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Chapter 1 Under the Bed

	Under the dim streetlight, Jeff dropped a cigarette butt that was almost burned to the filter on the ground.

	immediately,

	His eyes quickly looked to both sides, and at the same time he habitually stepped on the cigarette butt with the sole of his leather shoe and rubbed it back and forth.

	"Hiss... damn..."

	Jeff shook his feet hard, forgetting that the soles of his shoes had long been worn thin enough to be breathable, and now the soles of his feet were burned.

	The evening wind was blowing back and forth on the street with a chilly chill. There were not many pedestrians on the road anymore. A few people in the distance were hurriedly walking on the road wearing hats and scarves with their heads lowered.

	Jeff turned up the collar of his coat. The collars on both sides were shiny due to stains, but at this moment, it gave him a sense of security that he was being hidden and protected.

	In front is No. 128 Mink Street. From No. 50 to No. 200, they are all townhouses. Whether they buy or rent here, the people who live here will probably not be rich, but at least they can be considered middle class.

	The house in front of me is a family of three. The male owner is a doctor, the female owner is a teacher, and they have a seven-year-old son.

	A maid will come to clean and tidy the house during the day, but the maid will not stay overnight and will go home after preparing dinner.

	In addition, the family has a habit of going out to the theater to watch performances every Saturday night.

	The door was opened, and the man in a black suit walked out first and started the car parked at the door;

	Then, the hostess in a red dress also led the child out of the door, closed the door, and got into her husband's car while talking and laughing with the child.

	Subsequently,

	The car drove away.

	Jeff licked his upper and lower lips with his tongue, stepped forward quickly, jumped over the low wooden fence that even a small dog could not stop, fell into the flower bed, then quickly walked up the steps and took out a handful from his pocket. Key, insert.

	"Kacha..."

	A crisp sound indicates successful opening of the door.

	Three months ago, when Jeff, who was still a worker for a moving company, was providing moving services for this family, the hostess trusted the moving company and gave the key to their new home. Jeff took this opportunity to secretly get one.

	It's just that he was still hesitating to steal at that time, and he had already lost almost everything;

	Now, he didn't have to hesitate, because not only did he have nothing, but he was also in debt.

	After opening the door, Jeff ducked in and quickly closed the door.

	"After tonight, you should be able to understand why you need new locks after moving."

	The first floor is an open kitchen and dining room, plus a nanny's room in the northwest corner.

	Jeff went directly to the second floor. He did not turn on the light, but turned on the flashlight he brought. The light of the flashlight was a bit unstable.

	"Damn..."

	Jeff cursed silently again. He knew it was because the battery was low, but that was also because he spent the money he originally planned to buy the battery on to buy a pack of 5-rupee "Morf" cigarettes.

	I tapped the flashlight hard with my elbow a few times, and the flashlight became brighter than before.

	The second floor is the couple’s master bedroom plus a small study room and a bathroom;

	As for the third floor, because it is an attic, it is only used as the children's bedroom.

	Jeff pushed open the door of the master bedroom, and what he saw was a large bed and various quaint cabinets. He knew that there was a high probability that this valuable thing would be in this master bedroom. Of course, before leaving, he would still check it out again. Go to the small study and take a look.

	"Hiss...hiss..."

	The friction sound of electric current and the sound of snowflakes came.

	"Welcome to "Luo Jia Storytelling Program", I am your old friend... Alfred, the moonlight tonight is beautiful. Under such a beautiful moonlight, no matter what you do, it seems to be accompanied by a... the taste of happiness……"

	Jeff was startled by the sudden sound. When he looked down, he realized it was an old peanut tube radio.

	"Damn it, people have left home, don't they know how to save on electricity bills?"

	Jeff reached over and turned off the radio.

	Then, he began to look through the dresser cabinets in the room. Generally speaking, the hostess likes to put some frequently worn jewelry and household living expenses here. Of course, it would be great if he could find a jewelry box next.

	"Kacha..."

