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Chapter 1: Nightmare
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"The town is just a bunch of mad dogs that will bite people when they lose their shackles."

Ren Du did not avoid Ying Luofeng when he said this, but deliberately let him hear it.

Wen Dange took a half step forward, felt the sticky touch at his feet, and stood back.

He must not dirty Luoluo.

Yingkui's sword tip dragged on the ground, flashing dark red blood. Not only the nightmare, but also countless wind feather monsters, she had no time to clean them up. Even if the surface was cleaned up, the huge malice condensed on it could not be eliminated in a short time.

Ren Du was right, the town was just a bunch of mad dogs.

She was a little tired, so tired that she couldn't explain it out loud. She swung her sword to cut off the mud under her feet, and completely buried the nightmare.

Step by step, with blood, evil, countless killings and karma. She stopped in front of her star.

"Don't be afraid of me..." "You must be very tired."

Wen Dange looked up in surprise when she didn't hear the expected scream, and looked into a pair of gentle eyes as always.

It was a sea of ​​eyes, and a small boat was in it, calm and peaceful.

"Ahe." He stepped forward and hugged her, whispering, "You must be very tired. It's all my fault. I thought I could find a solution, but in the end..." I still trouble you to go through life and death for me.

It must be very tiring to take care of me.

"Luoluo." She closed her eyes and sniffed the familiar scent on his body. The dark fire induced by the blade poison was extinguished bit by bit, and her mood was calmer than ever before, "Luoluo, Luoluo, Luoluo..."

As if she knew his nickname for the first time, she called it over and over again, repeatedly affirming his existence. He had no choice but to respond, occasionally missing a sentence or two, and immediately felt the hand on his back hugging him tighter.

He patted her shoulder helplessly: "Ahe, the matter has not been resolved yet."

Wen Dange then let go of her embrace and held his hand tightly, with ten fingers tightly together. Ying Luofeng let her lead him and took her to his nightmare: "I don't know why, your nightmare and my nightmare are connected together. Maybe it's because the two nightmares are broken at the same time, and the one who cast the nightmare can't bear it and decided to give it a try? But I am still a little grateful to it."

He shook the two connected hands, walked in front of Niang, and smiled: "Niang, I brought Ahe to see you."

Of course Niang couldn't see them. The nightmare for Ying Luofeng focused on making up for his childhood regrets. He could only watch but not communicate. But strangely, Niang in the nightmare seemed to have heard his words, slowly raised her head, and "looked" at them.

Wen Dange quietly drew out the sword, but paused.

"Okay, just go home... just come back." Niang bent over, walked through them, and slowly walked towards Xiao Luoluo at the door. This should be said to Xiao Luoluo who had just returned home after playing outside for a day, but...

"Well, I'm home."

After speaking, he let out a long sigh and said to Wen Dange with a smile, "Let's do it."

Although he didn't know what the "nightmare core" was, he could guess from the scene where Wen Dange killed "him" that in order to break the nightmare, he must kill the deepest obsession.

What is Ying Luofeng's obsession?

Seeing that Wen Dange was hesitant to move, he simply held her hand and took over Yingkui.

Yingkui was sharp and could break illusions and kill evil spirits. Niang's old body fell down powerlessly, and just as she was about to turn into a pool of mud, Wen Dange reached out and covered his eyes.

"Don't look."

A slight itch came from the palm of her hand, followed by a slight coolness. She heard him say "well".

The nightmare began to collapse, like a faded painting, losing all its colors in an instant. The sky was spinning, and the illusion of falling was extremely unstable. Wen Dange smashed the fallen rocks and looked at the growing hole in the sky.

It seemed like a whirlpool that could swallow everything.

Ying Luofeng leaned on her tightly and asked, "Is that the exit?"

"Maybe it's the exit, maybe it's another nightmare." She was not sure.

Ying Luofeng smiled and pulled her hand: "Then let's go."

What does it matter if it's the exit or another nightmare. They are together, and they will not be afraid.

Behind the hole is another world, a dark corridor that seems to have no end. Wen Dange lit the fire talisman and walked forward with the firelight.

"There seems to be something on the wall?" Ying Luofeng motioned her to bring the firelight closer and carefully examine the mural, "Is this... a sacrifice?"

On the mural, tens of thousands of people knelt down together, and a coffin hanging in the middle was half closed, vaguely revealing the appearance of the owner of the coffin.

Wen Dange: "The innermost circle is the children."

Ying Luofeng quickly moved the firelight down, and the kneeling crowd from the inside to the outside was children, women, men and the elderly.

It matched the order of disappearance.

Going back, the murals detailed the sacrificial procedures. Bonfire, living sacrifice, bloodletting, burying alive... Rather than a sacrifice, it was a cruel massacre ceremony.

Ying Luofeng couldn't bear to look at it, and continued to walk while silently reciting the Sutra of Salvation. Suddenly, his eyes froze on a page.

On the mural was a pair of dragon and phoenix red candles. Behind the candlelight, the red veil floated in the air, and there was nothing on the neck where the head should be.

He subconsciously touched his neck, fortunately, the head was still there.

These murals had no text, all were sloppy paintings, except for the first few pages about sacrifice, the rest were incomprehensible. Ying Luofeng tried to identify for a long time, but still couldn't figure it out, so he gave up.

After walking for about a quarter of an hour, the corridor still had no end. Wen Dange took out a small stool from somewhere and placed it on the ground for him to sit on. Ying Luofeng felt that the stool looked familiar and remembered: "Ah, is it the one at home?"

"Yeah." Wen Dange took out two bowls of fine noodles from the mustard bag. The noodles were still steaming, and it was obvious that they were kept warm by a spell.

Seeing that the two were about to eat in the secret realm of the devil, Ren Du could no longer bear it: "Hey! Hey, hey, hey! Can you two pay attention to the occasion!"

Wen Dange ignored it and swallowed a mouthful of noodles before replying: "No more."

Ren Du: It's gone, I don't want to eat it!

Ying Luofeng put down the bowl and looked around, wondering: "Ahe, are you talking to me? I have enough to eat."

"No, I'm talking to Blade Poison." She pointed to her head, "It's here, and it often says some nonsense."

Ying Luofeng remembered the inexplicable voice when he saw her, and nodded in approval: "Nonsense, Ahe, don't believe it." "Yeah."

Blade Poison:......

"Don't you want to go out? I'll be merciful and tell you, this is the reincarnation corridor, you can't get out without the guidance of an expert! Do you want to know the way? As long as you let me......"

