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Chapter 1: Traitor, slap the traitor!
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"EVIL GIRL! YOUR MOTHER'S body is still warm, yet you dare to make a noise here? You are totally unfilial!"

Along with this thunderous roar, a loud slap hit Ye Qingyan's face.

Severe pain! A burning pain exploded from her left cheek, instantly spreading to her entire scalp. Amidst a buzzing ringing in her ears, she was knocked sideways by the immense force and slammed heavily against the cold pillar of the mourning hall.

The dull collision of the back of her head against the wooden pillar finally brought a trace of clarity back to her chaotic consciousness.

"Who am I? I'm... Jiang Tan."

A social animal who had just finished overtime and was complaining about the client's father, but now she was in an antique mourning hall.

In front of me, a middle-aged man in a brocade robe and with a sullen face was staring with anger and raising his hand high.

This was the original owner's father, the then Minister of Revenue, Ye Chengzong. A man with the character "hypocritical" etched into his bones.

"Master, please calm down. My sister just passed away, and Yan'er is very sad. Please don't get angry and hurt yourself."

A female voice as gentle as water sounded, and a soft and boneless hand grabbed Ye Chengzong's arm.

Jiang Tan looked in the direction of the voice and saw a beautiful woman in a simple dress looking at her with "concern", but there was a barely perceptible hint of pride between her brows.

This is her father's concubine, Wang Feifei, who is also her nominal aunt.

What a delicate and charming white lotus.

Behind Wang Feifei, a girl of similar age stepped forward. She was dressed in mourning clothes, but her face was filled with undisguised sarcasm and gloating. "Sister, don't blame Dad for being angry. You looked like you were about to eat someone just now. It was really scary."

This is her half-sister, Ye Qinglian. Three "relatives", but none of them are sincere.

At this moment, a torrent of memories that did not belong to her suddenly rushed into her mind like a flood breaking through a dam!

The original owner was Ye Qingyan, the eldest daughter of the Ye family. Her mother, Shen, was from a prominent family in Jiangnan. She married into the Ye family with a generous dowry, but suffered constant neglect and violence from Ye Chengzong.

Wang Feifei and her daughter were like parasites, constantly sowing discord and devouring everything the Shen family had.

In the end, my mother Shen died of depression and illness due to long-term depression.

Today was the day her mother was buried. The original owner was filled with grief and indignation. She wanted to seek justice for her mother and questioned why her father was so heartless.

But as soon as she opened her mouth, Ye Chengzong considered her "extremely unfilial" and slapped her in the face.

That pitiful, cowardly legitimate daughter, deliberately raised to be useless, had been beaten to death by her own father! Humiliation, grief, and overwhelming hatred... The emotions of the original owner burned deeply into Jiang Tan's soul like a branding iron.

She was no longer the indifferent office worker; she was Ye Qingyan! She raised her head abruptly, and within her previously dull eyes, two flames of revenge ignited.

Her gaze passed over the hypocritical Wang Feifei and the complacent Ye Qinglian, and was fixed on Ye Chengzong's cold face.

It was this man who killed her mother! It was these people who destroyed everything she had! She was filled with rage and hatred.

[Ding! Host's rebellious intentions detected! My kingdom... cough, your revenge, I grant!]

A majestic, domineering, and even somewhat violent male voice exploded in her head without any warning!

[Tyrant System "First Emperor Ying Che" has been successfully bound!]

A system? Or a tyrant? Ye Qingyan, no, Jiang Tan now, was completely stunned.

What kind of start was this for her? She was beaten right after crossing over, and she was also given a system that sounded like it was tough to mess with?

Ying Che? Isn't that the founding emperor of this dynasty who unified the country with an iron fist and was famous in history for his tyranny and cruelty?

Didn't he die a long time ago? How did he become her system?

Before she had time to digest this huge amount of information, Ye Chengzong in front of her saw that she not only did not beg for mercy, but instead glared at him with a hateful look that he had never seen before, and his rage suddenly grew even stronger.

"Evil creature! You still dare to glare at me? It seems that one slap didn't wake you up!" Ye Chengzong roared, raised his big hand again, and with a strong wind, slapped Jiang Tan's other cheek hard!

If she gets slapped like that, with her current dilapidated body, she might end up going down the same path as the original owner.

No! She can't let others bully her anymore!

At this critical moment, the tyrant's voice in her mind sounded again, carrying with it the imperial pressure that brooked no room for questioning, like an imperial decree, reaching directly into the depths of her soul.

