smile, identical to Dong Yuan—both so inscrutable and profound, with eyes full of cold disdain for all living beings…
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Such a lifelike and enormous statue made all of Xiaoxiao’s hair stand on end.

She silently observed for a while before being shooed away by the guards.

Xiaoxiao said nothing more and continued forward on horseback. But after riding for a while longer, the surrounding scenery remained the same.

Demon City, which should have been reached shortly, was completely nowhere to be seen. Ahead lay nothing but thick fog.

Xiaoxiao had encountered this situation before—this was being trapped by ghost walls. She seemed to be confined by some kind of formation set by someone.

Just then, a clear voice spoke to her: “You’re in such a hurry to travel. Why don’t you join me for a cup of tea?”

This voice was very familiar. Xiaoxiao turned to look, and as the fog dispersed, she saw a grove of magnolia trees. The jade-like young master Qin Lingxiao was brewing and drinking tea at a tea table beneath the trees.

Xiaoxiao knew that the current Qin Lingxiao had been possessed by Dong Yuan, but this scene was the same as when she first encountered Dong Yuan.

Xiaoxiao warily held two talismans in her hands. Without dismounting, she coldly sneered: “What? Are you going to make me smell the fragrance of Paramita flowers again?”

Dong Yuan smiled warmly: “Just flower appreciation. These magnolia trees were Weifeng’s favorite in her previous life, and I cultivated them carefully in the divine realm. Moving their forms and fragrances to the mortal world wasn’t easy. Why must we discuss those scenery-spoiling old matters? Why not just sit down and drink a cup of tea?”

Xiaoxiao still refused to dismount: “Tea isn’t necessary. I need to travel, so please let me pass, Your Lordship.”

Dong Yuan smiled and waved his hand. Xiaoxiao’s horse immediately swayed and collapsed, looking as if it had gotten completely drunk.

Xiaoxiao nearly got crushed by the horse but managed to flip and jump down just in time.

But just as she jumped down, Dong Yuan was already standing beside her, very, very close, handing her a cup of tea: “Although the mortal world is boring, the earthy tea leaves are more robust than the clear ones in the Heavenly Court. Try the tea leaves I picked and see if they’re fragrant enough.”

Xiaoxiao now had blood decline syndrome, and her cultivation and spiritual power had decreased considerably. When confronting Dong Yuan now, this sense of inadequacy felt even more obvious.

She didn’t even know when Dong Yuan had moved to her side. If they came to blows, she alone would be no match for Dong Yuan…

She casually looked left and right: “Where are your lackeys? Just you alone?”

Dong Yuan smiled and said, “It’s rare for us to be alone together. How could I arrange for scenery-spoiling vulgar people to be nearby?”

Hearing such flirtatious elegance, Xiaoxiao couldn’t help but sneer mockingly again. Dong Yuan looked at her slightly pale lips and seemed to understand what she was experiencing.

While sipping the tea in his hand, he asked casually: “You should also know the drawbacks of being a demon clan saint by now, right? Although your bloodline awakened and your magical power is strong enough, you’re nothing more than nourishment to sustain the demon clan. But it doesn’t matter—as long as you’re willing, I’ll help you avoid dying from blood loss syndrome.”

Hearing this, Xiaoxiao looked up: “You have such a bodhisattva’s heart? I just wonder what price I’d need to pay for Your Lordship’s assistance?”

Dong Yuan looked at her slightly raised phoenix eyes and that seemingly docile but challenging gaze. No matter how he looked, he felt she was Weifeng.

He slowly drank the tea in his mouth, letting the bitter-sweet taste flow over his tongue, and said with a light laugh: “How can it be called a price? It’s just abandoning darkness for light. I’ll not only help you escape blood decline syndrome but even help you become an immortal and enjoy eternal bliss. However, you must leave Wei Jie and stay by my side.”

Such bold and direct words contained the most despicable implications, which Xiaoxiao naturally understood.

But her delicate eyebrows didn’t move, and she continued smiling as she probed: “Oh, what miraculous plan do you have? Let me hear it first.”

Dong Yuan smiled slightly: “Divine status can supplement fortune. Your blood decline syndrome can likewise be supplemented. You just need to find someone with abundant spiritual power and exchange bloodlines with you, then you can recover completely. If you don’t believe it, look at Lord Can—he’s a decrepit old man, but do you see any signs of decline in him?”

Xiaoxiao nodded in understanding, then tilted her head and asked: “You say I should stay by your side—does that mean you’re willing to exchange your bloodline with me to ensure my longevity?”

Dong Yuan’s smile didn’t diminish: “Finding someone with an abundant bloodline is easy. I can help you think of a way.”

Xiaoxiao laughed: “What way? Like when your divine status wasn’t enough, so you secretly deceived the Great Qi royal family’s fortune behind Heaven’s back? I’m truly puzzled—aren’t immortals supposed to preserve goodness in the world? How is it that when it comes to you, you’re so base that even street swindlers and rogues are better than you?”

Dong Yuan’s smile gradually faded as he said lightly: “Back then, the Great Qi Emperor voluntarily offered his fortune to demonstrate his devotion—no one coerced him. And whom have I ever harmed? Which of them wasn’t driven by greedy desires and brought it upon themselves? I’ve lived much longer than you and can see human baseness more clearly! Having become a god, I despise human inadequacies even more! As for the demon clan, they’re not tolerated by the Heavenly Court. Even if I killed them all, it would be acting on Heaven’s behalf, following the great vehicle path!”

Xiaoxiao was nearly laughing from anger. When Dong Yuan had set traps to deceive the foolish Great Qi Emperor, he had specifically chosen a place that blocked heavenly hearing, evading Heaven’s punishment.

Moreover, that foolish emperor was now dead—truly a case with no witnesses left alive.

As for the other bad deeds he’d done, each had a shield, or he used Lord Can, that running dog, to kill with borrowed knives.

This scoundrel was truly watertight when doing evil! Yet he relied on his status as the Heavenly Emperor’s son to become increasingly lawless.

Seeing Xiaoxiao’s sarcastic laughter, Dong Yuan also knew her thoughts: “You needn’t think me hypocritical and base. When the time comes, I’ll find some deeply sinful people to extend your life—this way, they’ll also accumulate merit. How about it? Besides me, this god, no one can save you like this. If you persist in your delusion, you’re destined for a dead end.”

Xiaoxiao said lightly, “Are you finished? Then can I leave now? After all, I’m a dying person—I’m not worth dirtying the divine hands of someone as pure and noble as you, this god.”

Seeing that Xiaoxiao still wouldn’t stay by his side, Dong Yuan stopped smiling entirely. He said slowly and flatly, “Weifeng, your eyes have been blinded by barriers in the red dust, and you’ve lost yourself. I can’t let you continue making mistakes.”

After saying this, he waved his large palm and pointed toward Xiaoxiao.

This time, he absolutely wouldn’t let Xiaoxiao return to that scoundrel Wei Jie’s side—he was determined to take her away.

Xiaoxiao was fully alert at this moment. When Dong Yuan’s expression slightly changed, she had already silently recited incantations, summoning water flow to separate herself from Dong Yuan.

After raising her water shield, she said coldly, “I’m not Weifeng, and I don’t need you to save me!”

Dong Yuan looked down on such minor tricks from the Talismonger Sect, speaking in a tone used to coax children: “You’re now lacking in qi and blood and can’t exert spiritual power at all. Do you think your resistance is useful? Be obedient—I’ll treat you well…”

After saying this, he struck the water shield with his palm, and it immediately turned into a puddle of water on the ground.

Xiaoxiao’s tricks were nothing more than a mantis trying to stop a chariot—in Dong Yuan’s eyes, they were all child’s play.

Xiaoxiao had no other options for the moment and could only retreat repeatedly, pale-faced, shaking her head: “Don’t come closer! I forbid you to approach me!”

When Dong Yuan took another step forward, Xiaoxiao was at her wits’ end and could only grit her teeth and try to raise another water shield.

Unfortunately, Dong Yuan had lost patience. He impatiently waved his palm to brush aside the water shield and prepared to pull Xiaoxiao into his embrace.

But just as he brushed aside this water shield, his expression suddenly changed. As if scalded, he retreated repeatedly. That water shield had suddenly sprouted sharp spikes, and his palm had been cut by the spikes.

This ordinarily wouldn’t have mattered, but in the instant Dong Yuan struck the water, he caught a whiff of an indescribable fishy snake smell.

He looked down at his suddenly blackened palm, his expression gloomy, and said coldly: “What ghostly trick did you pull?”

Xiaoxiao no longer showed her previous panicked appearance and smiled: “Wei Jie needs to experience seven bitter tribulations in the mortal world before he can return to his immortal status. You, this pampered divine son, can run around between heaven and earth—where’s the fairness in that? So I’m letting you taste the first tribulation Wei Jie endured. Let’s see if you, this immortal, can withstand the Po Hun Snake’s toxicity?”

The Po Hun Snake’s venom was the greeting gift Wei Jie had given Xiaoxiao when they first met. That snake’s poison had originally filled an entire water pouch.

Although Xiaoxiao had used some afterward, there was still some left. Just now, she had first shown weakness, luring Dong Yuan to shatter the water shield, but the second time, Xiaoxiao had added highly toxic ingredients to the water shield!

Cunning as Dong Yuan was, he had also fallen for Cui Xiaoxiao’s trick this time.

Dong Yuan was almost amused by the devious girl before him: “You think mere snake poison can subdue me?”

Xiaoxiao smiled as she held the talisman in her hand: “The feeling is mutual. Didn’t you also think that because I have blood decline syndrome and can’t mobilize true qi, you could treat me like a plaything and manipulate me at will?”

Saying this, Xiaoxiao flicked the fire talisman in her hand. Immediately, both her hands burst into roaring flames, and her body was surrounded by true fire.

At this moment, Xiaoxiao’s aura was fully unleashed, surrounded by fireballs, as she said coldly: “My master is a mediocre talent in cultivation, which is why he founded the Talismonger Sect. The Talismonger path was originally established for insufficient mediocrities—it doesn’t require super-strong spiritual power support. I may have lost spiritual power due to blood decline, but if you want to manipulate me, why don’t you compete with me in magic and see if my Talismonger path can exchange three to five rounds with you, this true god?”

After saying this, fireballs had already transformed into fire arrows under Xiaoxiao’s control, striking fiercely.

The current Xiaoxiao was no longer the outsider who had just mastered the Talismonger Sect. Since crossing back two hundred years, she had experienced several adventures and fought with the Ghost Sect. Her understanding of the talisman path even far exceeded her master, Tang Youshu.

She could now control water and fire, freely changing their shapes. This supreme realm of talismans meant becoming one with the elements of natural dao.

When those fire arrows sped toward Dong Yuan, they still emitted the fishy smell of Po Hun Snake poison.

Dong Yuan knew that if he struck these fire arrows, sparks would scatter everywhere. These were all poisonous fires—once contaminated, it would be terrible!

But when he flew to dodge, he unconsciously used true qi. The snake poison he’d been hit with earlier rapidly spread throughout his body, causing such pain that his handsome face contorted. He staggered and fell beside a magnolia tree.

This snake poison that could once make Wei Jie fall into demonic cultivation was no ordinary mortal snake poison. Although Dong Yuan was a true god, the body he currently occupied was Qin Lingxiao’s mortal flesh.

So the pain that mortals couldn’t endure was faithfully transmitted to Dong Yuan, hurting him so much that he couldn’t help rolling on the ground, no longer showing his lofty banished immortal appearance.

Dong Yuan was in such pain that he couldn’t help but have his primordial spirit leave his body. But at this time, there was no divine light from the Heavenly Mother to guide him back, and he couldn’t return to the Heavenly Court himself. He could only quickly assess the situation and attach himself to the horse Xiaoxiao had been riding.

Before he could adapt to the horse’s body, Xiaoxiao slapped a soul-controlling talisman on the horse’s long forehead.

Thus, the primordial spirit of the true god Dong Yuan was locked in the body of the horse Xiaoxiao had bought for thirty taels of silver.

Having just gotten onto the horse, Dong Yuan could only remain rigidly motionless.

At this time, Qin Lingxiao, whose original soul had returned to its place, was still rolling on the ground in pain.

His body had been occupied by Dong Yuan’s primordial spirit all along. Now that he had finally regained control, he felt bone-deep, marrow-penetrating pain.

Xiaoxiao had no antidote and could only throw him a heart-clearing pill given to her by the Wei family grandmother: “Take this pill and circulate your energy—it should temporarily suppress the toxicity.”

Qin Lingxiao was in such pain that his facial features had shifted. Gritting his teeth, he asked: “How… how could you treat me like this?”

Xiaoxiao innocently shrugged: “It was Dong Yuan who touched my poison shield with your palm. If you want to vent your anger, he’s in the horse’s body—I can lend you a whip to beat him. Besides, haven’t you always been dissatisfied with Wei Jie, wanting to compete with him? Now the opportunity for his snake poison demonization has fallen on you—you should make good use of it! Maybe you can achieve higher accomplishments than he!”