"So It's the corridor of reincarnation. "Ying Luofeng's eyes lit up, "That's easy. As long as we find the starting point and the end point of reincarnation, and exert force on both sides at the same time, we can connect the beginning and the end to form a real reincarnation. Reincarnation is life after death, life after death, and the beginning and the end are connected. Grasping the two 'life' is life!" Wen Dange applauded him: "Luoluo is smart!" Ying Luofeng coughed and put the bowl and chopsticks he had finished eating into the mustard bag he carried with him, and stood up and said: "Let's find the starting point and the end point." After eating and drinking, the two of them strolled in the dark corridor together, without any sense of crisis about their lives, just like a couple who came out for a stroll after dinner. Blade Poison tried to hold back, but couldn't help shouting: "How can you find the starting point and the end point like this? Don't you know that it is most efficient to act separately? Yes, your little man is powerless, and acting separately will definitely suffer, so it's better to do this..." Unfortunately, this time its instigation also failed. Wen Dange took out a small paper man and blew gently. The small paper man flew to the ground and grew into a child of eight or nine years old. She took off Yingkui and pinned it on the paper man, patted its shoulder and said, "Go." The small paper man struggled to hold Yingkui, nodded heavily, and jumped away. Ren Du was dumbfounded and furious: "When did you learn this trick? Why don't I know it?" It lives in her mind, and it knows what she has done best. Now, where did she learn puppetry? Wen Dange: "You are stupid, but I am not." What if it sees everything? She must not let it take advantage of these precious moments when she touched Luoluo's tail and kissed Luoluo. Ying Luofeng listened to her quarrel with Ren Du while looking at the water mirror in his hand curiously. This was given to him by Wen Dange, saying that it can see the situation on the side of the small paper man. The starting point is easy to find, just keep walking along the way you came. The difficult part is the end point. According to Ren Du, this is an endless corridor, and you will never reach the end if you keep walking.

Then we have to start from the end of "reincarnation". The end of life is death, what is the end of reincarnation? Is it a new life? But he is a person who has lived again, so it can be seen that "life" is not the end.

The vision in the water mirror is very dark and narrow, and only the sword of Yingkui can be vaguely seen. Suddenly, the little paper man stopped, and it encountered the first problem.

It was a river.

River? Was there a river when they came? Ying Luofeng motioned Wen Dange to come over and look, and said nervously: "The paper man is afraid of water, how can he get across?"

"Don't worry, it's very smart."

The little paper man put Yingkui on the ground, stepped on it, and imitated Wen Dange's appearance, and even shakily controlled the sword. With a "whoosh", he easily crossed the river.

Blade Poison: "This thing is quite exquisite, it is definitely not your seed."

Wen Dange was unhappy and knocked his head threateningly: "It is made of Luoluo's hair and my blood, why doesn't it count?"

"Ah? Is it our... child?" Ying Luofeng didn't know when she made a puppet with her hair. Wen Dange shook her head: "I made a puppet when I had nothing to do. It's not finished yet. I originally prepared it for you to carry with you. It doesn't matter if you use it now. I will make another one later."

She is dexterous and can do everything with ease. Even puppets are full of spirituality under her hands.

After crossing the river, the second problem followed. Ying Luofeng looked at the raging flames in the water mirror and pulled her sleeves worriedly: "Ahe, paper people can't touch fire."

Wen Dange nodded at the water mirror: "Look."

Yingkui swung out a sword energy, and the flames immediately retreated and made way for the paper man. The little paper man dragged Yingkui and continued to walk "huffing and puffing".

After watching the Paper Man Adventures, Ying Luofeng pondered for a while and tried to ask Ren Du: "The starting point of reincarnation is the 'original appearance'?"

Paper is made from trees through various processes. Water soaking and fire baking are both necessary. By analogy, will the end of human reincarnation be the final appearance?

A handful of yellow earth...sacrifice, coffin...

"The end is the grave."



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 2: The Corridor of Samsara
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Ren Du was silent. The two looked at each other and knew that he was right.

Ying Luofeng shook their hands briskly, his eyebrows curved into crescents, and his urging was evident.

Wen Dange never hesitated to praise. After thinking for a while, he took out a bowl of osmanthus soup from the mustard bag: "I made it last night. I was afraid that you were too tired to eat today, so it came in handy."

He was not hungry, but she said that and aroused his greed. Thinking that she always liked to pull the flesh on her face recently, he restrained himself: "Then, half for each of us."

So the dark and scary Corridor of Samsara was filled with the fragrance of osmanthus. They left a mark when they came, and it was easy to find the location of the mural. They also saw traces of the river and fire on the road.

Take out the water mirror and look at it. The little paper man walked diligently. Noticing their sight, he waved happily at the mirror on his neck.

Ying Luofeng liked this puppet a little bit, and eagerly discussed with Wen Dange: "Ahe, can you keep it?"

What's wrong with that? Wen Dange nodded and said: "After going out, draw its facial features and give it a name, and it will be almost finalized."

Hearing this, Ying Luofeng smiled even more, and took the initiative to lean over to her face and kissed her. This was his first time to do "stealing fragrance and jade", and he was quite embarrassed after the matter was done, and didn't even hold hands. But he had just taken half a step forward when he was pulled back by her.

Wen Dange touched her cheek, and wanted to rub Yingkui. This was her usual action when she was nervous, but Yingkui was not around now. She had to change to rub Ying Luofeng's face hard, but she didn't dare to use force, and stopped immediately when she saw a blush.

She was depressed: Luoluo is always like this...

Flirting and running away.

Fortunately, she didn't encounter any strange things that the little paper man encountered along the way, and returned to the mural safely. Wen Dange didn't let him touch it. She brushed off the dust on the mural, looked at it intently for a while, and concluded: "Nothing unusual."

That means this is a mural that is so ordinary that it can't be more ordinary, and it can be easily broken.

Ying Luofeng always observed the movements of the little paper man. When she saw the paper man stopped, she hurriedly called her to see: "Ahe! Is this the starting point?"

The night fireflies flickered in the darkness, and a starlight fell on Yingkui.

The starting point is undoubtedly.

Wen Dange exerted his strength and placed his palm on the mural. The little paper man in the water mirror also raised Yingkui in a serious manner and slashed it into the air.

"Boom" "Crack"

Two loud noises echoed in her ears at the same time, and a white light flashed in front of her eyes. Wen Dange quickly picked up Ying Luofeng and stepped back a few steps.

Yingkui and the little paper man had been called back by her when the loud noise came. Now they were hung on Ying Luofeng's belt, and the family was neat and tidy.

"Hold your breath." After instructing him, Wen Dange looked at the "person" in front of her with full concentration. To be precise, it was a burnt, black corpse.