[Imperial edict arrives—traitor! Slap the traitor before me and restore my majesty!]

"Traitor?" Jiang Tan almost laughed out loud. Did this system really think it was the emperor? And it even accused her of a crime?

But the pressure that came from her soul forced her body to react uncontrollably.

An inexplicable force surged up her arm, and she instinctively raised her hand and rushed towards Ye Chengzong's slap.

"Get out of here!" she yelled, her voice hoarse.

As a corporate slave who has been working 996 all year round, her physical condition is already worrying. Coupled with the original owner's frail body, her arms swung out in anger were soft and powerless.

His wrist slipped, the angle shifted. "Pa!" A slap, even more crisp and loud than before, echoed throughout the mourning hall.

Time seemed to stand still at this moment. Ye Chengzong's raised hand froze in mid-air, his face filled with disbelief.

The fake smile on Wang Feifei's face froze and her mouth opened slightly.

Ye Qinglian, who was standing aside and watching the show, was covering her right cheek which was rapidly becoming red and swollen, her eyes as big as copper bells.

"Hit...hit it off target?"

Jiang Tan looked at his reddened palm, then at the stunned Ye Qinglian, his mind racing. The entire audience was petrified.

In the deathly silence, Wang Feifei was the first to react. She looked at the red marks on her daughter's face and let out a piercing scream: "Ye Qingyan, are you crazy? How dare you hit your sister!"

She rushed to Ye Qinglian and caressed her daughter's face distressedly: "Master! Look at her! She is going against the will of heaven! She even beats her own sister. She is totally disrespectful to her elders and has no sense of shame!"

Ye Chengzong also came back to his senses. He looked at the completely out-of-control scene in front of him, and was shaking with anger. His fingers were trembling as he pointed at Jiang Tan: "You...you rebellious girl!"

The sin of beating a concubine's sister is much greater than talking back to one's father.

In this era that emphasizes the hierarchy between legitimate and illegitimate children, her behavior is enough to be labeled as "brutal, jealous and immoral", and her end will definitely be miserable.

What to do? She couldn't just stand up and endure it. She was powerless now, and there was only one way out: death.

Apologize and beg for mercy? That's out of the question! It will only make these people bully her even more.

In that split second, an idea flashed through Jiang Tan's mind.

Crazy? Yes, that's crazy!

She looked at her slightly red palms, her eyes instantly became unfocused, a strange arc appeared at the corner of her mouth, and she smiled foolishly.

"Hehehe..." She laughed, her eyes sweeping over the astonished people in front of her with empty eyes.

"Crazy? Yes, I'm crazy! I'm finally crazy!" She laughed and staggered forward two steps, stretching out her hand, trying to touch something invisible.

"Mom...are you back?" Her voice became sad and strange, echoing in the silent mourning hall, making people feel creepy.

"Mother, please don't go... Did you just push me? You said... you said you were going to smash the mouths of those who hurt you... right?"

She turned her head, staring at the pale Ye Qinglian with empty eyes, and the smile on the corner of her mouth became more and more weird: "Sister, does it hurt? Mother said that your mouth deserves to be beaten the most... She said that you are like my aunt, full of shit..." As soon as these words came out, the temperature of the entire mourning hall dropped several degrees.

Wang Feifei and Ye Qinglian's faces turned pale in an instant, and in addition to anger, there was a hint of unconcealable fear and guilt in their eyes.

Ye Chengzong, watching his daughter's madness and nonsense, gradually had his anger replaced by a complex and indescribable surprise: "Could it be... is she really overstimulated and crazy? Or is there really something unclean in this mourning hall?

Thanks for your support. The road ahead is long and arduous, but I will sing as I go. — Meeting an old friend while brewing tea
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Chapter 2 The old lady has arrived, and the straw bag is actually a lunatic?
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"DAD, LOOK AT MY SISTER, she...she seems stupid."

Ye Qinglian hid behind Wang Feifei with a hint of satisfaction in her eyes.

Wang Feifei pressed her handkerchief against her eyes. "Qingyan, I know you're sad, but you can't talk nonsense and blame us for your mother's death! We're both innocent..."

Looking at their superb acting skills as they sang in unison, Jiang Tan sneered in his heart.

The original owner was just a useless fool with a cowardly personality. If she followed her way now, she would either cry or be beaten to death.

But she, Jiang Tan, was not here to die! "Hehe... Hehe..." Jiang Tan suddenly laughed softly, the sound getting louder and louder, and finally turned into a crazy laugh.