What kind of human words were these? But compared to Cui Xiaoxiao, Qin Lingxiao hated Dong Yuan more. So, although entangled by snake poison, after taking the heart-clearing pill and slightly resisting the heart demons, he manifested a qi sword and charged toward that horse.

But just as he was about to act, several Ghost Sect disciples suddenly leaped out, blocking Qin Lingxiao, while Lord Can emerged from the mist behind the magnolia grove.

Seeing another change, Qin Lingxiao’s true qi went awry, causing him such pain that his whole body convulsed. He immediately sat cross-legged without caring about anything else, circulating energy to force out the poison.

“Sect Leader Cui, we meet again.” Lord Can said with a smile.

Xiaoxiao hadn’t expected Lord Can to rush out at this critical moment, but thinking about it briefly, perhaps he had arrived early and had just been hiding, waiting to profit as the fisherman.

Thinking of the secret letter he had given her, Xiaoxiao took a step back and said frankly: “I still have matters to attend to, so I’ll take my leave.”

But Lord Can waved his hand, having several Ghost Sect disciples block Xiaoxiao’s path: “Sect Leader Cui is too hasty. If I can ascend to immortality today, that would be best, but if not, I might still need to use Sect Leader Cui to negotiate conditions with Wei Jie.”

Cui Xiaoxiao glanced at the several Ghost Sect disciples he had brought—each one reeking with a strong stench, they should all be Ghost Sect masters with all five poisons like Wan Lian Shi.

If she had to fight talismans against so many people simultaneously, she would be at a disadvantage.

Thinking this, Cui Xiaoxiao smiled and called out: “Very well, then I’ll respectfully comply and quietly watch how Lord Can achieves his long-cherished wish.”

At this time, Lord Can’s gaze was no longer looking toward Cui Xiaoxiao but was looking with slight pathology toward the motionless horse.

Inside this horse’s body was the immortal primordial spirit he had long coveted! As long as he could successfully kill the immortal, he could successfully occupy Dong Yuan’s divine status, thus escaping mortal flesh and becoming an eternally undying god!

Thinking this, he paced to the front of Qin Lingxiao, who was sitting cross-legged on the ground, fighting the snake poison.

At this moment, he was at a life-or-death juncture and couldn’t move at all.

Lord Can took out a small black sword from Qin Lingxiao’s bosom. This sword was covered with witchcraft curse patterns, and when the scabbard was drawn, the small sword grew with the wind.

This sword belonged to Dong Yuan, which was why it was on Qin Lingxiao’s person. This sword was the god-killing sword of the ancient great god Zhulong.

Only the Lord Can knew that in the original trajectory, Qin Lingxiao had used the god-killing sword he had been given to kill Wei Jie.

Now he would use this sword to kill Dong Yuan, then absorb his divine status and claim it as his own!

Ancestors of Great Qi above, the evil god who dared deceive my Xia family royal household will finally be killed by my own hands today!

Thinking this, Lord Can unhesitatingly raised the god-killing sword and chopped toward the horse’s head.

The moment the horse’s head was severed, a divine light shot up to the sky but was intercepted by a blood net that Ghost Sect disciples had prepared early on the side.

When that divine light had nowhere to escape, it could only contract within the net, watching Lord Can approach step by step with a pathological smile, putting on specially made blood gloves, firmly grasping that light orb in his hand, then swallowing it in one gulp.

After swallowing it, he impatiently waited for his body’s transformation—he would become Dong Yuan’s appearance, perfectly replacing his immortal position. Of course, everyone present would also not be allowed to remain…

He waited and waited, but his body showed no change. Lord Can couldn’t quite believe it, suspecting he had done something wrong in one of the steps.

Just then, the sun had risen high, casting down myriad rays of light.

The golden statue in the nearby temple was also bathed in sunlight. That statue’s pair of deep eyes seemed to have mirrors embedded in them, actually able to reflect sunlight, projecting it right toward this magnolia grove.

When Lord Can’s body was bathed in sunlight, his own hands suddenly grasped his neck uncontrollably, then squeezed hard with force.

Lord Can couldn’t breathe, his face turned the color of pig liver, and his eyeballs slightly protruded.

But even like this, his face still carried a trace of a smile as he said grimly: “A mortal occupying divine status to become immortal? You’re just as stupid as your ancestors, inheriting greed in an unbroken line. Accepting my assistance to survive, yet still plotting and betraying the god who showed you grace behind his back? This is humanity! Base goods not worthy of divine pity!”

As he spoke, those around heard a snapping sound. Lord Can’s neck had been broken by his own hands, and he collapsed to the ground.

Cui Xiaoxiao, watching this play of the mantis stalking the cicada while the oriole waits behind, couldn’t help but draw in a sharp breath.

She suddenly thought of how Lord Can had unshakably believed the description in those incomplete pages about how he could replace Wei Jie’s fate and become a god.

But in her previous life master’s description, this Lord Can had just mysteriously disappeared, and then people from the Xia royal family privately spread rumors that this imperial uncle had become a god.

But his ascension to heaven as a god—no one had personally witnessed it.

Now, hearing Lord Can’s words just now, she could even be certain that those incomplete pages had Dong Yuan’s handiwork in them.

This inherently treacherous deity had merely used a perfectly embellished myth to deceive Lord Can into serving him with complete devotion, becoming a mortal running dog to persecute his nemesis, Wei Jie!

Unfortunately, Lord Can had believed without doubt and had turned his attention to Dong Yuan, not realizing that Dong Yuan had already thought everything through thoroughly, even carefully selecting this meeting place with Xiaoxiao.

Just then, that golden light had quickly returned to the temple. Xiaoxiao’s scalp tingled as she shouted that this was bad!

Then, ignoring those Ghost Sect disciples, she grabbed Qin Lingxiao and ran for their lives.

Those Ghost Sect disciples were also stunned by the changes before them and didn’t know what to do for a moment.

Just as Xiaoxiao barely escaped the magnolia grove, a golden giant foot descended from the sky and trampled the people in the magnolia grove into mush.

Qin Lingxiao turned back to see the golden statue from the temple pursuing them as if it had come alive, then pushed Xiaoxiao forward: “You run quickly. Go to Demon City and you’ll be safe. I’ll cover your retreat!”

Such a reaction from Qin Lingxiao truly surprised Xiaoxiao greatly.

Qin Lingxiao had always been outwardly strong but inwardly weak, fleeing first when encountering trouble. How could he be so volunteering this time?

Qin Lingxiao endured his body’s severe pain and smiled bitterly: “When possessed by Dong Yuan, my consciousness also had a trace of clarity—I understand all the grudges from the previous life. It turns out I was just a chess piece used by that treacherous king and this deity… I know my abilities—I can’t withstand this snake poison at all. Either way, it’s just death, but before dying, I should at least make you think well of me once!”

Having known this former first sect leader of the Sword Sect for so long, Xiaoxiao finally saw in him what a great sect leader should look like. But since he was being so honorable in saying this, how could Xiaoxiao use him as a rear guard for her escape?

Among people of the martial world, gratitude is gratitude and grudges are grudges—each should be considered separately!

Thinking this, she took out displacement talismans and gave Qin Lingxiao two: “Stick these on your feet. This is a new talisman I made—it’s never worked well in previous trials, so we can only fight desperately this time.”

After sticking them on, Xiaoxiao held her breath and concentrated, closing her eyes to recite incantations.

The thunderous footsteps behind them grew closer and closer, but the two people with talismans attached remained motionless.

Qin Lingxiao became anxious and could only grit his teeth to force out a qi sword, preparing to fight that tall statue behind them.

But just as that golden giant foot descended over their heads again, two light shadows flashed past, and both people had completely disappeared.

This displacement talisman wasn’t used skillfully enough.

According to Xiaoxiao’s original plan, she wanted to move herself and Qin Lingxiao to Demon City. But when they finally appeared, they crashed into Demon City’s earthen wall with two loud bangs, then fell to the ground with a thud.

Qin Lingxiao, now entangled by snake poison and badly shaken by the crash, felt as if his whole body had fallen apart. Lying on the ground, he said to Xiaoxiao: “Xiaoxiao, please do me a favor and finish me with one sword stroke. I… can’t endure it anymore!”

Xiaoxiao saw dust rolling in the distance, as if that golden statue was moving toward them again. She could only grit her teeth and drag up Qin Lingxiao, pulling him into the city like dragging a dead dog.

Just then, Demon City’s gates opened wide, and Lady Fu led demon clan warriors out from inside to welcome the saint.

Xiaoxiao couldn’t spare time for many words at this moment and grabbed Lady Fu’s hand, asking: “Where is Wei Jie?”

Lady Fu pointed upward with her hand. They saw a long-haired man dressed in silver armor, like a divine lord, standing on the highest wall of Demon City, holding the Heaven’s Punishment sword. He seemed ready for battle, his face full of murderous intent as he looked at the dust speeding toward them in the distance.
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Xiaoxiao saw Wei Jie’s figure and prepared to call out loudly, but when the words reached her lips, she swallowed them back.

She knew her life wouldn’t last much longer. If she got too close to Wei Jie, he might discover her condition.

Actually, after that conversation with the fortune-telling old monk, Xiaoxiao had already made her decision: she would help Wei Jie pass through the final trial and successfully return to immortal status.

And when that time came, she would leave behind a letter simply saying that she missed life two hundred years later, bid him farewell, and use the Zhulong deity statue to return to two hundred years later.

Xiaoxiao had truly decided to go back, because she couldn’t die in front of Wei Jie now. Although Wei Jie would be angry not seeing her for a while, he would still have some hope in his heart. After all, more than two hundred years later, when she was born and grew up, he could see her again.

This was at least the hope of the living, better than watching her die.

And with two hundred years of time as a buffer, it could dilute longing and disperse deep feelings.

Even if by that time Wei Jie finally knew she had died early, he probably wouldn’t find it as hard to accept as he would now…

Thinking this, Xiaoxiao looked with reluctance at the figure on the high city wall, then turned to Lady Fu and said: “Haven’t you always wanted to seek revenge for the dead demon clan? Dong Yuan is the true culprit behind that year’s tragedy! Now his primordial spirit is within this golden statue. This is a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity—we must ensure that Dong Yuan’s soul departs for the western heaven here!”

Lady Fu had waited too long for these words! Hearing the saint give such orders, she was so excited her eyes nearly turned red. She loudly commanded the demon army to prepare for battle. The demon clan people, wearing their characteristic military helmets and armor, had already formed orderly ranks, just waiting for the golden statue to arrive so they could tear it to pieces.

But when the statue was still some distance from Demon City, it suddenly stopped. An axe suddenly appeared in its hands—under the sunlight, it gleamed brilliantly, radiating unusual light. One look showed it was a divine artifact from heaven!

This axe was the divine axe Dong Yuan had stolen from the fish pool in his mother’s palace.

When Dong Yuan realized his divine status was weakening, he had already thought of countermeasures.

First, he appeared in dreams to seduce and threaten the Empress Dowager, building a golden statue temple at Fanshan Mountain, then manifesting in golden form here to provoke conflict with the demon clan.

When the time came, he could legitimately split open the Underworld, release demons and monsters to contend with the demon clan, and when these evil demons finally suffered mutual destruction, he could smoothly conclude and reap the benefits.

By then, stories of Dong Yuan’s divine statue showing its power and pacifying the world’s demons would spread widely throughout the mortal realm.

Given humanity’s dullness, his temples would once again have flourishing incense, and the recovery of his divine status would be just around the corner!

Thinking this, Dong Yuan wasn’t anxious to personally attack Demon City. Instead, he waved the divine axe in his hand, preparing to chop toward the earth.

But just as the statue raised its axe high, a figure suddenly flew over, fiercely striking the statue’s arm, causing it to stagger and retreat several steps.

Dong Yuan looked closely—the newcomer was none other than Wei Jie.

At this moment, he had completely demonized, covered in thick scales like a cold war god, wielding the Heaven’s Punishment sword and continuously striking at one of the statue’s arms.

Dong Yuan secretly cursed in dismay. He knew Wei Jie wanted to sever the statue’s arm so it could no longer raise and swing the axe.

So he quickly manipulated the statue to swing the divine axe, striking fiercely at Wei Jie.

Xiaoxiao watched from the side, her heart clenched tight, because the statue’s attack was truly too fast—Wei Jie seemed unable to avoid it.

But Wei Jie’s cultivation seemed to have advanced considerably these past days, and his dodging speed was also faster.

Soon, the man and the statue were entangled in combat.

Xiaoxiao concentrated on watching their fight when she suddenly had an inspiration and asked Lady Fu, “Are there any combustible firewood in the city?”

Lady Fu immediately replied: “When building the city and firing clay bricks, we prepared a lot of firewood and grass!”