He was hidden in the darkness, and if it weren't for the white light at that moment, he would hardly be discovered. But Wen Dange had sharp senses. If he had existed before, he would definitely not be unaware. Therefore, he appeared at the moment when the reincarnation corridor was broken.

Looking up at the location of the coffin on the mural, sure enough, the deceased inside was gone.

"You shouldn't be here."

He raised his charred arm and pointed in their direction. Wen Dange frowned and coldly pulled out Yingkui: "It's not that we intentionally broke in, but your descendants used you to set a trap to disturb your peace."

He shook his head and still stared at them: "I can let you go, but he, must stay."

This time she saw clearly that he was referring to Luoluo.

"Don't even think about it." A cold light flashed, and the cold murderous intent rushed over like a tidal wave. She didn't have the patience to deal with Qian Hao. When she started, her luck was at its peak, and Yingkui made excited buzzing sounds under her hands. The sound stopped, and the move was made. The huge sword energy with the huge force that crushed everything slashed towards the opposite side, but the person on the opposite side did not dodge or evade.

The moment the sword energy was about to hit his face, the huge force suddenly disappeared. It was like a piece of gravel thrown into a deep valley, without any echo.

He said: "This is my tomb, you can't hurt me."

Ying Luofeng said: "I have never heard of whose tomb the Wheel of Samsara Corridor is. It was transformed by a wisp of evil thought from the Heavenly Dao. The Heavenly Dao did not want the world to fall into this place, so it hid it. What makes you say that this is your tomb."

After hearing this, the man seemed surprised that he knew so much: "You actually know that the Wheel of Samsara Corridor is transformed by the evil thought of the Heavenly Dao? You are worthy of being a person who has lived twice. Well, since you have such good fortune, why don't we each take a step back."

He made a "please" gesture: "You disturbed my sleep without permission, and I accidentally let that group of people The devil took advantage of the opportunity, and we are even. But, your little thing destroyed my good tomb, so you are still guilty of a greater crime. "

"Well, I will invite you to watch a good show. If you remain the same after watching it, I will let you go. If you change your mind after watching it..."

He clearly has no facial features, but at this moment, his face seems to be smiling, a smile full of malice: "One of you must leave one person to be buried with me. How about this, isn't this a good proposal? One person can survive no matter what."

"What if I don't agree." Wen Dange held the sword in one hand, and the true energy in his veins quickly gathered, rushing to the top of the mountain like a sea of ​​clouds. The man chuckled, not without contempt: "The 'Zhen' that has not yet transformed is so arrogant? Wen Ying tried his best to seal me here. How dare you, a young boy who is still wet behind the ears, show off your skills in front of an expert?"

Wen Dange was unmoved, and gathered strength in his hands, and the twelve formations slowly unfolded: "But you are not the same as you were back then, are you? Being sealed here, you will either advance or retreat. Where do you get the confidence to think that the 'Zhen' that is still wet behind the ears a thousand years later cannot kill you?"

"Heh." The black shadow smiled contemptuously and waved at her provocatively, "Then you try it."

Before he finished speaking, a loud bang exploded. Wen Dange was like a light flying swallow, setting up a barrier to place Ying Luofeng, and turned around and leaped into the disorderly sword light falling around him.

Five fingers slightly opened, Ying Kui turned into countless afterimages, and suddenly stabbed the man in the middle. Before the first move was over, Wen Dange's mind changed into a sword move, and his movements became fierce. Every slash was naked and boiling with killing intent, and the blazing wind it brought was overwhelming and unstoppable.

The invisible sword energy was like a feather arrow passing through, and like a star passing through the night sky, the sharp blade rolled up the fine flying sand and turned into a huge momentum.

The black shadow remained unmoved, and his face without facial features was full of mockery.

It's not over yet. Wen Dange took another breath and swung the sword with lightning speed. The huge true energy attacked the opposite side. In an instant, the snow mountain was about to collapse, and the sand and rocks were flying.

The sword shadow and fire, wrapped in the strong wind, threw out a heat wave. The person in the center of the heat wave was unharmed, and even had the energy to draw a mocking smile.

"That's all you can do. It's far from enough, Xiaozhen."

"Ahe, don't be irritated by him." Ying Luofeng was fidgeting across the barrier, and suddenly shouted, "The moves are useful! He's avoiding your third move!"

The third move, the broken move. She closed her eyes, followed the most primitive operation of the veins, clasped the hilt of the sword with her fingertips, and poured all her true energy into it in an instant. With a slight shake, the unbreakable reincarnation corridor was like a glass that suddenly broke, and the sword light that was no less than the scorching sun was refracted by countless tiny fragments. In the center of the colorful world, Wen Dange's long hair like ink moved without wind. She pinched the sword with two fingers. At this moment, Yingkui was as light as flying flowers and as thin as cicada wings between her fingers. With just a thought, the sword intent turned into endless silk rain, and when it encountered an object, it showed its sharpness, crushed it into powder, and disappeared into smoke.

Dust to dust, earth to earth.

The dust dissipated, and the black shadow still stood there. Only one of his arms fell to the ground.

"Not bad." He praised, "You have such skills at such a young age, and you are indeed not inferior to Wen Ying. It's a pity that your "town" has a weakness that is too ostentatious." He raised his hand, and the barrier set by Wen Dange collapsed by itself. Before Ying Luofeng could tell her not to worry, he fell into his hands.

The black shadow looked at him carefully, sniffed greedily a few times, and sighed: "Nine-tailed fox with furnace cauldron physique... Otherwise, how can the heaven love and hate your "town"... Why do all the good things belong to you? Why?"

Wen Dange raised the sword and flashed in front of him and chopped down. As long as the black shadow tightened the hand that pinched Ying Luofeng and left a red mark under his neck, she would not move.

"Hahaha! Hahaha! Wen Ying, ah Wen Ying, did you see it? Your descendants rely more on the so-called "star people" than you do." The black shadow laughed wildly, tearing his flesh and blood while laughing. Until the black marks on his body were torn off, he began to take on a human form, and the characteristics of a demon could barely be seen.

A pair of deformed horns appeared in the long hair as red as flames, and under the black robe was a scarred bone tail.

The tip of the tail was pointed at Ying Luofeng's heart, as if Wen Dange would die on the spot if he took another step.

Sure enough, Wen Dange stopped moving.

Wen Ying, the corridor of reincarnation. He was the demon lord who died at the hands of Wen Ying, Wu Wei.