	At this time, there was the sound of the door opening on the first floor.

	Jeff almost jumped with fear.

	Immediately afterwards, there was the sound of high heels going up the stairs, and the goal was clear, heading towards the bedroom.

	Jeff immediately pushed the drawer back and turned off the flashlight.

	He is just a thief, not a robber. Stealing and robbing are two completely different concepts, even if they are convicted in court.

	The most important thing is that he doesn't have the courage to be a robber at all!

	The sound of high heels came quickly and with a little urgency.

	Jeff didn't have time to think too much about anything else. He could only lie down, turned sideways, and rolled into the bottom of the bed.

	"Squeak..."

	Almost at the same time, the bedroom door was pushed open.

	"Snapped!"

	The lights are turned on.

	Jeff, who was doing "pseudo plank support" under the bed, saw a pair of red high-heeled shoes walking to the dressing table. After rummaging around messily, he seemed to find a small medicine jar, and there was a crisp sound as the medicine was poured out. Finally there was the sound of swallowing.

	Immediately afterwards,

	Just a series of gasps of relief.

	Jeff saw the woman's high heels paused in front of the dressing table for a long time. Then, the woman stood up and the high heels began to move.

	“Dingle bell…Dingle bell…”

	The phone rings.

	The high heels left the bed and walked towards the coffee table under the window sill, where the phone was placed.

	The woman answered the phone:

	"Yes Yes."

	"Uh-huh."

	"I originally planned to go with them, but I suddenly fell ill and had to come back to take medicine. Let them go tonight while I rest at home."

	"It's okay, don't worry, thank you for your concern, I'm fine."

	The woman hung up the phone, turned around, and walked towards the bed.

	"Click."

	They stepped on each other's heels and took off their shoes. The high heels almost fell in front of Jeff. The distance was so close that Jeff could even smell the smell coming from the shoes.

	Immediately, the bed shook,

	The woman should have just lied down on the bed.

	He also let out a long and comfortable sigh,

	Obviously,

	After working during the day, she was separated from family activities with her husband and children, and finally had a moment of leisure. Even if it was due to physical reasons, it was very pleasant to think about it.

	Under the bed, Jeff began to think about what he should do.

	He now regrets that he should have covered his face in advance. If he had known that it was just a woman going home alone, he could have covered her face and threatened her, told her not to move, and then left.

	I believe that the woman would not dare to act rashly on her own, and before he could steal anything, the other party...maybe it would be more trouble than less trouble, and he might not even call the police!

	But, just think about it.

	Even if there was only one woman lying on the bed now, Jeff didn't have the courage to get out from under the bed and threaten her.

	Jeff opened his mouth as wide as he could and began taking silent breaths to relieve the tension.

	Wait for the woman to fall asleep, wait for the woman to fall asleep,

	After she fell asleep, before her husband and children came back, she could sneak out from under the bed quietly and leave safely without alerting anyone.

	The woman lying on the bed was humming a song, and there was the sound of turning pages in her hands.

	Damn it, why aren't you sleeping yet?

	Jeff didn't know how long the woman above had been reading, because he was under the bed and had lost all awareness of the passage of time.

	finally,

	"Snapped."

	Jeff heard the book being closed.

	The woman got out of bed,

	Bare feet.

	She started toward the bedroom door, yawning as she went.

	Are you going to take a shower?

	Jeff was delighted.

	While she was taking a shower, he could do it himself!

	However,

	What made Jeff disappointed was that he only heard a "click" before the woman came back, followed by the snowy sound of the radio.

	"Squeak..."

	The woman lay back on the bed and picked up the book.

	Light music began to play on the radio, and the woman began to hum along.

	Damn it, she wouldn't have to wait for her husband and children to come back before going to bed!