Xiaoxiao immediately ordered: “Distribute the firewood around the statue!”

Hearing the saint’s command, those demon warriors immediately acted. Soon, the firewood was distributed everywhere like bundles of autumn-harvested wheat.

At the same time, Xiaoxiao recited fire incantations, catalyzing true fire to ignite this firewood. It was currently autumn, with dried grass covering the earth everywhere. The fire quickly spread, surrounding the statue.

Tang Youshu also silently recited incantations, helping his disciple by intensifying the flames.

The statue was cast from gold. Although pure gold fears no fire, when encountering true fire catalyzed by fire spells, it would reach abnormally high temperatures and melt. So Xiaoxiao wanted to use true fire to assist Wei Jie and make Dong Yuan retreat in the face of difficulty!

Xiaoxiao’s idea was good. When the golden statue’s large golden feet stepped on the red-hot earth, there were immediately signs of melting.

This also made the golden statue’s steps unsteady, no longer so agile.

But just then, lightning suddenly flashed and thunder roared across the sky, instantly bringing down torrential rain that quickly extinguished the fires covering the ground.

Xiaoxiao was greatly alarmed: This rain was too unusual! It was pouring specifically around the golden statue, escorting and protecting Dong Yuan!

She suddenly looked up at the sky and saw that a dark cloud in the heavens was a woman’s face. At this moment, that large face was coldly gazing down at the ground, as if constantly watching over Dong Yuan.

Which true god from heaven was this again?

Xiaoxiao was extremely indignant. Regardless of everything else, she suddenly gestured with her hand in an archery pose while silently reciting incantations, condensing fire. After forming a fire arrow, it sped toward that large face!

This arrow was like a reverse meteor, piercing and scattering the thick cloud layer in one strike.

But soon the clouds gathered again, gloomily looking down at Cui Xiaoxiao, who dared offend a god.

Suddenly, a voice exploded beside Xiaoxiao’s ear: “You are Cui Xiaoxiao? Your audacity is too great. Do you know who I am, yet dare to offend me so?”

This voice was very strange, as if only Xiaoxiao could hear it, while the other people around her showed no reaction.

Xiaoxiao sneered: “Who else would so carefully protect an evil god like Dong Yuan? Could you be his mother, the Heavenly Mother Saint, helping her son come to create havoc?”

The voice beside her ear paused, then said coldly: “Your previous incarnation should be Weifeng. Do you know that without me, a demon like Weifeng couldn’t possibly ascend to immortality? How dare you be so rude to me!”

Now Xiaoxiao was even more certain of her identity: “Bah! I’m not Weifeng! Even if I were, what I owed you should have been repaid clean when I took Dong Yuan’s place in receiving heavenly punishment. As the Heavenly Mother, you indulge your son in bringing disaster to the mortal world and doing despicable things! If you mother and son were honorable and upright, why not send heavenly soldiers and generals down to earth? Instead, you manipulate ghosts and spirits, doing these underhanded things? What bullshit Heavenly Mother—you’re inferior to even village girls in the mortal world, just a foolish woman who spoils her child!”

The Heavenly Mother was surrounded by stars in the Heavenly Court—when had she ever heard such face-to-face, poisonous scolding?

For a moment, that large face was so angry it became slightly distorted.

It turned out the Heavenly Mother Saint had gone into seclusion to hide her activities, then sent her primordial spirit down to the mortal world to find her son, Dong Yuan.

She wasn’t here to assist Dong Yuan, but was afraid he might impulsively cause some tremendous disaster that would be difficult to clean up in the mortal world.

But unexpectedly, as soon as she descended to the mortal world, she saw Dong Yuan’s possessed statue being burned and hopping around in distress.

So Rong Yao quickly brought down torrential rain to extinguish the fire, not expecting to be discovered by this girl, Cui Xiaoxiao, who then spoke sarcastically!

Rong Yao felt annoyed and didn’t deign to argue with a mortal girl. She sent down holy light from heaven, wanting to guide Dong Yuan back to the Heavenly Court.

But at this moment, Dong Yuan was already furious from being beaten by Wei Jie, especially when he saw Xiaoxiao constantly helping Wei Jie—his heart filled with jealousy and hatred.

Now that he had arranged everything carefully, how could he fall short at the final step? Thinking this, he completely ignored the welcoming holy light his mother sent down and instead forcefully shook off Wei Jie and the demon warriors who had surrounded him.

He raised the divine axe in his hand again and chopped toward the earth.

Just then, Xiaoxiao didn’t know if it was her imagination, but she felt that in that brief moment, Wei Jie seemed to look deeply in her direction, then, without hesitation, he resolutely went toward the direction where the divine axe was chopping.

Everyone stared dumbfounded as Wei Jie, like a high monk preparing for nirvana, suddenly sat cross-legged, then calmly closed his eyes, accepting Dong Yuan’s full-strength axe blow…

At that moment, Xiaoxiao’s entire body turned cold. She used all her strength to shout: “Wei Jie! Get away!”

Perhaps her desperation triggered the demon clan saint’s bloodline—she soared into the air again, golden wings sprouting from her back, preparing to help Wei Jie block this fatal axe blow.

Unfortunately, everything was too late. Dong Yuan’s axe struck straight toward Wei Jie’s crown, seemingly splitting Wei Jie in half in an instant.

Xiaoxiao watched the scene before her, screaming hoarsely, flying toward the golden statue. The spiritual power she released instantly formed a shield, immediately sending the golden figure flying.

But when Xiaoxiao quickly rushed over, myriad golden lights suddenly burst from the deep pit carved by the axe. Those golden lights gradually gathered like countless golden swords, piercing straight through the golden statue that had just gotten up.

The golden statue tried to dodge but couldn’t avoid them!

In an instant, blood flowed from the golden statue’s body. The statue seemed unable to believe its bleeding golden form, then fell to its knees with a thud. Dong Yuan’s voice seemed to choke: “How… how is this possible? He’s human! Humans can’t defeat… gods… this is impossible! Mother… save me!”

When saying the last sentence, Dong Yuan’s statue struggled to raise one hand toward the sky, trying to catch the welcoming holy light cast down from above.

But just as the large palm was about to touch it, the golden statue completely collapsed on the ground. With sounds of cracking, the statue shattered into fragments of gold in a pool of blood.

At this time, Rong Yao, watching the battle from heaven, seemed not to have anticipated this sudden change. Just when Dong Yuan seemed on the verge of victory, his primordial spirit was shattered without warning.

She urgently sent down holy light, wanting to bring Dong Yuan back to the Heavenly Court, but unfortunately fell short of success, watching Dong Yuan’s divine destruction right before her eyes!

The so-called mother-child connection—in that instant, Rong Yao sensed Dong Yuan’s primordial spirit dissipating, completely vanishing without a trace!

At that moment, Rong Yao was truly shocked and furious, grief welling up from within. She shouted in the heavens: “Yuan’er!”

Immediately after, the winds and clouds changed, thunder and lightning roared. The Heavenly Mother Saint’s angry voice echoed across the sky: “You audacious mortals who dare to kill gods! Heaven’s way is clear—it will never spare you!”

While speaking, the Heavenly Mother had already waved her hand to summon heavenly punishment.

Unfortunately, even the supreme deity forgot the great taboo when the divine essence leaves the body, never becoming extremely angry or sorrowful.

Although Rong Yao waved her hand, she didn’t summon a single dark cloud. With a painful low roar, the divine seal on her forehead began bleeding—this was a sign of divine status cracking.

The sky suddenly began raining again, but this rain was red. Then that cloud-face seemed unable to bear it and gradually became blurred.

At this time, not far from Demon City, an old monk carrying an eight-trigrams flag was craning his neck to look at the sky, silently reciting: “Immeasurable Celestial Worthy… The Heavenly Mother’s divine status is severely damaged. The heavenly lady must also descend to earth to experience tribulation! Having been an immortal too long, without being human once, how can one know human suffering…”

Saying this, he raised his hand and lightly waved. A bright light flew out, landing precisely in the cloth pouch Xiaoxiao was carrying.

But Xiaoxiao paid no attention to any of this. At this moment, she was like someone gone mad, jumping into the large pit where Wei Jie had been struck by the divine axe. In the blurred, bloody mud, she waved both hands, her fingers digging forcefully.

But just now, when she sprouted wings and led the demon army, she had again consumed what little spiritual blood remained. Now emotionally agitated, she felt her throat turn fishy, and the next moment, blood gushed out.

Perhaps Wei Jie’s soul sensed Xiaoxiao’s pain at this moment—a warm current surged from underground, surrounding Xiaoxiao’s entire body. Her physical pain seemed to ease considerably, but the dull ache in her heart didn’t diminish one bit.

Just then, she heard a familiar voice from the edge of the large pit: “One thought becomes demon, one thought becomes Buddha… He sacrificed his life for righteousness, using his flesh and blood to spare the mortal world a great calamity!”

Xiaoxiao numbly looked up. When she saw the old monk standing at the pit’s edge, she suddenly climbed up with all her strength, rushing straight at him, grabbing his tattered monk’s robe: “Wei Jie isn’t dead, right? Where is he? Tell me! Speak quickly!”

That old monk remained unmoved, only saying gently, “Young lady, you’ve stayed here too long and forgotten who you originally were. It’s just a millet dream—wake up and all will be well. What happens in dreams, how can it be real?”

After saying this, he waved his whisk. The Zhulong deity statue with hollow eyes in Tang Youshu’s basket once again soared into the air, quickly gathering with the two statue eyeballs that floated out from Xiaoxiao’s cloth pouch, once again emitting dazzling light.

Xiaoxiao wanted to say something more, but her body was suddenly lifted upward. The next moment, her vision swirled with silver rivers and starry seas, and she gradually lost consciousness…

She didn’t know how much time passed, but Xiaoxiao felt someone calling loudly beside her ear: “Sect Leader, Sect Leader, Sect Leader, wake up!”

Xiaoxiao sat up abruptly, and the three sect members who had been looking down at her were startled and all sat back.

Second Senior Sister Jiang Nanmu was the first to recover, saying with great joy: “Sect Leader, you’re finally awake! We searched for you for so long, afraid something had happened to you!”

Xiaoxiao looked blankly at the three sect members—they weren’t in the feng shui mirror, but had truly appeared before her eyes.

Could it be… they had also traveled back more than two hundred years?

But Xiaoxiao couldn’t care about such things. She just looked around blankly, calling out: “Wei Jie… where is Wei Jie?”

Ji Wuqi seemed unable to stand it anymore and shouted harshly: “Hey, Cui Xiaoxiao, are you confused from sleep? Why are you calling out that demon’s name for no reason? He’s been dead two hundred years—where would you find him…”

Ji Wuqi didn’t finish his words because Xiaoxiao’s gaze as she slowly turned toward him was too murderous and intimidating, making all the words he hadn’t spoken stick in his throat.

What was happening? They’d only been apart for one day—how had this female fraud’s aura suddenly become so strong? Looking at the junior sister he used to look down on, he didn’t dare speak loudly to her anymore.

“You… what did you say? Wei Jie is already dead… two hundred years… what’s the current era name? And where am I?”

Little Junior Brother A’Yi couldn’t stand seeing their sect leader junior sister acting so strangely: “What’s wrong? Junior Sister, we’re at Qilao Mountain! You fought a great battle with the Palace Master of Liangyi Palace, then there was a flash of spiritual light, and you disappeared. We searched the entire mountain front and back before finding you! How did you forget everything?”

“No, no, I can’t just come back like this. If I came back, what would happen to Wei Jie… The statue, where is that Zhulong deity statue!”

Xiaoxiao quickly got up, searching around in confusion. Soon, she found the fallen statue on a nearby bare hillside.

But this statue seemed to have been split in two from the middle, completely unrepairable, just like when it was split by the divine axe…

No! Xiaoxiao suddenly stood up, looking around in confusion at the bare Qilao Mountain.

Because she had traveled back in time, Qilao Mountain had never been conquered, much less burned to this bare state.

How could it be that she had traveled back, but Qilao Mountain was still barren of grass?

When Xiaoxiao urgently inquired, Jiang Nanmu exchanged a very worried glance with Senior Brother Ji Wuqi and said carefully, “Junior Sister, did you forget? I told you about Qilao Mountain’s history before. This place once fought against the gods and was burned by heavenly fire until no grass grew. It’s been more than two hundred years without a blade of grass!”

How was this possible? At least before she traveled back, Qilao Mountain had always been lush and green! Thinking this, she turned to look at that harsh-voiced senior brother. He hadn’t trimmed his beard and become refined as shown in the yin-yang mirror the second time—he was still the same as before, scruffy and very crude.

“Senior Brother, didn’t Master teach you to be polite? Our Talismonger Sect doesn’t accept rude people!”

Ji Wuqi was now convinced junior sister was suffering from delusions, so he spoke with slightly more restraint: “Are you confused from your fall? When did Master ever say such things? I’ve always been like this—it’s not like you’re meeting me for the first time!”