Wu Wei licked the corner of his mouth. Although he wanted to eat Ying Luofeng alive right now, the thousand-year seal made him understand one thing. "Star people" are indeed the weakness of Zhen, but if he did it too thoroughly and stimulated Zhen's bloodiness, even a young and weak Zhen would make him lose more than he gained.

The real delicacy should be enjoyed after a great victory.

"What do you think? Do you consider my proposal just now? Invite you to watch the show and you can still survive, why not?"

Although Ying Luofeng was shackled by him, he still tried his best to convey his meaning with his eyes. He wanted to say don't agree to Wu Wei, demons are the most cunning and like to go back on their words. But Wen Dange seemed to have misunderstood his meaning. With a clang, Ying Kui fell to the ground. She came to him empty-handed and agreed to Wu Wei's request: "Okay."

"If you lose, I'll stay and be buried with you."

Wu Wei smiled triumphantly, and his bone tail slapped the ground excitedly. He "showed mercy" and let Ying Luofeng go, giving them a brief reunion, and didn't take Wen Dange seriously at all.

He snapped his fingers, and the broken murals gathered together again to serve as a stage. The red curtain that appeared from nowhere quickly closed and slowly opened, which was quite like a community drama.

"The next play is called-"

"Sigh for the previous life."
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Chapter 3: Lamenting the previous life, hating frivolity


[image: ]




Almost at the moment when this name came out, Ying Luofeng's body stiffened.

He knew that Wu Wei's words "You shouldn't be here" were not referring to Wen Dange. As someone who had also experienced the boundary between life and death, he knew that Wu Wei was surprised at him.

A freak who should have turned into dry bones, but unexpectedly revived.

Besides, there was no play "lamenting the previous life". "Previous life" might very well refer to his previous life.

The curtain opened, and the "Yiyi Yaya" puppet appeared on the stage. The little paper man hanging on his belt saw his kind, curiously poked his head out, took a look and quickly retracted it.

There was no other reason, it was all because these puppets had stiff limbs and weird facial features. They looked like people, but they looked creepy.

A bed appeared on the stage, and a pregnant woman with a bulging belly lay on it. There was only a hunchbacked nanny serving her, limping back and forth.

Wen Dange held his hand, feeling the cold sweat oozing from his palm, and whispered to comfort him: "Don't be afraid."

Ying Luofeng shook his head, his lips slightly pale.

In his previous life, he had never dealt with Wu Wei, and didn't understand why he had to do this. There were very few records about the demons in the book, and there were only a few words about the former demon lord who died at the hands of Wen Ying Jianzun.

Truthless and bloodthirsty, moody, these are all general images of the demons, and there are no specific weaknesses or moves recorded. Therefore, he couldn't find a way to break the situation from his memory.

Noticing that his trembling was getting stronger and stronger, Wen Dange embraced him and patted his back according to some strange pattern. Gradually, Ying Luofeng's tense nerves relaxed and he whispered, "I'm fine."

The play on the stage had reached the point where Niang died, and he was struggling to survive alone in Fangcun Sect. Seeing this, Wen Dange seemed to finally connect the protagonist with him, and his eyes widened slightly.

Ying Luofeng smiled bitterly and shook his head without explaining.

"Hateful jackals, tigers and leopards - want me to die -" The topic on the stage changed, and suddenly there was a strong wind and thunderstorm. The people in the ruined temple were dreaming unconsciously, while dozens of pairs of green eyes lit up outside the temple.

This is the third time.

Ying Luofeng lowered his eyes, not wanting to see or hear. But how could Wu Wei let him do what he wanted? He was forced by an invisible force to raise his head and open his eyes. He did not struggle, but Wen Dange held him in his arms without saying anything, covering him tightly.

She said, "Isn't this what you want me to see?"

Wu Wei laughed, "That's right. But the other one, don't worry, I guarantee you'll have a feast for your eyes in the next one."

It was so quiet that only her heartbeat could be heard. He was empty in the familiar smell and rhythm, almost thinking that he was in Piaomiao Mountain.

If only he could stay in Piaomiao Mountain forever... Then she wouldn't know his most embarrassing past.

Different from the malice in Fangcun Sect, the former was superficial disgust, which was nothing compared to his later experience. Just thinking back to how he wanted to live but couldn't, overwhelming fear surged in his heart.

What would she think of the scene he didn't even want to see? Would she take the resurrected monster home?

After an unknown amount of time, the puppet show was coming to an end, and Wen Dange finally let go of her arms. Ying Luofeng looked at the stage at the first time, wanting to know how far Wu Wei had restored himself, but he could only see the curtain slowly falling. Observing Wen Dange's expression again, her face was still calm, but if you look closely, you can find that there is anger in her eyes.

Why are you angry? Because he kept it a secret? He wanted to explain, opened his lips and breathed a little fresh air, but his throat was blocked again.

"The next act, hate frivolity."

The lights around suddenly lit up and dimmed again, only the center of the stage was lit. Ying Luofeng blinked nervously, because if the previous play was about him, then this act should be about Wen Dange.

Is hate frivolity about Ah He's youth?

The answer was soon revealed.

Different from the order of the previous act, Wen Dange's story does not start from birth. As soon as she appeared, she held the Yingkui in her hand, and her stature was the same as now.

Ying Luofeng thought about it and thought it should be the story before she left Piaomiao Mountain and met him.

The beginning of the story is very ordinary. A young and powerful cultivator left his hometown to hone himself, walked aimlessly, and his footprints covered the eighteen realms of Jiuzhou. Spring, summer, autumn and winter, wind, frost, rain and snow, occasionally seeing injustice on the road, often doing nothing. She seemed to be looking for something, and would stop every time she arrived at a city or a village, for a few days at least, or a year at most.

Her story was silent, and the whole tone was gray, like a withered memory.

Suddenly, she explained: "I'm looking for my people."

"People?" Ying Luofeng was stunned, and then recalled what she said when she first entered Piaomiao Mountain.

Now, I am the only one in the tribe.

Traveled all over the nine continents and eighteen realms, searching hard but to no avail.

"The population of the town is declining, but when I was born, there were still a hundred people in Piaomiao Mountain." As she told the story, the scene on the stage changed, and time flowed back to Piaomiao Mountain.