He stared at Wang Feifei and her daughter. "I saw it... I saw my mother..."

She stretched out her finger and pointed tremblingly behind Wang Feifei, "Mom was standing behind you. She was covered in blood and asked me... why Dad wanted to straighten you up right after she died..." Her voice was shrill and echoed in the empty mourning hall.

Ye Qinglian screamed in fright and turned around suddenly. Behind her, there was nothing but a fluttering white banner.

Wang Feifei was also horrified by her crazy appearance. Her face turned pale, and she forced herself to remain calm and said, "You...what nonsense are you talking about! I think you are too sad and have gone crazy!"

[Traitor! Correct your manners! Fix your appearance! This is disgraceful!]

Ye Qingyan immediately decided to take advantage of the situation and continue the madness to the end!

Under the astonished and doubtful gazes of Wang Feifei, her mother, and the servants, Ye Qingyan's crying and nonsense came to an abrupt end.

She stopped all her movements, stood up straight, and began to slowly and methodically tidy up her torn clothes and messy hair in public.

Her movements were meticulous.

"Crazy, the young lady is really crazy..." A timid maid was whispering.

While tidying up, Jiang Tan muttered to himself: "Mom said that even if we die, the people of the Shen family must die with dignity..." His appearance, sometimes screaming like a madman, and sometimes calm and weird, was creepy.

"You!" Wang Feifei was so angry that she was shaking all over. She wanted to rush up and tear Ye Qingyan's mouth apart, but when she met her eyes, she stopped in her tracks.

She is not afraid of a useless legitimate daughter, but who knows what outrageous thing a crazy legitimate daughter will do in the next second!

Wang Feifei could only cry and fall at Ye Chengzong's feet: "Master! Look at her, what has she become! Sister Shen's death really has nothing to do with us! You have to make the decision for us!"

Ye Chengzong's face turned pale. He looked at this legitimate daughter with disgust and fear in his eyes.

He knew very well that Shen's death was closely related to Wang Feifei.

But the Shen family has fallen on hard times, and a capable second wife is far more useful than a dead first wife.

He originally wanted to take this opportunity to completely suppress Ye Qingyan and make it impossible for her to turn things around. But who would have thought that this usually cowardly daughter would actually go crazy!

A madman cannot be reasoned with or convicted. If word got out that he had driven his late wife's legitimate daughter mad, would his reputation still be in tatters?

Just when the atmosphere in the entire mourning hall reached a freezing point and no one knew how to end it, a servant's loud announcement came from outside the door, with a hint of panic.

"The old lady is here—!" Before the words were finished, everyone in the mourning hall changed their expressions.

The real authority of the Ye family, Ye Chengzong's mother, the old lady who has the final say in the backyard, was actually alarmed!

A hint of panic flashed in Wang Feifei's eyes. The old lady was very strict about rules, and Ye Qingyan's crazy behavior would definitely disgust her!

She immediately rushed forward ahead of everyone else, crying, "Mother, you have to make a decision for us! I don't know what's wrong with Qingyan. Ever since Sister Shen passed away, she has been talking nonsense and even hitting people, saying... saying that she saw something unclean..."

As she spoke, she exaggerated how Ye Qingyan had just "gone crazy" and how she had "slandered" her and her daughter.

The old lady walked in surrounded by a group of maids and servants.

Her eyes were like torches, slowly sweeping over the crying Wang Feifei, her gloomy-faced son Ye Chengzong, and the silent Ye Qinglian, and finally, they stopped at her granddaughter, Ye Qingyan, who was standing alone in the center of the mourning hall.

The moment the old lady looked over, Ye Qingyan suddenly hugged her head, squatted down, her body trembling, and her voice was full of fear.

"Ghosts... there are ghosts! Grandma, there are so many ghosts... They are all surrounding Aunt Wang and my second sister. They are laughing, and their laughter is so scary..."

Wang Feifei's face flushed red. "You're talking nonsense! Mother, don't believe her. She's deliberately slandering us!"

The old lady had seen more secrets of the inner chambers than anyone else. She herself wouldn't believe that a perfectly normal young lady had suddenly gone mad if there wasn't something fishy going on.

Just as she was about to open her mouth to question, the majestic voice in Jiang Tan's mind sounded again.

[Traitor! How disgraceful of you to not kneel before the Lord! Kneel before me!]

This system is really a genius at assisting!

She followed the "instruction" and knelt down firmly in front of the old lady with a "thump".