Xiaoxiao staggered slightly, looking blankly at the bare mountain and the broken stone tablets scattered everywhere.

She had gone two hundred years ago and wandered around for a while—how could it have no effect two hundred years later? Could it be… she had just had a long and magnificent millet dream as that old monk said?

She reached out to feel her pulse—very good, strong pulse, vigorous blood flow, no blood decline symptoms at all.

This… how was this possible? Had she just had a big dream, or was she still dreaming now?

Thinking this, she suddenly raised her hand, producing a ball of fire in her palm. The flame was steady, and with Xiaoxiao’s finger snap, it easily split in two again.

The three sect members were once again dumbfounded. Jiang Nanmu said blankly: “Sect Leader Junior Sister, when did you learn fire control techniques?”

Cui Xiaoxiao had only mastered water techniques—how could she control fire without talismans after just one day?

When Xiaoxiao used fire techniques, her heart settled somewhat. Her spiritual power was deep and thick; her inner core was safely in her dantian—this was not her shallow foundation from before traveling!

And the clothes she was wearing… were the garments Wei Jie had personally bought for her more than two hundred years ago!

Her encounter with Wei Jie was not just a big dream!

But after the statue transported her back, what exactly had happened? Wei Jie… had he died?

Thinking this, Xiaoxiao forced herself to calm down to slowly find clues.

She asked about their master, little fox Yu Ling’er, the demon clan of Demon City, and even the Dong Yuan Divine Lord from heaven.

But the three sect members’ eyes grew wider and wider as they blankly told Cui Xiaoxiao that Yu Ling’er should be their master’s fellow disciple, but reportedly died early—they had never seen her. As for their master, they had personally buried him and patted down the grave. As for Demon City, Dong Yuan, and such, they had glimpsed them in mythology books, but had never heard any special legends about them!

Somehow, only Xiaoxiao’s body had experienced the trials of two hundred years, but all the earth-shaking things she and Wei Jie had done did not affect the present two hundred years later, leaving no trace like a boat passing through water!

Xiaoxiao felt her head aching from thinking. Just then, her beloved dog Ji Xiang came over and licked the back of her hand.

Xiaoxiao slowly crouched down, reaching out to hug the old dog she hadn’t seen in so long. But when her gaze met Ji Xiang’s, she always felt something was wrong.

Why did she feel Ji Xiang seemed to have changed? This mouth… was too big.

But in that instant, scenes of Ji Xiang accompanying her from small to large flashed through her mind. Its mouth had indeed gotten bigger and bigger as it aged—it had always been like this…

But the old dog soon wagged its tail and ran away, probably seeing she was fine and running off to find food.

Xiaoxiao decided to go to the Sword Sect to find Qin Lingxiao. Perhaps finding him would help her understand what had happened.

The Sword Sect wasn’t far—she could fly there on her sword.

When Xiaoxiao lightly jumped onto her sword, the remaining three sect members were once again dumbfounded: “Cui Xiaoxiao… you can even fly on swords now!”

You must know this was a skill their master couldn’t master until his death—how could Cui Xiaoxiao learn it?

When they said they couldn’t keep up with Xiaoxiao, she didn’t look back: “You go back to Lingshan and wait for me. I’ll be back soon!”

After saying this, she flew away on her sword, disappearing in the blink of an eye.

The Sword Sect wasn’t far. Her junior sister had pointed it out to Cui Xiaoxiao on a map before.

When she gracefully landed in front of the Sword Sect’s mountain gate, the Sword Sect disciples were all stunned.

They had just seen this Talismonger Sect leader two days ago.

Although she knew some talisman techniques, they had never seen her capable of sword flight!

Cui Xiaoxiao didn’t waste words and directly asked: “Where is your sect leader Qin Lingxiao?”

Those Sword Sect disciples still had their unchanging bad habits: “You minor unorthodox sect leader, how dare you directly call our sect leader’s name… Ow!”

Cui Xiaoxiao had no patience to listen to their endless chatter now. She simply waved her sleeve, shaking away the Sword Sect disciples blocking the mountain gate, and leaped up in one bound.
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Those Sword Sect disciples had never expected that the unorthodox woman they used to look down upon could have such greatly increased power in just one day.

After being stunned, watching Cui Xiaoxiao’s graceful retreating figure, they finally came to their senses and hurriedly chased after her.

Xiaoxiao charged straight toward the main hall of Jiuxuan Sword Sect. When she kicked open a tightly closed door, she finally saw Qin Lingxiao sitting cross-legged in meditation.

He no longer had the youthful appearance of more than two hundred years ago. His features showed the maturity of someone in his thirties, though his eyes seemed somewhat scattered, as if he had just awakened from a great dream and couldn’t quite connect with reality.

Xiaoxiao didn’t care about that. She strode over, grabbed Qin Lingxiao’s collar, and asked him word by word: “What exactly happened to Wei Jie?”

Qin Lingxiao stared at her blankly, as if his mind hadn’t turned around yet, only saying dazedly: “You… came back too?”

It seemed the Qin Lingxiao before her was like herself—his original soul had finally returned to his body.

Although he had been poisoned by snake venom two hundred years ago, he had traveled in soul form, so his current body should still be fine.

When Qin Lingxiao finally stabilized his soul, he said with difficulty, “You and I were both there and saw everything. Wei Jie… was already split by Dong Yuan…”

“Shut up! He wouldn’t die like that!” Xiaoxiao couldn’t listen anymore, and tears suddenly poured out.

Had he gone mad? To die so tragically, then somehow defeat Dong Yuan using some unknown method. She hadn’t even had a proper farewell with him…

Although she had returned two hundred years later, Xiaoxiao suddenly felt her heart was empty, and for a moment, she felt no interest in living.

Qin Lingxiao waved his hand to dismiss the disciples who had rushed into the hall, then ordered someone to brew warm tea for Cui Xiaoxiao. He brought the teacup to Xiaoxiao: “I once heard that in ancient times, there were deities who sacrificed themselves for the people, transforming into Buddha light to resolve human suffering. Perhaps Wei Jie was the same…”

These words couldn’t comfort Xiaoxiao. She slowly turned her gaze and glared at Qin Lingxiao, as if she might pull out all his hair the next moment and make him instantly achieve Buddhahood.

Qin Lingxiao took a deep breath, thinking about how to continue consoling Xiaoxiao.

Compared to Cui Xiaoxiao, Qin Lingxiao himself was quite happy inside. Life two hundred years ago had been too miserable—such a tragic youth should have cast shadows over his entire life.

But unexpectedly, after traveling back, everything was the same!

He was still the lofty sect leader of the world’s number one Sword Sect, with countless disciples under him, enjoying unlimited honor. And Xiaoxiao had become a widow waiting at the gate, now alone.

She was currently heartbroken and sad, which was inevitable, but life must go on. Food must be eaten, water must be drunk, and after grief, she would still need to find another man.

In this world now, was there anyone more suitable for Xiaoxiao than him?

After being beaten down two hundred years ago, Sect Leader Qin suddenly felt he was capable again, inevitably using gentle words to comfort Cui Xiaoxiao.

Just then, the hall door was kicked open again. The Palace Master of Liangyi Palace, Ling Zhishan, stormed in angrily. Seeing Qin Lingxiao and Xiaoxiao sitting very close together in an intimate manner, she immediately shrieked: “Shameless woman! How dare you seduce someone else’s husband!”

After saying this, she charged forward aggressively, preparing to attack Cui Xiaoxiao.

How could Qin Lingxiao allow this? He immediately blocked her and said coldly, “What nonsense are you talking about? Who is your husband?”

Ling Zhishan’s eyes immediately reddened as she glared: “Have you forgotten? We just got engaged, and you promised to marry me in ten days!”

Ah? Qin Lingxiao was immediately stunned. Since traveling back, his mind had been confused. He always felt things hadn’t changed, but some things seemed to have changed somewhat.

Like the engagement Ling Zhishan mentioned—in his original memory, this was something that had never happened, but now, hearing Ling Zhishan say this, he vaguely felt like he had gotten engaged to Ling Zhishan!

But when had this happened? It felt like a marriage had fallen from heaven…

Ling Zhishan didn’t care about that. Ever since that day when she fought with Cui Xiaoxiao and Xiaoxiao vanished into thin air.

When she returned to the Sword Sect, she discovered that Qin Lingxiao had fallen into a coma, sitting in meditation, and couldn’t be awakened no matter what.

Today, he finally woke up, yet he was mingling with Cui Xiaoxiao again. For daring to seduce her fiancé, she absolutely couldn’t forgive Cui Xiaoxiao!

But when she charged toward Cui Xiaoxiao again, Xiaoxiao suddenly felt nauseous and vomited sour water all over Ling Zhishan.

Ling Zhishan had guarded against everything except Cui Xiaoxiao using such a lowdown tactic against her. For a moment, she was so angry that she cursed on the spot.

When she tried to approach again, Cui Xiaoxiao started vomiting again, frightening the somewhat germaphobic Ling Zhishan so she didn’t dare get close.

When Qin Lingxiao was possessed by Dong Yuan, he knew Cui Xiaoxiao had blood decline syndrome. Seeing her vomit so severely, he immediately thought she might be having another episode. He quickly walked over to give Xiaoxiao tea to rinse her mouth, then helped check her pulse.

But this pulse check didn’t matter—Qin Lingxiao’s eyes grew wider and wider as he stared blankly at Xiaoxiao.

Xiaoxiao had checked her pulse before and felt it was stable, with no blood decline symptoms. After confirming that Wei Jie was truly gone, she had lost all interest in living and didn’t much care about her own life or death.

She was even thinking that if she left, would she meet Wei Jie again beside the Paramita flowers on the banks of the River of Forgetfulness?

So when Qin Lingxiao’s expression became so dazed and serious, she was too lazy to ask.

Qin Lingxiao desperately suppressed the sour water rising from his heart and carefully asked Xiaoxiao: “Do you know that you’re already one month pregnant?”

For a moment, the hall was completely silent. Xiaoxiao couldn’t believe it as she pressed her pulse. When she concentrated on feeling it, she discovered that wrapped within her pulse was a faint slippery pulse pattern. She was carrying Wei Jie’s flesh and blood!

The hall again exploded with Ling Zhishan’s shrieking curses: “You actually got her pregnant, and it’s been a whole month, yet you still got engaged to me?”

In her fury, the Palace Master of Liangyi Palace wanted to tear apart this heartless playboy from the Jiuxuan Sword Sect.

Qin Lingxiao couldn’t explain anything clearly. When he finally couldn’t stand it anymore and reached out to restrain the hysterical Ling Zhishan, he turned back to look—Cui Xiaoxiao had somehow already disappeared without a trace.

Heaven always played such tricks on people. Just when Xiaoxiao was in complete despair, it gave her a reason she couldn’t help but continue being strong.

She was carrying Wei Jie’s flesh and blood!

Although this child was unfortunate, destined to be like her—an orphaned child who would lose their father before even being born—this was the only precious thing Wei Jie had left for her. She was determined to let this child be born healthy.

So after leaving the Sword Sect, she returned to Lingshan Mountain.

When Xiaoxiao stepped onto Lingshan Mountain, the round stone like a laughing Buddha at the mountain gate remained the same, still bearing the curved smiling face that Yu Ling’er had carved.

Cui Xiaoxiao suddenly wondered if Yu Ling’er might still be in the Eternal Valley.

So she first went to the back mountain, but after searching two full circles, she couldn’t find the entrance. With no choice, she could only return to the front mountain.

Since the blood decline syndrome, she had hardly eaten any food. She was still immersed in sadness and still couldn’t eat.

But the little flesh and blood in her belly couldn’t be wronged, so Xiaoxiao had her senior brothers prepare meals, casually tossing them an ingot of silver and telling them to go down the mountain to buy rice and meat.

Senior Brother said huffily: “Our money-dissolving curse hasn’t been lifted yet—how can we buy rice and cook?”

While speaking, he unconsciously caught the silver ingot Xiaoxiao threw over. Unexpectedly, this silver didn’t turn to smoke and dust but stayed firmly in his hand.

Now, Second Senior Sister and Little Junior Brother all rushed over, each reaching out to touch the silver. The silver still didn’t scatter—their money-dissolving curse had somehow mysteriously disappeared!

Could it be that Master’s curse had finally reached its time limit? For a moment, the fellow disciples were overjoyed and went down the mountain together to shop.

This left only Xiaoxiao alone in a daze: Master Tang Youshu had also soul-traveled to two hundred years ago, but his body had indeed died of old age. He probably couldn’t return. So the curse on the fellow disciples probably wasn’t lifted by the Master—could this money-dissolving curse really have a time limit and naturally dissolve when the time came?

Soon, the fellow disciples returned with their shopping complete—pork, duck, chicken eggs, and various grains and oils, everything they needed.