"Senior Wen Ying once said that after the seal, the town's mission ends here, and it will inevitably be taken back by the Heavenly Dao one day to balance the world. The senior only sealed for a thousand years and did not exterminate the demons because she had listened to the Heavenly Voice, and the demons would be eliminated in the seal. By then, there will be no more troubles in the eighteen realms of Jiuzhou, and there will be no need for the town." On the stage, the puppets disappeared with the wind. "But I didn't expect that day to come a hundred years earlier." What kind of night was that? Wen Dange thought she had forgotten it. But looking at the constantly changing scenes on the stage, she was shocked to realize that this memory had been engraved in her heart. She just skipped Zhu Nujun's class as usual and sneaked to the stream at the foot of the mountain to practice sword. During this period, A Niang sent several contact talismans to urge her. She was both afraid and brave, and dragged it until nightfall before slowly returning to the mountain. But she found that Piaomiao Mountain was as silent as a cemetery. "Mother? Father?" The puppet opened the door of her house in a panic and ran around shouting. She was thinking about what excuse to make to avoid being beaten, but the next moment she wished that her mother would immediately draw her sword and beat her up.

But things went against her wishes. No matter how she shouted, there was no response.

Not only that, the tribesmen who used to gather at night to practice sword fighting seemed to have disappeared tonight. She knocked on the door and shouted, but all of them fell on deaf ears.

"Senior Wen Yuan!" "Mr. Meng!" "Mother!" "Father!"

The puppet knocked on the door numbly, from the top of the mountain where spring was warm and flowers were blooming to the foot of the mountain where the north wind was howling. She seemed to be suddenly abandoned by the whole world, a lonely young goose in the snow.

When she was tired of shouting, she sat at the foot of the mountain and waited. She stubbornly believed that the tribesmen must have gone out to fight some difficult monsters, or suddenly fell into a secret realm.

But she waited and waited, until the sun and the moon rotated several times, until the autumn leaves falling on her shoulders turned into white snow, until Zhu Nujun couldn't help but take her home, but she still didn't wait for the tribe.

Zhu Nujun told her that the seven stars were abnormal that day, and something happened in Piaomiao Mountain.

What could it be?

The puppet looked up and could only see the Wheel of Reincarnation. The young Wen Dange looked up and saw new stars in the night sky.

It turned out that "town" would also become "star".

Wen Dange finished speaking, but the puppets on the stage were still acting. Ying Luofeng frowned and looked at Wu Wei, who didn't say a word but had a very strange expression.

Noticing his gaze, Wu Wei made a silencing gesture: "Shh, don't you want to know why only she survived?"

"If the Heavenly Dao wants to take away all the towns, why did he leave her behind?"

When the curtain was opened again, the scene in front of him made his pupils shrink suddenly.

Endless darkness, but a little red appeared in this black. Then, the red spot bloomed from it, expanding and expanding infinitely until it occupied the entire field of vision.

It was so red that it was blinding.

Under this red, all colors faded, leaving only a swaying, blurry black shadow. The black shadow looked very familiar, like...Ying Luofeng looked at Wen Dange beside him, and for the first time, heard her breathing disorderly.

The scorching red seemed to fade a little, and he could see one, no, two trembling figures in the middle.

Who are they?

The black shadow waved, and Ying Kui responded. Then, step by step, it approached until the tip of the sword pointed at the pair of trembling figures.

The play that had been playing silently finally had a sound, a girl's sobbing voice: "Don't... kill us..."

Like the whimper of a young animal, Ying Luofeng suddenly looked at Wen Dange, with a bit of disbelief in his eyes.

Wen Dange closed her eyes, and the corners of her lips moved: "... That day I..."

The blade poison attacked? Insane? Being deceived?

It seems excusable, but is it really excusable?

Halfway through the explanation, she felt pale and powerless, so she simply remained silent. She slowly lowered her head and listened to the short wail coming from her ears.

She thought she had forgotten it, but it turned out that she just deliberately didn't think about it.

The last scene was the girl she killed pounced on her and bit her ear.

She didn't hide, so from then on, there were three more ear holes in her right ear.

Wu Wei was amazed after watching this play: "I thought your town was so noble. No wonder the Heavenly Dao can't tolerate you more than us. After all, we can discipline successfully with just the seal, and your town—" His eyes fell on Ying Luofeng, and he showed a greedy smile, "The so-called 'star people', aren't they just dog chains?"

"Are you really willing to be with her? Maybe one day, the person next to you will kill you like killing those innocent people who are powerless."

"Is it necessary for a race that even the Heavenly Dao can't tolerate to continue to exist?"

"You and I are both lucky people in the rules of the Heavenly Dao, and we are the same kind."

"Come here, yes, like this, raise the sword, and then—"

The nightmare technique attacked again, and this time there was no backlash. Wu Wei looked at the couple in front of him who were still in love half an hour ago, and his tailbone was excited.

What if they are still in love? When disaster strikes, between life and death, it's either you die or I live.

He liked to watch this kind of drama of turning against each other the most, and his eyes turned into excited scarlet.

The "town" would not resist the "star man", this was the only truth he learned from Wen Ying. As long as the sword went in an inch further, he would live again in the world and enjoy killing...

With a "puff", it was the sound of the sword sinking into flesh and blood, how beautiful it was... Wu Wei's mouth cracked into a wanton smile, but the next second, sticky blood flowed from the corner of his mouth.

No, this is impossible... He opened his eyes to see clearly what happened, but Wen Dange blocked his vision completely. He could only see from the gap that Ying Luofeng held the sword and pierced Wen Dange and him.

How is this possible.
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Ying Luofeng's hand holding the sword could not stop shaking, as if he would let go of it in the next second due to exhaustion. But at this time, Wen Dange reached out and held the hilt with him, whispering: "It's okay, I'm fine..." As she spoke, she exerted force and stabbed Yingkui an inch deeper.

"Puff."

The tip of the sword protruded from behind Wu Wei. He still wanted to struggle, but Wen Dange suddenly pulled out Yingkui and stabbed him with a backhand, completely killing him.

"This is impossible..." Wu Wei's eyes were bloodshot, and the whole person was like a broken mural, turning into powder bit by bit. Wen Dange used the official broken style.

She had long noticed that although Wu Wei was immune to all attacks in the reincarnation corridor, he seemed unable to take the initiative. That's why he went around in such a big circle, in the name of "watching the show", to sow discord.

Since he couldn't take action, he wanted to instigate them to kill each other. I delusionally thought that they had seen each other's worst side, and would fight for the hope of survival.

After all, the former Demon Lord was "former". He was sealed in the reincarnation corridor by Wen Ying for a thousand years. His magic was gone, and he could only rely on "nightmare" to cheat. All the disappearances in Xinzhou were probably his work. Lin Quan was one of the "nightmare masters" he selected, but he would never be the only one. There must be a ghost inside the Wuwu Sect.

"Don't say it, you take a rest first." Ying Luofeng interrupted her, lowered his eyelashes and bandaged her. Wen Dange wanted to say that there was no need to do this, "Zhen" the body to be healthy, and it would heal quickly. But looking at his gradually red eyes, she didn't say it after all.