Then, she raised her head, a fanatical and pious expression on her face, and kowtowed in the direction of the old lady, "dong dong dong," shouting a sentence that made everyone present stunned: "Your Majesty is wise! Long live the emperor! I will take my leave and go to inspect the country for Your Majesty!"

After shouting, she wanted to get up and stagger out to "patrol".

The entire mourning hall was in a deathly silence. Everyone was stunned by her incoherent speech, her alternating moments of lucidity and madness.

Calling the old lady "Your Majesty"? And referring to yourself as "your concubine"? And even going on a "tour of the country"?

If this isn't crazy, what is? This is completely crazy!

Ye Chengzong's face had turned very dark. He felt that his face had been completely disgraced by this crazy daughter at this moment.

Wang Feifei had a lot of excuses prepared, ready to ask the old lady to severely punish Ye Qingyan, but what else could she say to a madman who couldn't even recognize a person?

Wouldn't it be a loss of status to argue with a madman?

The old lady stared at Ye Qingyan, her brows furrowed. What kind of dirty things had she not seen in her life?

Shen's death was suspicious, Wang Feifei was eager to take the position, and her son was confused.

This granddaughter didn't go crazy earlier or later, but just at this moment.

"Are you really crazy, or are you pretending to be crazy?"

But looking at her red and swollen forehead, and her eyes that were sometimes fearful, sometimes fanatical, but lacked normal human emotions, the old lady had to believe it about 70%.

Even if he is pretending, he is a tough guy to be able to pretend to this extent.

If we investigate further, it will cause unrest in the family, and if it gets out, we will become the laughing stock of the entire capital.

Finally, the old lady waved her hands tiredly, her voice filled with helplessness.

"Alas...what misfortune for our family. Come, take the young lady back to Qingqiu Courtyard first, keep a close eye on her, and don't let her out again.

Also, go get a famous doctor right away to take a good look at her! "House arrest, call a doctor." This is both a punishment and a form of protection.

"Mother!" Wang Feifei cried out unwillingly. Just letting her go so easily?

The old lady glanced at her coldly: "What? You still want to argue with a crazy child? Or do you want everyone in the capital to see our Ye family's joke?"

Wang Feifei felt a chill in her heart when she saw this, and dared not say anything more.

So, Jiang Tan was "carried" out of the mourning hall with the help of two maids.

I finally passed the first level.

Qingqiuyuan was the courtyard of the original owner's mother, Shen. Since Shen fell ill, it has become increasingly dilapidated.

The weeds in the yard were half a person's height, the steps were covered with moss, and the paint on the door was mottled and peeling.

The old woman threw her into the house and locked it from the outside. It was obvious that she had received Wang Feifei's instruction to give her a warning.

Jiang Tan, however, didn't care. She looked around the shabby yet clean house. The air seemed to still be filled with the scent of her mother Shen's herbs.

She walked to the bed and sat down weakly, her tense nerves finally relaxing a little.

Just now in the mourning hall, I was dancing on the edge of a knife. If I took a wrong step, there would be no recovery.

Fortunately, she won the bet. Fortunately, there was also that inexplicable Emperor System "god assist".

Just as she thought of this, that majestic voice sounded in her mind again, but this time, it was filled with strong displeasure and a hint of condescending judgment.

[Traitor! Today, in the court... and in the mourning hall, I managed to handle it well enough and barely managed to save my life.] [But!]

The system's voice suddenly sank, carrying an oppressive feeling of impending storm.

[Your words are incoherent, and your behavior undermines your majesty. You have completely humiliated my... host! I am furious and will punish you as a warning to others!]

Jiang Tan's heart sank suddenly.

Punishment? What punishment? Electric shock or erasure?



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 3: The Imperially Bestowed Crane's Beak Red, Auntie, Please Drink More
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[THE TRAITOR HAS REPEATEDLY misbehaved and behaved inappropriately. I hereby grant you a cup of "Crane's Beak Red". I decree this!]

"No...Brother, System Brother! Your Majesty! I was wrong, I was really wrong!"

Jiang Tan begged frantically for mercy, "I have parents above me and children below me... Oh no, I'm helpless, weak and pitiful. Please have mercy on me. I will be a submissive citizen from now on and never have second thoughts again!"

The next second, Jiang Tan felt her hand sink, and a warm and tender object appeared out of thin air in her palm.

It was an exquisite white jade bowl, half filled with steaming soup.

The bright red soup is filled with a few plump wolfberries and sliced red dates, and has a rich sweet aroma mixed with the fragrance of medicinal herbs.