Unfortunately, their cooking skills hadn’t improved at all. Xiaoxiao already had a poor appetite, and eating the tough pork and flavorless stewed vegetables made her even less willing to eat. She forced herself to drink a bowl of porridge, then continued back to the rear mountain to search.

No matter how she searched, she still couldn’t find that secret realm entrance. Perhaps after Wei Jie’s death, Tang Youshu hadn’t found any way to cure the little fox either, and they… had also departed together…

Everything she experienced two hundred years ago seemed unable to connect when she returned two hundred years later. Now with the flesh and blood in her belly unstable, she didn’t dare to exert herself too much.

But once the pregnancy stabilized, she would seek out the Wei family and the Demon City clan members carefully. From their mouths, she could learn clearly about the aftermath of those events.

But recuperating during pregnancy on Lingshan Mountain was too difficult! The three fellow disciples’ cooking was truly terrible, each one worse than the last.

Xiaoxiao really couldn’t stand it anymore and asked Second Senior Sister to go to the tavern down the mountain to buy ready-made meals for her.

Senior Brother Ji Wuqi heard this and inevitably made some cold, sarcastic remarks about being delicate and hard to care for. Unfortunately, before he could finish speaking this time.

Xiaoxiao flicked her sleeve and hung him on the tallest tree in front of the courtyard.

Cui Xiaoxiao had been a master to their grand-master and a grand-master to their master two hundred years ago, creating both the Talismonger Sect and Huanxi Sect.

She was no longer the soft pushover who had just taken over the sect and was somewhat clueless.

She coldly told Ji Wuqi, who was hanging in the tree branches and crying loudly: “As a Talismonger Sect disciple, you show no respect to your sect leader. If that’s the case, you can abandon the mountain gate yourself and seek elsewhere—I absolutely won’t stop you! But if you still want to improve your skills in the Talismonger Sect, then reflect properly and think about how many disrespectful sins your mouth has committed!”

After saying this, she sent an immobilization talisman flying over. Ji Wuqi immediately became stiff and rigid, hanging in the branches, swaying, trembling in the wind with his mouth wide open and unable to close, quietly drinking cold wind all night.

The next day, with the sect leader’s permission, Ji Wuqi was rescued by Little Junior Brother using a ladder.

After this, Ji Wuqi first angrily wanted to pack and leave the mountain, but halfway through packing, he cried pitifully while hugging Little Junior Brother.

Finally, he showed some proper measure and respect that a sect leader attendant should have in front of Cui Xiaoxiao.

There was no choice—Cui Xiaoxiao seemed to have opened her spiritual apertures, and her abilities had grown frighteningly. When the Palace Master of Liangyi Palace brought her disciples to cause trouble.

Cui Xiaoxiao casually tore some paper figures and turned beans into soldiers. The Palace Master of Liangyi Palace’s hair was completely pulled apart by the little paper figures.

When the Liangyi Palace people fled in embarrassment, the three fellow disciples were also completely convinced by this sect leader’s junior sister.

During this period, Qin Lingxiao used the excuse of apologizing for Ling Zhishan and came to seek an audience several times, but was blocked by the barrier Cui Xiaoxiao had set up.

Xiaoxiao didn’t want to see anyone. She locked herself in her bedroom all day. When she closed her eyes and lay on the bed, her mind constantly swirled with many memories from two hundred years of intertwined past.

Although everything seemed unchanged when she returned, careful as Cui Xiaoxiao was, once she suppressed her sadness and noticed various oddities, such as many old scars suddenly missing from her body.

These old scars were left when Xiaoxiao wandered the streets with her adoptive father as a child, getting beaten when their con games were discovered. She could tell stories about almost everyone.

But when Xiaoxiao forced herself to bathe, she suddenly discovered that some places that should have had scars were smooth and tender, without any trace of scarring.

Xiaoxiao was extremely puzzled and even found a large mirror to look—the injuries on her back were also gone…

She still remembered that when she was intimate with Wei Jie, he had asked about these injuries. She had joked then that trees have growth rings, and her body should also have some marks of growth…

She still remembered how the man’s thick eyebrows had furrowed then, and he had silently kissed each scar one by one…

But now these scars had disappeared along with Wei Jie, just like her confused mind, where new and old memories mixed, making her uncertain whether those memories of being beaten in the past were real.

In the blink of an eye, the flesh and blood in Xiaoxiao’s belly had grown to four months, and she would soon start showing. But the child in her belly seemed to take after her, being extremely finicky and increasingly picky about food. Even the food Jiang Nanmu bought from the town tavern didn’t suit the child’s taste.

But she couldn’t trouble her fellow disciples too much. At worst, she would eat more of what tasted good and less of what didn’t.

This day, Second Senior Sister again brought a full tray of food, earnestly urging Xiaoxiao to eat more: “This was made by the new cook on the mountain. See if it suits your taste?”

It seemed Second Senior Sister, seeing that Xiaoxiao couldn’t eat, had gone to great trouble and hired a cook for the mountain.

Xiaoxiao still had no appetite, and being pregnant, she was very lazy. She smiled reluctantly to thank Second Senior Sister and told her to just put the tray on the table in the room.

After the Second Senior Sister left, Xiaoxiao wanted to continue lying with her eyes closed in confusion, but the aroma of the food was fragrant.

She rarely had an appetite, so she got up to eat some. There was no choice—she didn’t need food, but the child in her belly couldn’t live on spiritual energy alone!

Today’s dishes were very much to her liking. The sweet and sour pork glistened with oil, and the glazed shrimp balls looked crispy on the outside.

Xiaoxiao was truly enticed by the aroma and picked up chopsticks and a bowl, putting a piece of pork in her mouth.

This dish looked ordinary but was hardest to make well, especially achieving that perfect texture of crispy outside and tender inside with just the right sweet and sour balance—it was very difficult to control precisely.

But today’s dish was made to perfection. With just one bite, the tender meat juices inside began flowing out.

Xiaoxiao quietly chewed, then put another piece in her mouth, followed by a shrimp ball.

After tasting three or four dishes on the tray, she suddenly stood up and rushed toward the kitchen in her slippers.

In the Talismonger Sect’s small kitchen, Jiang Nanmu was talking with the new cook when she saw the sect leader with her long hair loose, having run out of her slippers and rushing barefoot into the kitchen. With a pale face, she looked around blankly and asked: “Who made today’s food?”

Jiang Nanmu thought Xiaoxiao had tasted something wrong and quickly cowered in guilt: “Please don’t be angry, Sect Leader. I was hasty—when I came to the small kitchen, I saw dishes already arranged on the tray and thought the cook had finished preparing the meal, so I took it to you. But I just asked the cook and learned she had suddenly become drowsy and dozed off, not having prepared anything yet. What you ate… I don’t know who made it. Did you taste something wrong? Where do you feel uncomfortable?”

Something wrong? Of course, it was wrong! The fresh flavors of those dishes still lingered on her tongue—they tasted the same as the dishes Wei Jie had personally made for her in her memory!

Next, Second Senior Sister and the cook hugged each other and cowered in a corner of the kitchen, watching Cui Xiaoxiao like a little madwoman, overturning boxes, dumping lids, searching in water vats, stoves, and various corners, calling out while searching: “Wei Jie! Come out! I know you’re here!”

In the kitchen, besides the crackling of the stove fire, there was no other sound.

Jiang Nanmu looked worriedly at the state of her sect leader’s junior sister. Somehow, ever since she had disappeared for a day and night, the cheerful girl in her memory had become so melancholy.

And she was mysteriously pregnant with someone’s child. Watching Cui Xiaoxiao’s belly grow day by day, she still refused to say who the father of her child was.

Now she was going crazy searching through boxes and cabinets—truly possessed by some evil spirit…

The cook who had just arrived on the mountain couldn’t stand the eerie atmosphere of summoning spirits. She pulled off her apron, muttering “I can’t do this job,” took her luggage, and hurried down the mountain.

In the following days, whenever mealtime came, whether in the kitchen, corridor, or dining room, there would always be a tray of carefully prepared dishes placed before the Talismonger Sect disciples.

Those flavors were all the tastes Xiaoxiao had longed for. But it was always “seeing the dishes but not the person.”

However, what was comforting was that Xiaoxiao’s appetite got better and better. Each time, she could eat the food completely clean. Her gaunt cheeks became plump again, not looking at all like someone pregnant—rather, her complexion was even more radiant.

This day, just as she finished the last shrimp ball, Ji Wuqi came to report: “That Sect Leader Qin from Jiuxuan Sword Sect is here again. No matter how we drive him away, he won’t leave—he’s just standing at the mountain gate.”

Cui Xiaoxiao put down her chopsticks: “With an honored guest visiting, how can we let him wait long? Quickly invite Sect Leader Qin!”

Qin Lingxiao actually hadn’t expected that Xiaoxiao would be in a good mood today and actually agree to see him.

He quickly arranged his hair crown and collar, then went gracefully in white to see Xiaoxiao.

When he saw Xiaoxiao, Qin Lingxiao had expected to see a haggard beauty, but unexpectedly, she still had a rosy complexion and radiant appearance.

What he wanted to say was nothing more than expressing an apology to Ling Zhishan while also stating his feelings. Although Xiaoxiao was carrying someone else’s child, if she needed someone to care for her, he would do so without hesitation and would never abandon her.

Xiaoxiao listened steadily, personally pouring a cup of fragrant tea for Qin Lingxiao and patiently asking: “Tell me, Sect Leader Qin, how would you care for me?”

Qin Lingxiao seemed not to have expected such a question from Xiaoxiao. He was stunned and paused before saying: “I’ve already made things clear with Ling Zhishan and broken our engagement… I had various wrongs toward you and Wei Jie before, so I’m determined to compensate and care for you and your child. If you’re willing, my previous words still stand—I’ll marry you as my wife and treat the flesh and blood in your belly as…”

Before he could finish, Xiaoxiao spoke: “Good. When?”

“Ah?” Xiaoxiao agreed too quickly. Qin Lingxiao couldn’t react for a moment and stared blankly at Xiaoxiao with his mouth half open.

Xiaoxiao said quietly: “What? Not sincere? Just polite words?”

Qin Lingxiao was put on the spot. He felt that if he changed his words now, it would seem like he was disdaining the child in Xiaoxiao’s belly and wouldn’t show his sincerity.

Xiaoxiao didn’t force him: “I just want to find a father for the child—it doesn’t matter who. If you’re unwilling, don’t force yourself. I can find someone else…”

Qin Lingxiao rarely had opportunities to stand tall in front of Cui Xiaoxiao—now was a rare chance to show responsibility!

Thinking this, he seemed to be encouraging himself and slapped the table: “Of course it’s sincere! You should know my feelings for you are genuine, it’s just that before you always toward…”

Again, before Qin Lingxiao could finish, Cui Xiaoxiao interrupted: “Good. You’ve seen that my belly is growing larger—if we delay further, it can’t be hidden. Prepare the wedding quickly, keep everything simple, the sooner the better!”

Qin Lingxiao hadn’t expected that the current Cui Xiaoxiao had completely shed her sadness and was completely like someone desperate to marry.

He also knew that if not for Wei Jie dying in battle with Dong Yuan two hundred years ago, he would never have gotten this opportunity.

So after confirming that Xiaoxiao really would marry him, Qin Lingxiao finally showed joy and went back excitedly to prepare.

When Cui Xiaoxiao announced her plan to marry Qin Lingxiao at the Talismonger Sect’s dinner, everyone in the sect was shocked. Ji Wuqi nearly choked rice up his nose.

Jiang Nanmu carefully asked: “Junior Sister, didn’t you refuse to marry him before? Why did you suddenly change your mind?”

Cui Xiaoxiao said matter-of-factly: “In all the world, is there a more heroic man than the Jiuxuan Sword Sect leader? If I don’t marry him, should I marry someone hiding in the gutters who won’t come out? By the way, hang up the Talismonger Sect’s happiness characters and red lanterns early—the kitchen, corridors, and dining room should all be touched with festive spirit!”

Cuo Shi – Chapter 116: Grand Finale
After Second Senior Sister Jiang Nanmu recovered, she felt Xiaoxiao’s decision was right. After all, someone like Qin Lingxiao, handsome and capable, such a powerful cultivator was truly rare as phoenix feathers and unicorn horns.

However, she was certain that a month ago, Xiaoxiao didn’t know Qin Lingxiao, so… whose child was in her belly?

Was Cui Xiaoxiao hiding the fact of her pregnancy from Qin Lingxiao, or was the great Sect Leader Qin willingly happy to be a stepfather?

When Jiang Nanmu carefully asked about this in the corridor, Cui Xiaoxiao supported her lower back, slightly protruding her belly, and said cheerfully: “He knows I’m carrying someone else’s child, but he said he would treat the child as his own. The child will see him from birth and naturally recognize him as the father. Besides, Qin Lingxiao looks physically strong and vigorous—we’ll have more children together! Second Senior Sister, don’t you think that’s reasonable?”