He tore off a corner of his robe and carefully pressed her bleeding abdomen. The stab was very deep, and the blood gushed out like a spring. He couldn't stop it, and unconsciously cried: "What should I do... Ah He, what should I do..."

What should I do to not hold you back?

A very light sigh fell. Wen Dange moved her body, as if she wanted to sit up, but she pulled the wound as soon as she moved, and cried out in pain. Ying Luofeng quickly pushed her back, angry and pitiful: "I told you not to move first."

Wen Dange shook her head and pointed to the wound: "Look, it's healed."

Ying Luofeng looked down, his eyes slightly widened. The originally hideous and terrible wound suddenly shrank into a pale pink scar. Although it was surrounded by blood, it did not continue to bleed.

Wen Dange explained: "Zhen has a special physique. No matter how many injuries he has, as long as it is not fatal, well, it doesn't matter if it is fatal. In short, as long as there is still a breath, he will not die."

"So." She was stunned, not understanding why his tone did not decrease but increased, and touched his cheek, "It means it doesn't matter..."

"Plop." A drop of cold liquid fell on the hand she stretched out. She was stunned, and then more tears came.

Luoluo cried.

Since they left Fangcun Sect, he has never cried in front of her again. She also swore secretly that she would never let him cry again. But now, because she was injured, she broke the contract.

"Luoluo..." She wanted to comfort him as before, but Ying Luofeng took him into his arms first. There was a wet and cold touch on her neck, and the chest she leaned on was trembling. He cried silently, but still wanted to comfort her.

"It's the same for me... No matter how much I'm injured, as long as I have a breath, I can survive. But why, why don't you ever let me take risks? I have the same feelings for you..."

The same feelings?

The outstretched hand froze in mid-air, and it took a long time before it slowly fell on his back.

"Yeah."

––––––––
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ZHAO YUANBING SENT people to search the yard inside and out. Lin Quan interrogated them twice, but Wen Dange and Ying Luofeng still didn't come back.

She frowned, and didn't turn a page of the confession in her hand for two quarters of an hour, looking very anxious. Yin Xubai signaled the guards to keep quiet, and he walked over quietly, whispering, "They are back."

"Really!" Zhao Yuanbing stood up suddenly, and her eyes were dark because of sitting for a long time. Yin Xubai quickly supported her and advised, "It doesn't matter if it takes a while. They are also resting. It's the same if we meet again later."

Zhao Yuanbing shook her head and patted his hands, "No, we must go to see Fellow Daoist Wen immediately."

The more she tasted Wen Dange's moves, the more strange they felt, so she took the time to ask Qian Hao. Qian Hao didn't say it clearly, but mentioned Sword Master Wen Ying.

"I heard that Sword Master had a move called Pi Ri."

Pi Ri.

As soon as these words came out, Zhao Yuanbing almost immediately thought of the light released by Wen Dange several times. Sword Master, Pi Ri, could it be that Wen Dange is the descendant of Sword Master, the legendary "Zhen"?

Xinzhou is close to the sealed place, Jedi Valley, and was the first batch to bear the brunt of the disaster of the demon clan back then. If it weren't for Sword Master Wen Ying, Xinzhou would have fallen into the clutches of the devil long ago. Therefore, when other sects gradually forgot about "Zhen", Wuwu Sect still worshipped Wen Ying as Sword Master. Therefore, Qian Hao was able to recognize Wen Dange's moves at a critical moment.

Zhao Yuanbing had never thought that he would meet a living Zhen in this life, so when he heard that Wen Dange was back, he ran over without stopping.

In the room, Ying Luofeng was applying medicine to Wen Dange. Although the wound on his abdomen had almost healed, he still stubbornly asked for a lot of bottles and jars. Wen Dange let him go, and only gathered his clothes and coughed when Zhao Yuanbing was about to come in.

Zhao Yuanbing arched his hands and said respectfully: "Daoyou Wen."

"Well." Wen Dange wanted to get off the bed, but was pushed back by Ying Luofeng. He put down the medicine jar, glared at the injured and restless person, and explained the things in the reincarnation corridor for her. During this period, he did not forget to feed her water and remind her to turn over.

After listening to it, Zhao Yuanbing spent half a minute to digest it, and his brows gradually frowned: "All of this was done by Wu Wei? But the demons were not, not sealed by the Sword Master..." "The seal has begun to fail." Wen Dange said, taking out the message from Mo Jingchun that he had just received: "A group of demons have pried open a corner of the seal of the Jedi Valley and have begun to enter and exit freely. Although few can come out, a lot of people have been deployed in the eighteen realms of Jiuzhou in the past few years." Because she knew Wen Dange's identity in advance, Zhao Yuanbing was able to remain calm when reading Mo Jingchun's letter. She read it word by word and said with difficulty: "Such a big thing, why didn't the Immortal Alliance notice it? This matter must be announced to the world so that the Immortal Alliance can prepare." "Prepare? How to prepare? There is no other Wen Ying in the world." Wen Dange closed his eyes and said, "The Immortal Alliance is no longer as good as before. You know this kind of thing better than me." Silence, silence for a long time. After a long while, Zhao Yuanbing's firm answer was heard: "We must give it a try. Fellow Daoist Wen, Senior Jianzun once said that the seal cannot be accomplished by her alone. If it weren't for the people of the Eighteen Realms of Jiuzhou, she would never be able to do this."

Wen Dange: "I am not shirking my responsibility. I just want to ask, how can we make the people of the Eighteen Realms of Jiuzhou and the twelve sects accept this fact?"

The whole world is used to living a peaceful life. Except for the Wuwu Sect, I am afraid that other sects don't even want to admit the fact that the "town" exists.

The consequence of the heaven's desperate efforts to tilt the balance is that the ants soaking in the honey pot gradually lose their perception of the outside world.

Zhao Yuanbing took a deep breath, and it seemed that he had made a great determination before he had the courage to say: "If you believe me, give me a year, no, at most half a year, I will definitely let you have no worries. As long as you believe me." Suddenly, Ying Luofeng, who had remained silent since they started discussing the demons, spoke up: "Ahe, she can do it." Wen Dange looked at him and nodded to Zhao Yuanbing: "Okay. If you can do it, I will also do my best." After all, she is the only town in the world. With her assurance, Zhao Yuanbing finally put his mind at ease. He wiped the sweat off his face and continued to discuss the missing case: "I have sent people to arrest Lin Quan, but I just heard what Ying Xiaolang said. Is there a traitor in the sect? Do you have any clues?"