	A song ends,

	A man's voice came from the radio:

	"After a short break, welcome back to Luo Jia's Storytelling Club. We will continue the story we just told. Our hostess Catherine is lying on the bed, holding a book in her hand and listening to songs. She is enjoying the short leisure of the night;

	In fact, she has always envied other stay-at-home wives, because it is too tiring for a woman to have to work outside and take care of her family and children at the same time. "

	"well……"

	Jeff heard the woman on the bed sigh. She seemed to have a similar fate.

	However,

	at this time,

	words on the radio,

	But it made Jeff's hair tremble!

	"But what Catherine didn't know was that when she was lying on the bed enjoying this rare leisure, there was actually a person lying under her bed..."

	"..." Jeff.

	"……"woman.

	The original sounds of sighs and turning of book pages on the bed suddenly stopped.

	Also paused was the sound on the radio. It seemed that the signal was poor or there was something wrong with the old-fashioned radio, and the snowflake sound filled up again.

	Jeff's heart was almost in his throat at this time. He only felt that the extremely quiet atmosphere at this time made it difficult for him to breathe.

	"Ha ha ha ha……"

	bed,

	A woman's laughter sounded, as if she was trying to relieve her own embarrassment. Of course, the main purpose was to relieve the depression of "scaring myself".

	If the environment didn't allow it, Jeff would really like to laugh along:

	Look, ma'am, don't listen to that bastard on the radio. There's no way there's someone under your bed!

	However,

	at this time,

	Jeff saw a foot and slowly reached down.

	The woman moved towards the bed.

	Jeff looked at the foot and his own fists, slowly clenching.

	He saw that the woman's toes were also very tight.

	The woman seemed to want to get out of bed and look under the bed, and Jeff knew exactly what she would see once she got out of bed and looked down...

	but,

	The woman's feet slowly retracted after just touching the floor.

	call……

	Jeff breathed a sigh of relief inwardly.

	Unconsciously, he was covered in cold sweat.

	But when he was breathing, he had to deliberately control it. He hated this scene, hated this situation, and even hated himself for planning to be a thief.

	perhaps,

	Five minutes passed?

	Jeff didn't know if there were five minutes; he didn't have a watch and couldn't count under the bed.

	Suddenly,

	Jeff saw a strand of hair falling from the bed.

	Jeff, who was under the bed, could almost picture this scene in his mind. The woman on the bed was about to slowly look under the bed.

	hair,

	Getting longer and getting more and more,

	The hair at the front almost touched the floor.

	Jeff just stared at this scene stupidly, not knowing how to face this scene later.

	Kneel down and beg, asking the woman to let him go and let him go?

	Or should he use the most arrogant and threatening tone to tell the woman to be quiet and then leave?

	It seems...the first one suits me better.

	Hair, already touching the floor;

	Immediately, the woman's forehead slowly appeared in Jeff's field of vision.

	A little further down, a little further down,

	Just a little bit,

	Jeff could see the woman's eyes,

	But this also means that women can also see him under the bed.

	Jeff held his breath. He was so anxious and nervous that he had forgotten about breathing at this moment, and just stared at the woman's forehead that was moving downward.

	Then,

	The woman stopped moving.

	It seemed that the woman was also very afraid of what she would do if she really saw someone under the bed.

	Although she knew that taking a look was the best way to relieve her doubts and fears, she just didn't dare to look...

	The woman's hair that had fallen to the floor began to rise,

	The woman's forehead also disappeared from Jeff's field of vision,

	The woman lay back on the bed,

	The woman began to gasp for breath,

	Jeff finally realized that he seemed to be holding his breath for a long time, opened his mouth, and began to silently take in the air.

	His head was a little dizzy, and tears began to secrete from the corners of his eyes. He wanted to cry. He wanted to go back to the street now. Even if he faced the cold wind, he could sit by the flower bed and smoke cigarettes and spit. Spitting loudly, exaggeratedly and unethically!

	I don’t know how much time passed,

	There was no movement on the bed,

	she,

	He must have fallen asleep, right?

	Jeff estimated the time. When the woman's husband and children came back, he might not be able to escape.