The reasoning was sound, but Second Senior Sister felt that when Xiaoxiao said this, she seemed somewhat excited, her voice much higher than usual, as if she were deliberately speaking for someone to hear.

But there were only the two of them around—who was Xiaoxiao speaking to?

Jiang Nanmu couldn’t help but suspect the two senior brothers privately, interrogating Ji Wuqi and A’Yi with swords, asking if they had done anything improper and ruined their sect leader’s reputation.

A’Yi was fine, but Ji Wuqi was so angry he nearly spat blood, pointing at the old dog Ji Xiang, who had just caught a rabbit and was preparing to eat: “Would I fancy that fierce tigress? I’d rather mount this old dog than touch her!”

The old dog’s chastity could not be violated by others!

Ji Xiang seemed to understand Ji Wuqi’s words and suddenly opened his mouth ferociously toward Ji Wuqi. In an instant, that mouth stretched to the back of his head, with dense teeth inside, each one like a sharp dagger.

Seeing the old dog suddenly open that exaggerated bloody maw, Ji Wuqi was so frightened he screamed and retreated repeatedly, nearly tripping over the corridor railing.

Jiang Nanmu and A’Yi, who were facing him, didn’t understand and asked what was wrong.

Ji Wuqi pointed at the deformed-mouthed dog and stammered: “Mon… monster!”

When Jiang Nanmu and A’Yi followed his trembling finger to look back, Ji Xiang was lying to one side, obediently holding down a struggling rabbit, very tenderly licking the rabbit’s fluffy, long ears…

Jiang Nanmu said with mixed laughter and tears: “Senior Brother, don’t say that about Ji Xiang. Don’t you know that Junior Sister treasures this dog most? When she was bullied on the streets, it was this understanding Ji Xiang who tore apart those people’s bottoms and saved Junior Sister several times!”

A’Yi also nodded repeatedly upon hearing this.

Just as Jiang Nanmu was earnestly telling about Ji Xiang’s loyal protection of his master, only Ji Wuqi, who was facing the dog, saw it open that exaggerated bloody maw again and swallow the rabbit whole!

Ji Wuqi, pale-faced, claimed he was unwell and kept seeing hallucinations, then fled from that dog like a flying dog.

But when the Talismonger Sect was covered with happiness characters and turned completely red, the meals that used to appear from nowhere suddenly disappeared.

The diligent “field snail” girl who had cooked for over a month seemed to have grown tired and started slacking off, being lazy with meals for several days.

However, Xiaoxiao seemed to have developed a good appetite, eating Jiang Nanmu’s poorly seasoned food with relish.

During this period, Qin Lingxiao sent betrothal gifts to Lingshan several times—magnificent dowries with impressive processions of carriages.

Xiaoxiao frowned slightly. She had told Qin Lingxiao to keep everything simple—why was he making such a big fuss? She wanted to call Qin Lingxiao to tell him not to send so much, but the Sword Sect disciples only came to report that Sect Leader Qin was busy making wedding invitations, preparing to invite famous scholars from across the world.

Moreover, according to customs, it was unlucky for the bride and groom to meet before the wedding—better to wait until the ceremony!

Xiaoxiao said nothing more.

On the wedding day, Xiaoxiao wore the exquisite embroidered bright red wedding dress that Qin Lingxiao had sent—this dress should be considered the most refined garment Xiaoxiao had worn in her life. The soft, smooth phoenix-tail long skirt was covered with gold thread and colored embroidery, with sleeves and collar adorned with pearls and gemstones.

When Jiang Nanmu helped Xiaoxiao change clothes, she was very careful, afraid her fingernails might damage such an expensive wedding dress.

Three makeup artists sent by Qin Lingxiao bustled about, arranging Xiaoxiao’s hair in the style of a capital noblewoman, adding elegant hairpins and the embellishment of fragrant powder and rouge. She was truly radiant and beautiful, making her fellow disciples barely recognize her.

“Sect Leader Junior Sister, you look so beautiful! If Sect Leader Qin sees you, he’ll probably be enchanted out of his wits!” Jiang Nanmu said joyfully while helping Xiaoxiao put on jade bracelets.

Xiaoxiao, who had been in good spirits the past few days, had kept a straight face since the morning hair arrangement.

Several times, she pushed open the half-closed doors and windows, constantly looking outside, as if searching for someone.

But even when the new bride got into the flower sedan, no one came to see her.

Sitting in the flower sedan, Xiaoxiao was surrounded by glaring red, but she seemed to feel no festive joy at all.

He… was truly heartless. Was he prepared to watch her marry Qin Lingxiao like this?

When the wedding procession had traveled most of the way and was approaching Jiuxuan Sword Sect, Cui Xiaoxiao felt this farce should end.

Thinking this, she called out loudly: “Stop the sedan!”

But the golden flower sedan continued forward. Xiaoxiao lifted the curtain and suddenly discovered the sedan was suspended in mid-air, with four or five sedan bearers flying on swords with wind under their feet.

This speed was naturally much faster than walking on the ground. When Xiaoxiao called to them, they naturally turned to look at her, but this startled Xiaoxiao greatly.

Because these sedan bearers… had no facial features… they seemed not to be human.

By now, they had arrived before the sword hall of Jiuxuan Sword Sect.

It was said the sect leader preferred quiet, so although he hosted guests, he only allowed them to feast in a temporarily built wine pavilion hall at the foot of the mountain.

But this great hall that should have been packed with people, though hung with red lanterns and clustered red candles, had no wedding observers. Moreover, for some reason, the surroundings were eerily cold, not like a wedding hall but strange as a spirit hall.

A tall man in red robes stood with his back turned and hands clasped behind him in the hall amid the flickering candlelight, seemingly waiting for the bride to come for the ceremony.

Xiaoxiao suddenly felt this place didn’t seem like the Sword Sect hall—ominous qi was everywhere.

She didn’t enter the hall, just called out from afar toward Qin Lingxiao’s back: “Sect Leader Qin, I used you, and I’m truly sorry. You have a bright future and are a sect leader—if you married a pregnant woman like me, wouldn’t you become the world’s laughingstock? Let’s forget this marriage. You just need to tell the guests that I, Cui Xiaoxiao, broke faith and fled the wedding. From now on, our gratitudes and grudges will be wiped clean…”

After saying this, Xiaoxiao waved her long sleeves, grabbed her long skirt hem, and turned to leave the hall.

But the next moment, she seemed to be wrapped by some soft but irresistible airflow. Her whole body soared up like a fluttering red flower, her skirt gracefully landing in the great hall, and the next instant, she fell into a solid but ice-cold embrace.

The person in red robes wore a mask covering his entire face, but that familiar voice hadn’t changed at all—still so magnetically deep: “I prepared for so long, and you say you won’t marry? Cui Xiaoxiao, what audacity!”

Hearing this voice, Cui Xiaoxiao froze completely. She withdrew her resisting arms and reached with trembling hands to tear off his face-covering mask. But the man stretched out his large palm, pinched her chin, turned her face to one side, just not allowing Xiaoxiao to see his face.

“Wei Jie! You bastard, what are you doing! Let go!” Xiaoxiao was truly furious with him. She had searched for him so hard for so long—how could he not know? Yet he kept hiding and avoiding her, refusing to come out even at the end.

Now that she finally saw him, he was turning her face away—was this ugly bride afraid to meet the in-laws?

With a long sigh, the man’s voice came low from above Xiaoxiao’s head: “Why couldn’t you wait a little longer… The current me… would frighten you…”

Xiaoxiao choked with emotion: “What should frighten me was already reduced to ashes with that axe blow two hundred years ago. These days, I’ve lived like a walking corpse—what do you think could frighten me more than loss?”

After saying this, Xiaoxiao’s large tears had already fallen, dripping onto the man’s ice-cold palm that pinched her chin.

The man sighed low, not releasing his hand but pulling Xiaoxiao into his embrace, greedily inhaling her pleasant scent, saying softly: “Do you remember that before we parted, I once looked at that feng shui mirror alone?”

Xiaoxiao naturally remembered. When she asked Wei Jie, he had casually said it was nothing.

Wei Jie said quietly: “That night I looked at that mirror and saw thirty different versions of two hundred years later, but without exception, none had you… So at that moment, I understood that you traveling two hundred years later had changed my fate line but erased your own. Changing fate lines—how could there be no price? But I’d rather die myself than let you live well.”

Xiaoxiao trembled all over, because she suddenly felt Wei Jie’s body was still ice-cold all over. What had happened to him?

The man holding her tightly seemed to take a deep breath and continued: “At that moment, I finally understood what my final tribulation was. That high monk said I could only turn things around by learning to let go and sacrifice. So in the final moment of life and death, I decided to sacrifice myself to fight for a ray of hope for you and the future mortal world… When Dong Yuan’s axe fell, my physical body was destroyed, but my damaged divine status recovered again through the action of two demon pearls. Only gods can kill gods—it was precisely by this power that I could kill Dong Yuan and prevent him from harming the mortal world again. These two hundred years, I returned to the Underworld and fulfilled the duties an Underworld Lord should…”

Hearing this, Xiaoxiao suddenly looked up and tore off his mask.

The man’s left face was still beautifully handsome, but his right face… was covered with hideous muscles and bones, like a fierce ghost…

He was right—his physical body was gone, so his current body wasn’t mortal flesh. Though he was the Underworld Lord, he was like a fierce ghost.

Wei Jie quickly turned his head, avoiding his right face, only saying quietly: “I know you like handsome men, so I never appeared before you… When…”

Before he could finish, Xiaoxiao had forcefully turned his face straight. With tears in her eyes, she stared unblinkingly at that familiar yet strange face and angrily whispered: “You planned everything but wouldn’t tell me half of it—do you expect me to thank you! Who cares for such a sacrifice! I tell you, since you were prepared to die, don’t meddle in mortal affairs. I’m about to get married! Have you prepared your red envelope?”

Wei Jie, the dignified Underworld Ghost Lord, was now choking on ghostly qi from this girl’s anger: “You dare! Wanting to marry another man while carrying my child! I tell you that man surnamed Qin has already been beaten by me, so he can’t get out of bed. If you want to marry, you can only marry me!”

Xiaoxiao choked with emotion again, completely ignoring Wei Jie’s hideous half-ghost face, just recklessly pressing her red lips against the man’s thin lips.

Even if the body in her arms was ice-cold, it was still the warmth she couldn’t bear to abandon in this world.

At this moment, Xiaoxiao didn’t care whether Wei Jie was ugly or handsome, human or ghost—she just wanted him before her eyes, in her embrace, held tightly together like this, growing together!

Although in Xiaoxiao’s view, their separation was only a few months, for Wei Jie, he had waited in that extremely cold Underworld for over two hundred years for this day of reunion with Xiaoxiao.

These two hundred years, though he was in the Underworld, he had carefully and tirelessly protected that tofu-making Cui family.

Because he knew he had to protect the baby girl who would be born to the Cui family two hundred years later, nothing in these two hundred years could change too drastically or fatally, or the future-born Xiaoxiao might disappear mysteriously as shown in the feng shui mirror.

For this day, Wei Jie had waited far too long! How could this brief embrace be enough?

But Wei Jie knew his yin qi was too heavy—how could Xiaoxiao, now carrying a child, withstand it?

So he forced himself to restrain, struggling to withdraw from the endless sweet entanglement, forcing apart their intertwined lips and tongues, saying softly to Xiaoxiao: “I’m not a ghost—why are you crying so miserably? Look, haven’t I already cultivated half a human form? Actually, in just a few more years, I can appear before you completely restored. But you were so disobedient, insisting on making trouble about remarrying, forcing me to come out and frighten you…”

How lustful the former Huanxi Sect leader had been, always secretly critiquing handsome men with the little fox.

Though Wei Jie had always greatly despised his appearance, he had to admit that without these good looks, perhaps Xiaoxiao wouldn’t have fallen in love with him at all.

So when he lost his physical body and became the hideous ghost king in the Underworld, he felt very painful, thinking that even if Xiaoxiao was born, he couldn’t meet her looking like a ghost.

Fortunately, he had always been a cultivation prodigy, and after returning to the Underworld’s ghost realm, he was like a fish in water. This miracle of “growing flesh on white bones” actually just required a long time and a willing sacrifice of spiritual power to fill the gaps.

These years, Wei Jie’s cultivation hadn’t grown much—most of his cultivation and spiritual power had been used to fill the missing flesh and blood.

Others longed to become immortals, but he only longed to be human again.

Unfortunately, though two hundred years was long, he hadn’t finished growing his face when Cui Xiaoxiao forced him to come out—an ugly bride meeting guests!

The red candles in the great hall had long burned out, but the two who had been separated too long still clung together. At first, Wei Jie spoke of their separation, but later, nothing needed to be said. Xiaoxiao just wanted to hold the man’s strong waist, nestle in his embrace, and stay together like this forever.