Ying Luofeng thought for a while and pointed out two points: "Check the disciples who have suddenly increased their cultivation or got unexpected wealth recently. The Nightmare Master can control other people and take what he wants from them."

Zhao Yuanbing nodded, took the order and stopped disturbing them. He even closed the door when he went out. There were only the two of them in the room again, but the atmosphere was no longer the same as before.

Wen Dange asked: "Is it because she did it in your past life memory?"

Ying Luofeng paused. Although he knew that what was coming would come, his heart still ached when he really heard her mention her past life. He pursed his lips and lowered his head to avoid looking at her, as if he had the courage to open himself up to show her: "Yes. In the previous life, Sect Master Zhao became the leader of the Immortal Alliance."

"If it's her, it's not surprising. Nowadays, there are very few people in the Immortal Alliance who stick to their original intentions like her." Wen Dange looked at the blue sky outside the window and asked again, "What about me? Did I do it?"

Silence, still silence.

She turned her eyes away and had an answer in her heart: "It seems not."

Her tone was clearly calm, but Ying Luofeng felt distressed. He grabbed her hand and took the initiative to lead her to touch his ears, explaining: "No, it's not like that... In the previous life, you and I didn't get together."

So she didn't find her star and died on her 200th birthday. From then on, there was no "town" in the world, and the Immortal Alliance was just struggling to operate... A thousand mistakes, it was his fault, the Fangcun Sect's fault, the world's fault, but in any case, it was not her fault.

Wen Dange laughed softly, and rarely touched her ears, but put her chin in his palm: "Is that so? That's good. Heaven has given us a chance to start over again." This time, no matter what, she will protect him. Ying Luofeng didn't know what kind of determination she made at this moment, but he instinctively felt that her eyes flashed with thick and sticky emotions. He remembered the scene he saw in the reincarnation corridor, and unconsciously touched her ear hole: "Does it hurt?" Zhen has a strong self-healing ability. It stands to reason that ordinary people will heal quickly after a bite. But she kept these three wounds intact, as if to warn herself. Wen Dange was silent for a moment, and said: "They... are a pair of siblings possessed by monsters, but they don't seem to be completely assimilated, and still retain part of their consciousness. When I forced them to a dead end, the human part was awakened." "There was a better way, and I could have saved them, but..." But at that moment, the blade poison occupied her brain. When she woke up again, there were more dead souls under the sword. So she left the wound, and every time she swung the sword, she would ask herself again and again:

Is this the best way? Is this the only way? Is she still conscious?

Suddenly, just as she was about to fall into the endless blood again, a warm lip fell on her face. She was stunned for a moment, and then accepted the initiative.

It was a very light kiss, like a flower brushing past. Ying Luofeng blinked, held her face and said: "Detoxification, is this it?"
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Of course not. A simple kiss can only temporarily suppress the blade poison. The closer the connection between the "star man" and the "town", until the two are completely integrated, the blade poison can be eradicated.

But Ying Luofeng's current situation is a bit complicated. Wen Dange can't figure out the degree, and he is afraid that if he is not careful, his "furnace tripod" physique will absorb something incredible. So before detoxification, he needs to fulfill his wish and wash his marrow.

How could Wen Dange refuse such a warm and soft jade in his arms? The two of them nestled on the couch and snuggled quietly for a while. Wen Dange hooked his hair and circled it around his hand, saying: "Zhao Yuanbing promised me that we can enter and exit the Lihen Spring after the matter is over."

Ying Luofeng nodded, not forgetting the original purpose of this trip: "What after getting the Lihen Water? There is also a kind of bone Ganoderma, where should I find it?"

After these thrilling experiences, he became more and more obsessed with washing his marrow. If it weren't for her flesh and blood, she wouldn't have to risk her life again and again. Maybe they could really live an ordinary life as she imagined.

Thinking of this, he became uneasy again, propped himself up and stared at her in a daze.

He didn't know what she saw...

"What's wrong?" Wen Dange asked, her eyes as peaceful as a windless night. He fell into the quiet night, slowly leaned down to hug her, and opened his lips: "What did you see in the reincarnation corridor?"

He was not that scared, because he had noticed her feelings from her every move. He couldn't help but wonder if he was too stupid to see through her thoughts.

After hearing his words, Wen Dange's breath did not change at all, and she still answered in a normal tone of discussing "what to eat tonight": "I saw some damn people."

She would not let go of any of the people and demons who bullied him, insulted him, hurt him, or harmed him.

Ying Luofeng couldn't help asking again: "Don't you think I'm weird? Living a new life... is too unbelievable." Birth, aging, illness and death are eternal laws, why did he escape this disaster? Those who broke the rules in history books often didn't have a good ending. Every minute and every second with her now was stolen by him, and maybe the next moment it will be taken back by the heaven. Maybe this is just a dream, and after waking up, he is still in the cage.

The more he thought about it, the more choked his throat. He buried himself in her shoulder, forcing himself to endure the sourness of his nose.

Even for a moment.

Ten fingers intertwined, like a pair of mortise and tenon joints, the collapse of the mountains and the crack of the earth could not separate them. Wen Dange rubbed his closed eyes and said, "Maybe the heaven has mercy on us and is unwilling to separate us, a pair of star-crossed lovers?"

Ying Luofeng raised his eyes and said, "Don't say bitter, it's unlucky."

She changed her words and said, "Okay, it's not bitter. That's because we are a perfect match. In the last life, Yue Lao found out that he was wrong and quickly changed it for us."

In this life, no one can cut the red thread between them.

The final work of the missing case lasted for half a month. Yin Xubai quickly pulled out the remaining "nightmare masters" and won people's hearts, and sat firmly in the position of the husband of the leader of Wuwu Sect.

Zhao Yuanbing was so busy that Wen Dange was begged by her to temporarily lead Jianfeng, and even Ying Luofeng was given a job at Yaofeng. As for why Yaofeng? Because everyone unexpectedly discovered that this seemingly weak young man had some insights into farming.

No matter how precious and delicate the spiritual herbs were, they were all as tenacious as roadside weeds in his hands. They could survive with a little water and soil. Several elders from Yaofeng watched the whole process of him caring for the herbs, and they were all amazed.

"I have lived for hundreds of years, and I have never seen such a miracle. Could it be that the young man is a descendant of Shennong?"

Ying Luofeng explained with a smile: "You are too kind. I have been tending to these flowers and plants since I was a child, and I have some experience." In fact, he had never tended to flowers and plants. The only experience was that Wen Dange gave him two "immortal grass" seeds in Piaomiao Mountain because he was afraid that he would be bored.