"Is this the legendary Crane's Beak Red that kills with just one blow? Why does it smell so good?"

Jiang Tan's survival instinct and food instinct engaged in a fierce battle.

She held the bowl of "poison" and moved closer cautiously. She stuck out her tongue and dipped a very small amount of the soup on the edge of the bowl.

A pure sweetness with red dates and rock sugar instantly explodes on the taste buds.

Jiang Tan was stunned. She tentatively asked, "Your Majesty... this Crane's Beak Red, it... seems sweet?"

The commanding voice in his head fell silent. This silence lasted for a full ten seconds, so long that Jiang Tan thought the system had gone offline.

Just as she was about to take another bite to confirm, the voice, with a hint of embarrassment and anger, said forcefully:

[Humph! This is an improved formula! How can any mortal thing be compared to my imperial gift? My poison is not ordinary.]

An absurd yet extremely clear thought came to Jiang Tan's mind.

This "System Majesty" of hers was probably nothing more than a half-baked fake! The remnant soul of the tyrant who called himself "I" seemed to have incomplete abilities and often made such outrageous mistakes.

The "Crane's Beak Red" gift turned out to be a bowl of genuine, yin-nourishing and qi-boosting red date and wolfberry soup! The fear faded, replaced by a sense of relief and a hint of mischievous amusement.

"Auntie Wang, and my good father, your blessings are yet to come!"

Because of his "improper words and deeds and offending his father", Jiang Tan was punished by being confined to his dilapidated "Qingqiuyuan" for three days.

On the second day of her house arrest, her concubine Wang, who was usually dignified, virtuous and loving, could not wait to send someone over.

The person who came was Wang Feifei's confidant, Mother Zhang. "Miss, are you feeling better?

Auntie is restless in the room, extremely worried, and has asked an old servant to prepare some soothing soup for you. Please drink it while it's hot."

Mother Zhang had a look of "loyal" concern on her face, and her triangular eyes were fixed on Jiang Tan.

After being slapped by the master, Jiang Tan became a little crazy and talked nonsense.

Aunt Wang sent her here, ostensibly to visit, but in reality, to confirm whether this annoying legitimate daughter was really crazy.

Jiang Tan lowered his eyes and looked at the bowl of medicine handed to him by Mother Zhang.

A tranquilizing soup? It's not a soup that can put you to rest immediately after drinking it, is it?

If it were the original owner, he would probably have drunk it without thinking.

But now, the person living in his body is Jiang Tan, a funny girl from the 21st century who has read "The Legend of Zhen Huan" a hundred times.

She raised her head and showed an innocent and naive smile.

"Mother Zhang, you came just in time!" Her voice was clear and loud, full of excitement. "I just got something great, and I was worried that no one would share it with me!"

As she spoke, she completely ignored the "calming soup" in Mother Zhang's hand, turned around and pushed the bowl of "Crane's Beak Red" in the exquisite white jade bowl on the table in front of Mother Zhang.

Mother Zhang's attention was instantly drawn to her, and a hint of greed flashed in her eyes.

This white jade bowl is obviously worth a lot of money. "Oh, what kind of thing is this? It looks very valuable."

Mother Zhang flattered.

Jiang Tan smiled even more happily. With a sincere face and even a hint of boasting, she said to Zhang's mother, "This is the magical soup my mother gave me in a dream last night! It's amazing!"

She deliberately lowered her voice and whispered mysteriously into Zhang's ear: "It's called 'Crane's Beak Red'. My mother said it's very good for health! It can make people live a hundred years!" "Crane...Crane's Beak Red?!"

Mother Zhang’s smile froze instantly.

How could she not have heard of the name of Crane's Beak Red? It is the most famous poison throughout history!

But the person who said this was the "crazy" young lady in front of him.

Her eyes were pure and innocent, without a trace of impurity. Mother Zhang held the soothing soup, only to find it incredibly hot. She stared at the bowl of "Crane's Beak Red" and cold sweat streamed down her forehead.

This young lady is obviously crazy. Can you believe what she says?

But what if she wasn't crazy and was testing me? No, she must be crazy!

Taking poison as a tonic! But if she really went crazy, and if I didn't do what she wanted and caused her to have a fit, an old woman like me would not be her match in Qingqiu Courtyard!

If word gets out that I, a mere servant, made my mad master sick due to anger, even my aunt won’t be able to save me!

Mother Zhang forced a smile that was uglier than tears. "Miss, this...this is the immortal soup, a gift from Madam. How dare I, a servant...a servant like you, drink your food? You should drink it yourself. It's more important to nourish your body."