But Xiaoxiao still had some questions: “Clearly Qin Lingxiao and Ling Zhishan’s fate wheels also changed—why are they still obviously the sect leaders of Sword Sect and Liangyi Palace?”

Wei Jie said lightly: “They were all important figures indispensable before your time travel. Since I recovered my divine status, I can modify their memories slightly, making them follow their roles dutifully until you return. But unrelated people are also kept from disturbing you as much as possible. Now the demon clan guards their territory and rarely provokes the human race, and the Wei family gained freedom after I returned to the Underworld—they can scatter and live throughout the nine provinces.”

Xiaoxiao understood—they had all had their memories changed by Wei Jie. No wonder Qin Lingxiao was puzzled about getting engaged to Ling Zhishan.

This must be another private arrangement by that narrow-minded fellow Wei Jie!

Wei Jie looked up at the time, then said to her, “This wedding day was carefully chosen by me. If you’re willing to marry me, would you bow to parents and elders with me?”

Xiaoxiao blinked and asked: “Your mother, Lady Siling, also came?”

Wei Jie said slowly: “Not only my mother, but your parents too.”

Xiaoxiao was somewhat stunned, hesitating: “You summoned their souls from the Underworld?”

Wei Jie smiled, first saying solemnly: “You’re pregnant—you can’t have great joy or sorrow. You’ve already had a good cry, and crying more would harm your health. Take this calming pill first, then I’ll tell you.”

After taking the calming pill, even great joys and sorrows could hardly disturb her mind. Xiaoxiao could listen without emotional disturbance to Wei Jie’s account of how he made small modifications while protecting Xiaoxiao’s predetermined fate line.

For instance, when Xiaoxiao’s birth father was supposed to die in danger, he arranged for demon clan people to rescue him in time, then explained the stakes and had him temporarily not return home to see his wife and daughter.

And when Xiaoxiao’s mother was seriously ill and forced to sell Xiaoxiao, the miracle doctor Tang Youshu appeared at their door to heal Xiaoxiao’s mother.

When this separated couple finally reunited in Demon City and wept in each other’s arms, they had to patiently wait for the day they would reunite with their daughter Xiaoxiao.

There was no choice—without experiencing these hardships, there wouldn’t be the strong and optimistic Xiaoxiao later.

Wei Jie could only do his utmost to fill the various regrets in Xiaoxiao’s life.

As for Xiaoxiao’s beloved dog Ji Xiang, it had long been replaced with a corpse-eating beast contracted to Wei Jie. Under the Underworld Lord’s coercion, it could only obediently don dog skin, transforming from a mighty demonic beast into a loyal guard dog in the mortal world.

The missing old scars on Xiaoxiao’s body were naturally thanks to the corpse-eating beast’s careful protection.

Any street thugs who dared bully the orphan Xiaoxiao—try touching a hair on her head, and the next moment they’d be dragged into dark alleys by the dog and lose their heads!

Though Tang Youshu’s physical body from two hundred years later was gone, his aged soul’s attached youthful body remained. But limited by natural talent, he would still die of old age two hundred years later.

But in these two hundred years, Tang Youshu carefully followed his master’s instructions, strictly adhering to predetermined history, meticulously establishing the Talismonger Sect, altering history, silently waiting until two hundred years later when he met that stubborn little con artist Cui Xiaoxiao in the marketplace…

That wedding ceremony was held at midnight.

Compared to other families’ joyous ceremonies, Cui Xiaoxiao and Wei Jie’s wedding day could truly be called eerily ghostly.

The entire ceremony hall was filled with heart-wrenching wails.

Lady Siling’s gentle voice was full of comfort for Xiaoxiao’s parents, telling them not to be too sad—after all, today was a joyous day, and they were about to become grandparents too.

Because Xiaoxiao had taken the calming pill, she was like being in a blissful mushroom-induced dream. Her emotions were well controlled, and when reuniting with her parents, her face was full of happy, sweet smiles—at least she didn’t cry with her parents in joy and grief.

But Xiaoxiao secretly grumbled—if Wei Jie hadn’t sprung this surprise attack on her, the wedding she arranged for herself wouldn’t have been so chaotic. At minimum, it should have been a gradual and gentle revelation!

But Wei Jie felt he’d done nothing wrong. His arrangements naturally had his king-of-hell calculations. After all, he’d lost half his masculine beauty now. It was normal for Xiaoxiao to be unable to accept him at first sight. By arranging for her parents to meet her, she’d have no time to be disgusted by his appearance and could marry him in a daze.

After the ceremony, once he’d eliminated her thoughts of finding a stepfather for their child, he would try to appear before Xiaoxiao as little as possible, quietly waiting for his bone-flesh regeneration to succeed, then continue their former relationship.

But who would have thought Xiaoxiao would be so fearless, even able to kiss his hideous appearance without care.

That night after the ceremony, the two entered the bridal chamber. Xiaoxiao lay in Wei Jie’s embrace, listening to his self-clever king-of-hell calculations, couldn’t help laughing, but laughing turned to crying.

It seemed the calming pill’s effect was too short and had worn off.

Xiaoxiao wasn’t making up for previous tears. She gently touched Wei Jie’s slightly hideous other half’s face, softly asking: “Two hundred years—how did you endure it? Did you ever regret it, feel it wasn’t worth it?”

Her few months of longing had been like living through years—how had Wei Jie endured day and night?

After all, only he was left behind.

Wei Jie just carefully pressed his half-healed flesh face against Xiaoxiao’s slightly protruding belly—there, a small life they had planted two hundred years ago was growing.

Then he half-raised his head and asked: “All this—isn’t it worth it?”

Xiaoxiao smiled. Of course, it was worth it. Even if she had to go back two hundred years and live in the wrong time again, she would do the same-no no changes needed…

Before Wei Jie’s flesh fully healed, she could only meet him at night. As Underworld Lord, Wei Jie seemed like an idle person. Though he needed to manage Underworld affairs, he spent most of his time with Xiaoxiao.

Xiaoxiao asked about Tang Youshu. Wei Jie said that for these two hundred years, Tang Youshu had been like him now, spending most of his time accompanying the little fox.

Helping an inner core-damaged little fox re-form her inner core was more exhausting than teaching a hundred stupid disciples like Ji Wuqi. Tang Youshu’s lifetime of refined pills and cultivated spiritual power was almost entirely spent on that little fox in the Eternal Valley.

So in this life, Tang Youshu aged even faster than before.

Fortunately, before his death, the little fox finally barely formed an inner core, but still couldn’t transform into human form and could only recuperate by the fox clan’s spiritual spring in the back mountain. The back mountain of the fox clan had long been sealed with barriers—this was why Xiaoxiao couldn’t find it originally.

Tang Youshu ultimately didn’t wait for his beloved girl to appear before him and had already closed his eyes.

After Yu Ling’er’s life was secure, Wei Jie reclaimed the Eternal Valley that Emperor Gu Yan had created and transferred part of his spiritual power to Yu Ling’er.

When a fox appeared under the moonlit grape arbor, Xiaoxiao, who was eating grapes with Wei Jie, immediately recognized this nine-tailed white fox as Yu Ling’er.

“Ling’er… is that you?” Xiaoxiao put down her grapes, cupping her big belly and asking joyfully.

Under the clear moonlight, the white fox gradually rose and transformed into a girl, but her appearance looked much more mature than Yu Ling’er’s from over two hundred years ago.

She looked joyfully at Xiaoxiao’s belly and called out: “Oh my, Xiaoxiao, you’re going to be a mother?”

Wei Jie knew the two close friends should have a century’s worth of words to exchange, so he kicked the old dog Ji Xiang, who was baring teeth at the fox, and left together.

Xiaoxiao held Yu Ling’er’s hand, touching her tender face repeatedly. After expressing her longing, Xiaoxiao carefully said: “About the Master’s matter, I heard everything. You…”

But Yu Ling’er showed no sadness. Even with her now mature and charming face, she retained her unchanging innocence. She leaned close to Xiaoxiao’s ear and said softly with anticipation: “Do you know? When Young Master Tang’s soul crossed the River of Forgetfulness, Emperor Gu Yan deliberately made him drink one less ladle of forgetfulness water.”

Xiaoxiao hesitated: “So?”

Yu Ling’er’s large eyes were resolute: “So no matter what Young Master Tang reincarnates as, he’ll remember me. I just need to wait for him, accompany him growing up, then accompany him cultivating to achieve the Way. Someday, he and I will be like you and Wei Jie—staying together with white hair, never separating!”

When she reached the end, tears seemed to glimmer in the little fox’s eyes.

When she was still a fox, she could only lie helplessly in the aging Tang Youshu’s embrace, quietly listening to his steady heartbeat gradually slow and stop.

But she had agreed with Young Master Tang—in the next life, she would find him early. Pinky promise, forever unchanging!

Thinking of her master, Xiaoxiao couldn’t help wanting to cry, but seeing Yu Ling’er’s hopeful eyes, she still held back and gripped Yu Ling’er’s hand firmly: “Good! When the time comes, I’ll help you search together!”

The following spring, Xiaoxiao gave birth to a plump, adorable baby girl.

Wei Jie was afraid his currently cold body temperature would chill the baby, not daring to hold her.

But unexpectedly, this baby seemed to take after her mother, naturally unafraid of yin qi. She giggled upon seeing Daddy and wasn’t afraid of Daddy’s slightly hideous half face when Wei Jie finally tentatively held the baby. Being held by daddy and patted for burping, she satisfactorily wet daddy’s shoulder and fell asleep with soft, chubby cheeks.

Xiaoxiao smiled and took her daughter, asking Wei Jie: “What should we name our little girl?”

Wei Jie thought: “How about calling her Tiandou?”

Xiaoxiao didn’t hesitate: “No good!”

This man Wei Jie—whether naming swords or people, he had the same approach! She didn’t want her delicate daughter to have the same name as the Heaven’s Punishment sword!

Finally, Xiaoxiao decided to name their daughter “Sitian” (Think Sweet).

The long path of life cultivation has many hardships, but always thinking of sweet aspects in one’s heart will ultimately reach the shore.

Wei Jie’s flesh grew faster than he expected. This bone-flesh regeneration seemed to grow faster when living with people. No wonder mythical white bone spirits all went around seducing men to increase cultivation—there was indeed some logic!

By the time Sitian was four, Wei Jie could already hold an umbrella and accompany Xiaoxiao and their daughter catching dragonflies by the afternoon pond.

But the Heavenly Court seemed to send people several times to persuade Emperor Gu Yan not to indulge in growing flesh, saying that with his cultivation, he should have ascended to the Heavenly Court long ago. After all, the Heavenly Emperor was now eager for talent and asked several times when he could return to the Heavenly Court.

It was said the long-secluded Heavenly Emperor had finally emerged. When the Heavenly Emperor heard that Heavenly Mother Rong Yao had been banished to the mortal world for punishment while Dong Yuan’s soul was scattered, he silently sighed, only saying these were their destined tribulations.

After saying this, the Heavenly Emperor coldly asked no more questions. After all, he’d been in seclusion too long—too many Heavenly Court matters awaited his attention.

Some immortals sensed something amiss and secretly asked Wise Ancestor. People said that before ascending to immortality, the Heavenly Emperor seemed to have had a wife and children in the mortal world, and there had always been shadows in the immortal realm, suggesting Emperor Gu Yan seemed to be the Heavenly Emperor’s mortal son who cultivated immortality.

This was also what always made Heavenly Mother Saint uncomfortable. When Emperor Gu Yan was originally assigned to the Underworld, it seemed to be at the Heavenly Mother’s suggestion.

Thus, it seemed the Heavenly Emperor was even more unable to abandon his mortal wife and children! Some immortals even suspected that the Heavenly Emperor’s previous constant seclusion was because he’d long foreseen the Heavenly Mother indulging her son and reaping bitter consequences, so he’d remained aloof and let events develop.

After all, with two sons in heaven and on earth, even as Heavenly Emperor, it was hard to choose between them.

But Wise Ancestor just smiled faintly while playing chess: “Without loss, how can one know to cherish? Whether human or immortal, all are thus… Just like you all, such gossiping will inevitably be tainted by mundane thoughts and fall into the mortal world. Now you all know that the former Heavenly Mother is now just a mortal farm woman. Are you also thinking of descending to mortality?”

Asked this by the Ancestor, everyone immediately fell silent. After all, heavenly secrets were like human desires—there were too many. Knowing too much wasn’t very wise!

But when Xiaoxiao learned the Heavenly Court was eager to recall Emperor Gu Yan, she couldn’t help worrying and asking Wei Jie if going to the Heavenly Court meant separating from her and their daughter.

But Wei Jie only said to Xiaoxiao, “How can unmotivated immortals enter the Heavenly Court? I’m doing fine as Underworld Lord—I don’t need to go anywhere. By the way, in a few days, a baby will be born in Yan Kingdom of North Province…”

Xiaoxiao’s eyes couldn’t help brightening: “You mean, my master he…”

Wei Jie now controlled the Book of Life and Death and could see through one’s three lives, naturally knowing where Tang Youshu would reincarnate.