However, the seeds grew well because they absorbed his blood at that time. Now they grow well without blood donation and watering. He didn't know how to explain it to the elders.

Fortunately, Wen Dange appeared in time to save him. Several elders knew that she had defeated Qian Hao by herself, so how could they dare to act rashly in front of her? One by one, they found excuses to go home for dinner, leaving the two of them standing in the herb garden.

Wen Dange glanced at the full herb garden, held up an umbrella and walked back slowly: "Are they watching you work again? Zhao Yuanbing won't pay you, why do you work so hard? You're tired every day, and your health is not good." He shook his head, holding a pot of seedlings that he needed to take back for night observation, and his eyebrows curved: "That's enough. There is a piece of land to cultivate, and I can also gain praise from others. Ah He, I have never been so happy." "It's as if I am useful to others! Useful to this world! Ah He, can you understand?" He stopped walking in a happy place, and said in a very cherished tone, "I am not as powerful as you, not as smart and capable as Sect Master Zhao, nor as knowledgeable as Xu Bai. I used to be a grass on the roadside, living in obscurity, and was a trivial burden to the world. But now, look." He carefully touched the top bud of the seedling and held it in front of her as if showing off a treasure: "Look, I can also do something within my ability to add a touch of green to the world." During these days in Wuwu Sect, his condition has improved visibly. Not only is it reflected in the fuller cheeks, but also in his willingness to communicate with the outside world. When he was in Fangcun Sect, he didn't even want to say more; when he was in Piaomiao Mountain, he was full of her; but when he came to Wuwu Sect, he began to take the initiative to contact the outside world, like a snail in a shell finally let down its guard and raised its tentacles to the outside world. Wen Dange was very happy that he had such a change, because it meant that even if he left her, he could live well in Wuwu Sect. "Ah He, do you have something to tell Master Zhao and the others?" Seeing that they were not going home, Ying Luofeng asked. Wen Dange responded, took the seedling from his hand, and said, "Something about the Lihen Spring."

"Is that so." He didn't think much about it, just thinking that Zhao Yuanbing finally found time to fulfill his promise, and his steps were even a little brisk, "Let's go, don't make them wait anxiously."

Inside the house, Yin Xubai saw them coming and hurriedly got up to pour tea. Ying Luofeng stopped him and said with a smile: "Xubai, don't you know yet? She and I don't drink tea."

Yin Xubai rubbed his eyebrows and sighed: "I was confused. I haven't slept for several days because of the warehouse calculations."

Zhao Yuanbing listened and hesitantly put his shoulder: "You've worked hard. Can I give you a massage?"

Yin Xubai sneered and shook off her hand: "It's not hard, it's just a hard life."

The two seemed to have some disagreements because of the backlog of Wuwu Sect. As outsiders, they couldn't persuade them. Ying Luofeng could only change the subject: "Ahe said that he asked us to come here because of the matter of Lihen Spring. Is there anything wrong?"

The topic returned to the right track. Zhao Yuanbing took out a porcelain bottle and put it on the table: "The Lihen Water you want."

Ying Luofeng put away the porcelain bottle and couldn't help but cast a happy look at Wen Dange: In this way, the only material for marrow washing is the bone Ganoderma lucidum.

Wen Dange seemed not to understand his eyes and looked indifferent. Ying Luofeng noticed that she was in a bad mood and asked in a low voice: "Is it difficult to find bone Ganoderma?"

"No." Wen Dange shook his head and looked at Zhao Yuanbing. Zhao Yuanbing coughed, his lips twitched, and he wanted to say something several times, but swallowed it back. Ying Luofeng was puzzled, and always felt that the room was a bit stuffy: "Do you want to open the window?"

"Luoluo." Yin Xubai sighed, walked to his side and patted his hand comfortingly, "You also know that our foundation in Wuwu Sect is not stable now, and the elders of each peak have different intentions. We really need some of our own people."

"I understand this." He was also present when Zhao Yuanbing made a promise to Wen Dange that day. He knew how much pressure Zhao Yuanbing was under. That's why he was willing to persuade Wen Dange to stay and take charge.

With his words, the next thing will be easy. Yin Xubai told him the whole story in one breath: "The original elder of Yaofeng asked to leave, and now the position of elder is vacant. With his pressure, no one dares to claim it. But medical practitioners are an important resource of the sect. Without a leader, the other disciples will inevitably worry about what to do if they get injured. Yuan Bing and I have been choosing and choosing, and we still think that you are the most appropriate to be the elder."

Ying Luofeng slightly widened his eyes, incredulous: "Me? But I, I am not talented and learned, how can I bear such a burden..." He subconsciously wanted to seek Wen Dange's opinion, but saw her nod slightly, obviously agreeing with this statement.

Zhao Yuanbing added: "In fact, you don't really need to do anything, but I want to use you to tell those people that it is not that without these so-called elders, my Wuwu Sect will not be able to operate. Disciples will do things like preparing medicines and treating patients, and you don't need to worry about it."

Meaning that he is an elder in name only? Ying Luofeng nodded, not quite understanding, but still a little worried: "If I do nothing, won't people think I am unworthy of my position?"

Zhao Yuanbing smiled: "Don't worry, are the previous elders worthy of their positions?"

Ying Luofeng thought about the elders in Fangcun Sect and finally softened: "Then... I'll try?"

Having solved a difficult problem, Zhao Yuanbing was in a good mood and invited Wen Dange to drink. Wen Dange ignored her: "It's getting late, let's go back."

As the two walked away, they could still vaguely hear Zhao Yuanbing's humble and coaxing voice behind them: "Xubai, Xubai, I was just talking, I didn't really drink."

Ying Luofeng laughed and said: "I didn't expect that Master Zhao would be like this after getting married."

Wen Dange thought for a while and stopped: "What about me? Have I changed after getting married?"

Being calmed by her sudden idea, Ying Luofeng pondered for a while and shook his head slowly: "If I have to say, it's probably because we understand each other better, so I feel that you are different from before."

She was very satisfied with this answer and cooked two more dishes for dinner. Ying Luofeng didn't know whether to laugh or cry about this, and ate an extra bowl of rice to give face. Well, I've gained weight, but Ah He likes it, so I won't change it.

At night, the two slept in two quilts on the same couch as usual. Ying Luofeng came out of the shower and found that Wen Dange had occupied his place.

Then he slept in the other quilt. Thinking of this, he opened the quilt and fell into her arms.

As warm as ever.

"What, what's wrong?" He felt that she was worried, but they both adhered to the principle of not asking unless the other party confessed, so he did not ask.

There was a rustling sound above his head, as if she buried her face in her ears. After a while, he heard her muffled voice:
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