"Oh, how can that be!" Jiang Tan insisted, a childlike stubbornness on his face. "My mother said that good things should be shared! Mother Zhang, you take care of Auntie every day and come to see me. You've worked hard all the way here. You must drink! You drink first!"

As she spoke, she was about to take the bowl of "Crane's Beak Red".

Mother Zhang was so frightened that she stepped back repeatedly and almost spilled the tranquilizing soup in her hand: "No, no, miss!" "Why not?" Seeing that she didn't move, Jiang Tan's smile disappeared.

Instead, she felt aggrieved and stubborn. She stamped her feet and her voice grew louder. "You don't want to drink? Do you look down on my mother? Do you think the things my mother gave you are not good?!"

When this big hat was put on, Mother Zhang's legs went weak.

Looking down on the deceased first wife? If this word gets out, she won't be able to explain it even if she has a hundred mouths.

Just when Mother Zhang was in a dilemma and sweating profusely, Jiang Tan's eyes suddenly lit up.

She no longer forced Mother Zhang, but carefully picked up the bowl of white jade "Crane's Beak Red" with her own hands.

Then, under the horrified gaze of Zhang's mother, she walked around the table and rushed out of the room like a gust of wind.

Mother Zhang's heart skipped a beat, thinking to herself, "This is not good." Sure enough, the next second, Jiang Tan's clear, filial voice filled the entire Jiang Mansion's backyard. "Auntie Wang—! Auntie Wang—!"

As she ran, she shouted at the top of her lungs, fearing that no one could hear her.

"I've brought you something good!!" This voice instantly attracted the attention of all the servants in and outside the yard.

Jiang Tan carried the bowl of soup and ran towards Wang Feifei's gorgeous "Jinxiu Pavilion" without any obstruction.

"Auntie Wang! This is the Crane's Beak Red that my mother gave me as a reward!"

"My mother said that you have been working so hard on the housework lately that you look very bad!

This soup is very nourishing, you must drink more to nourish your body!"

To those who didn't know the inside story, these words sounded like a daughter showing filial piety to her aunt, which was very touching.

But to those who know the truth, it sounds like a death knell! Was the "Crane's Beak Red" given by the deceased original wife to "replenish the body" of the concubine in charge?

What a "filial piety that moves heaven"! At this moment, in Jinxiu Pavilion.

"...He just stayed in the house, didn't cry or make a fuss, and I heard he had a good appetite.

Wang Feifei curled her lips and sneered: "She's just a straw bag, and you think she can stir up any waves.

It seems that the master's slap really made her stupid. Mother Zhang should be back soon. After drinking that bowl of calming soup, I guarantee she will sleep for three days and three nights and won't be able to remember anything.

As soon as he finished speaking, Jiang Tan's earth-shaking shout was heard from outside.

"Aunt Wang! I have brought you something good!" Wang Feifei frowned tightly.

"This is the Crane's Beak Red that my mother gave me! You haven't looked well lately, so you must drink more to replenish your body!"

"Bang!" Wang Feifei's face turned ashen in an instant. She jumped up from the chair in shock and anger and rushed out of the room.

As soon as she went out, she ran into Jiang Tan who had already run to the gate of her yard.

"Auntie!" Jiang Tan's eyes brightened when he saw her. He rushed to her in two steps and stuffed the bowl of "Crane's Beak Red" into Wang Feifei's hands without saying a word.

A warm touch came from the palm of his hand, and his body stiffened. All around him were servants peeking in and whispering.

The annual drama of "the legitimate daughter goes crazy and is filial to her aunt" has already begun.

Wang Feifei looked at Jiang Tan, who was smiling innocently in front of her, then looked down at the bowl of "Crane's Beak Red" in her hand, and felt a chill running from the soles of her feet to the top of her head.
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Chapter 4: King's Might, Get Ready for Eye Exercises
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WHEN YE QINGYAN HANDED this bowl of "poison" to her stepmother Wang Feifei, her face changed color again and again.

It's difficult to get off the tiger.

Wang Feifei was put on the spot and asked to drink, which was equivalent to acknowledging Ye Qingyan's "filial piety" and confirming her own bad reputation of mistreating the legitimate daughter.

If you don't drink, it means you are guilty and it's a frame-up.

In the end, she could only pinch her nose and take a small sip. The sweetness made her throat tight, but she still forced a smile and praised: "Good boy, you are thoughtful."
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