Seeing Wei Jie nod, Xiaoxiao wanted to immediately pack and go with Yu Ling’er to see their master.

But Wei Jie shook his head: “His immortal destiny this lifetime must also be earned by himself. If childhood is too smooth, his immortal destiny might not be solid enough. If you and Yu Ling’er want to see him, you should wait until he’s fourteen.”

Xiaoxiao couldn’t quite understand this, but if Wei Jie said so, he must have his reasons.

So next, she could only continue waiting patiently for the day of reunion with their master. Then Lingshan Mountain would truly be reunited.

Great Qi’s national fortune was constant. After three hundred years of foundation, it smoothly continued for another two hundred years. Countless cultivation prodigies emerged throughout the nine provinces.

Lingshan Talismonger Sect was originally unknown, but when the sect was passed to the prodigy Cui Xiaoxiao, it flourished and gathered countless disciples.

Her most prized disciple was the young prodigy she found in the Yan Kingdom of North Province during her middle age.

That boy’s original name was unknown, but he received the master-given name “Tang Tiandou.” It was said this name was chosen by the beautiful and seductive man who always accompanied Cui Xiaoxiao.

Though Sect Leader Cui wasn’t very satisfied, the “master’s wife” of the Talismonger Sect insisted such a name was tough enough and not easily subject to early death.

Tang Tiandou lived up to his master’s and “master’s wife’s” hopes, forming a golden core at a young age through cultivation, though later he was reportedly lured away by a nine-tailed fox to practice at Huanxi Sect.

But the successive ascensions to immortality of the Talismonger Sect master and disciple had become legendary tales. There were many, many more stories about the Talismonger Sect immortal couple…

Don’t believe it? You can go look at the back mountain of Lingshan.

Author’s Note: Meow, the story that accompanied everyone through summer, finally concludes in autumn.

The new novel “Zui Qiong Zhi” (Drunk Jade Branch) (original title: Parting is Also Joy) is already up for pre-collection. Those who like it can bookmark it. The new novel will probably start around late January or early February next year. See you then for another reunion~~

Cuo Shi – Chapter 117: Extra
Wei Sitian clearly remembered that when she traveled to North Province with her mother and Aunt Ling’er, she was exactly fourteen years old.

This made little Sitian very excited, but her mother and aunt didn’t choose scenic mountains and waters—instead, they headed straight into dangerous territories.

It was said local bandits were rampant, burning, killing, and looting everywhere, making the people’s lives unbearable.

In a desolate village that had been burned and slaughtered clean, two stunningly beautiful women suddenly appeared with a sweet and lovely girl, like throwing three snow-white adorable rabbits into a wolf’s den, inevitably making the bloodthirsty fiends extremely excited.

From childhood, Sitian had been lovingly protected by her Underworld father and had never seen such desolate and tragic scenes.

When she saw a small child by the roadside holding a broken-armed doll and crying with his face covered, little Sitian’s eyes also filled with tears, wanting to go help that child.

But her mother held her daughter’s hand and said sternly, “Against your father’s objections, I brought you out to see the world’s evil. If you can’t distinguish good from evil, even having heaven-reaching abilities is useless.”

Sitian didn’t understand. Aunt beside her, timely added: “Look at that child—though his limbs are short and he looks tender, his finger joints are thick, betraying that he’s not young. This village just suffered a great catastrophe, with not a single living person left, yet only a child remains sitting by the roadside crying… I think there’s deception here.”

Yu Ling’er was no longer that naive little fox. Under the influence of her good sister Xiaoxiao, her cunning had grown like lotus pod holes—numerous indeed.

Hearing this, Sitian looked more carefully and indeed found it suspicious.

Just then, Xiaoxiao, hidden in the corner, casually created a paper figure. With a finger flick, that paper figure transformed into her appearance and drifted toward that face-covering, crying child in a breeze.

When the fake Xiaoxiao approached the little one, that boy suddenly threw a packet of dust powder, then pulled out a dagger to his throat, grinning wickedly: “Little lady, don’t shout. Where are your two companions? We have many brothers on the mountain who need more tender-skinned women for company!”

The dust powder he threw was full of knockout drugs—he wasn’t afraid of this woman running. Seeing her softly leaning toward him, this dwarf thief with a stubbled face couldn’t wait to untie the woman’s front garment to check the goods.

If the quality was good, after the brothers finished playing, selling her to a brothel in the big city would bring another income.

But unexpectedly, as soon as his hand reached over, the little beauty in his arms suddenly caught fire, burning his hand black.

The dwarf thief belatedly realized, howling strangely as his whole body caught fire, rolling on the ground to extinguish it.

Just then, over a dozen burly men suddenly emerged from the courtyard behind him, helping the dwarf put out the fire while shouting and searching everywhere.

Those little ladies shouldn’t think that knowing some unorthodox tricks of illusion and fire could let them escape—entering their territory, even immortals had to leave a layer of skin!

Little Sitian watched all this dumbfounded, understanding for the first time what her mother meant by saying human hearts were sinister.

Just then, a low voice suddenly came from behind Xiaoxiao and the others hiding in the shadows: “What are you still watching? Why don’t you leave quickly?”

Hearing the voice, Xiaoxiao turned and saw a youth with wheat-colored skin, strong and tall, standing behind them.

This youth had a really good foundation—his aura was so stable it was almost undetectable. When he approached, Xiaoxiao and Yu Ling’er hadn’t noticed at all.

That youth was a recruit forced into the bandit gang, but his conscience wasn’t completely gone. Seeing three women about to be trapped in the bandit village, he wanted to secretly lead them out.

But when the three women turned around, one with a round face and fox-like curved eyes unconsciously made the youth dazed. He… seemed to have dreamed of her… She always looked at him crying, choking as she asked when he would come to find her…

Yu Ling’er also just looked back once. Seeing that youth’s clear eyes, she immediately recognized him.

Though her young master’s appearance had changed and he’d grown much taller, that warm aura wrapped within his soul hadn’t changed at all!

She had finally found him!

The next moment, Yu Ling’er had already recklessly rushed over to hug the youth and began crying uncontrollably.

Sitian watched dumbfounded from the side. Aunt Ling’er had just taught her that human hearts were unpredictable—how could Aunt then unhesitatingly hug a strange man and cry?

And she was crying so loudly—was she afraid she couldn’t attract other bandits?

Indeed, those bandits came following the sound. Several bandits saw the youth being hugged by the woman and immediately shouted angrily: “A’Gou! Are you trying to secretly release people again? Wasn’t last time’s beating enough? I think this time we won’t just break your legs—you’re ungrateful, simply seeking death!”

That youth gritted his teeth and simply gave up everything, pushing away the woman in his arms: “You leave quickly!”

Then he limped to shield them—either way was death, so better to protect them as they left.

Though he didn’t know them, when he met eyes with that fox-eyed woman just now, his mind had only one thought: this lifetime, absolutely never let her shed a single tear!

The bandits were also maddened by killing intent, recklessly wanting to chop him into mincemeat first.

But the next moment, with a fishy wind, suddenly a big-mouthed monster beast charged out, biting off the heads of several bandits rushing forward like eating grapes.

The remaining bandits were terrified and fled in panic, but still couldn’t escape the corpse-eating beast’s pursuit and were eaten clean.

Seeing the corpse-eating beast, Xiaoxiao knew that the person should have followed too.

She could only smile stiffly: “How did you come? Didn’t you say you wouldn’t?”

A tall figure slowly emerged from the ruins.

The terrified youth stared blankly, feeling that this tall man was extraordinarily handsome. With those purple eyes, he was like a deity that one dared not look at directly…

Watching that handsome man’s calm composure as he petted the monster’s big head, the youth suddenly had an impulse—he wanted to acknowledge him as master and learn skills from him!

Hearing Xiaoxiao’s words, Wei Jie sneered: “I didn’t want Sitian to leave the mountain early and encounter the turbid world, yet you secretly brought her out. If I didn’t follow, wouldn’t you take her to heaven?”

Xiaoxiao laughed dryly and walked forward to hug the Underworld Lord’s waist: “Our daughter is just called Sitian—you can’t raise her to be foolishly sweet! Without gaining knowledge, how would she avoid being deceived by any random cat or dog in the future? Oh my, after just a few days apart, your face has healed so much more. Whose husband is this? How can he be so good-looking that I can’t open my eyes!”

Wei Jie knew his wife’s sweet mouth was comparable to the Underworld’s River of Forgetfulness—truly enchanting without compensation. In those successive “good-looking” and “charming” praises, his tense face gradually relaxed, even slightly showing his fangs.

Just then, the youth couldn’t hold back anymore. With a thud, he knelt before Wei Jie, saying somewhat self-consciously yet firmly: “Hero above, I wonder if you’d like to take me as a disciple? Though I was once a bandit, I’m willing to reform…”

“No!” Before the youth finished speaking, he was fiercely interrupted by that beautiful woman who’d been speaking flatteringly.

“I was the one who burned the bandits just now, and you saw my fire skills. Why do you specifically want to worship him? Besides releasing dogs to bite people, what other skills did he display? If you want to worship a master and learn skills, you can only worship me!” Xiaoxiao said fiercely.

The youth listened dumbfounded. Thinking carefully, this was indeed the reasoning. But that man always had a quality that made one want to bow to him—he couldn’t control it!

Seeing the youth wanted to speak again, Xiaoxiao walked forward and grabbed his shoulder. Looking at his injured lame leg and whip marks on his face, she knew what kind of life he’d lived.

Hatefully, Wei Jie insisted on waiting fourteen years—who knew how much suffering he’d endured.

Thinking this, Xiaoxiao softened her voice and said firmly to the youth: “I was once like you, deep in the mire, unable to distinguish good from evil. But someone timely rescued me, took me as a disciple, taught me skills, and taught me how to be human. I owe him too much, so I must repay. Therefore… I want to be your master! Congratulations, you’ve become the Talismonger Sect’s third-generation chief disciple!”

Hearing this, Wei Jie was very unwilling—he was the third-generation chief disciple!

But just as he wanted to speak, Xiaoxiao shot him a look.

That look meant: If you compete for this, don’t even think about being “master’s wife” anymore!

Wei Jie, having become a god with clearer vision, weighed pros and cons and simply kept quiet.

So Xiaoxiao finally gained the beloved disciple she’d long wanted to accept.

But the beloved disciple was an orphan from childhood with a casually given name. Under “Master’s Wife,” Wei’s persistent insistence, he was granted the name “Tang Tiandou.”

Hearing this name, Xiaoxiao was somewhat amused and exasperated. Privately, lying in Wei Jie’s embrace, she said: “Why must you still fight? Even the Heavenly Emperor has yielded to you. Didn’t that Wise Ancestor also say that if you want to be a wandering immortal, the Heavenly Emperor will comply?”

That Wise Ancestor was the old monk who had guided her and Wei Jie several times. The wisdom of the ancient great gods wasn’t something ordinary people could fathom.

But he’d said that Wei Jie’s mortal destiny was unfulfilled, so there was no rush to return to the Heavenly Court.

Wei Jie kissed Xiaoxiao’s cheek and said softly, “It’s not me fighting, but him needing to fight heaven. In his previous life, to save me, he arbitrarily arranged for you to travel two hundred years and overturn heaven and earth—that violated heavenly dao, planting the cause. Now, after reincarnation, the previous life’s debt must continue to be repaid. Did you think I delayed fourteen years for nothing? Without him suffering some hardship, even if we help, this cause and effect can’t be balanced. But now it’s about enough. If heaven won’t show face and continues making things difficult for him, even you and I won’t agree—worst case, we’ll continue fighting and poke a hole in the sky!”

Violating heavenly dao required giving heaven some face-saving steps. He and Xiaoxiao had both suffered considerably, offsetting previous debts. Tang Youshu also needed this, but fortunately, his broken leg could always be healed.

Seeing Wei Jie again showing his unreasonable nature, Xiaoxiao once more felt that being Young Master Tang’s master was the wisest move. Otherwise, if Wei Jie taught him, who knew what he’d become?

At this time, they were in a water town in Jiangnan.

Looking out the window, they could see Yu Ling’er and Tang Tiandou sitting on a rooftop across the river, talking about something.

Who said stories of young masters and foxes all had bad endings? Not necessarily!

Just as Xiaoxiao was thinking this, she suddenly discovered Wei Jie had waved to close the window and was pressing her down beneath him.

“Why watch them? You secretly ran away, starving me for so many days. How will you compensate?” Saying this, Wei Jie, like big-mouthed Ji Xiang, fiercely captured his dear wife’s mouth.

That room was full of uncontainable laughter and spring colors. The laughter leaked through window cracks, rippling on the water’s surface…
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