	He is already so scared of a woman, and when the man comes back, he will probably lose all courage.

	she fell asleep,

	That……

	I,

	Let's go?

	Jeff began to move his position slightly. He was originally lying on the bottom of the bed. At this moment, he carefully turned over to lie on his back, and then began to slowly squirm his body, slowly moving his upper body. The ground poked out from under the bed;

	This squirming feeling made Jeff feel like a huge... maggot.

	His left hand was pressed on the floor, and his right hand was placed on the edge of the bed. Many places in his body began to exert slight force to pull himself out from under the bed little by little.

	The first to find out,

	It's Jeff's head.

	Previously, the reason why Jason had to turn over face up was because when leaving the bottom of the bed, Jason wanted to ensure that his eyes could always catch the movement on the bed.

	And if you come out first lying on your stomach, the woman on the bed behind you suddenly screams,

	Oh my God,

	Jeff thought that would drive him crazy!

	Move out slowly,

	He saw the bedside,

	He saw the woman's hand hanging down by the bed,

	Move out gently,

	He saw the woman's hair,

	She should be asleep, she should be sleeping soundly, that's for sure.

	It's just that her sleeping posture is a bit bad. Her husband is not at home now, so she should be sleeping in the middle of the bed!

	Continue to move out carefully,

	Jeff's figure suddenly stopped;

	Because he saw that there was a gap in the woman's hair. The height of the gap meant that the woman was not lying down... but that she was lying on the edge of the bed, and she was raising her head.

	Who would sleep with their head raised...?

	Therefore, she should have her eyes open now... looking at the floor diagonally in front of her.

	And if you continue to move out,

	It's very likely that his eyes would touch hers!

	For a moment, Jeff only felt that his scalp was numb. He wanted to just stop doing it and completely pull his body out from under the bed, but...but he didn't have the courage.

	finally,

	He could only slowly move himself back to the bottom of the bed with great frustration.

	When his head was once again covered by the bed board,

	His hanging heart finally fell.

	The bottom of the bed gave him an incomparable sense of security, as if he was home again.

	at this time,

	The sound of the car's engine came from outside, and then it stalled.

	Immediately afterwards, there was the sound of the door opening at the entrance on the first floor, followed by the boy's laughter.

	Men and children, back.

	But Jeff didn't feel that he was finished...he even felt that he was...liberated.

	He even expected to be discovered and then rush out;

	Or, he was stopped by a man and beaten up; or he was caught by the police who came later to call the police.

	But no matter what, even if you enter the detention cell of the police station, it will be countless times better than now.

	A series of footsteps began to go up the stairs,

	The bedroom door was pushed open.

	Jeff's face was facing the direction of the bedroom door.

	He first saw a boy's sneakers. He wanted to get these sneakers when he was five or six years younger. They were expensive and made him look more confident when he wore them.

	Immediately afterwards,

	He saw a pair of men's leather shoes, which were very delicate. They were not polished, but new leather shoes.

	"Today's performance was really good."

	"But I feel a little sleepy, Dad."

	"Haha, when you grow older, you will be able to understand. How about this? Mom and dad will take you to the zoo next week, okay?"

	"Really!"

	"certainly."

	"Mom, did you hear that? Dad said he would take us to the zoo next week."

	"I heard it, I heard it, okay, George, go and wash up quickly. It's time for you to go to bed. My dear, it's time for you to take your son with you to wash up. I'll help George make the bed."

	A pair of red high heels walked in from outside.

	Jeff only felt that the atmosphere of this home was really warm. It would be great if he had such a warm home before.

	"Okay, okay, wash up, I'll adjust the radio, it's time to play securities news."

	The man seemed to be fiddling with the antenna of the radio. The sound of snowflakes that had long been integrated with the night suddenly became louder and then disappeared again:

	"...This is a beautiful night story, isn't it? Everyone, no matter where they are, is accompanied by their own partner, and they are never alone.

	Well, thank you for listening to Luo Jia’s story tonight. The next program we will present to you is securities news. I believe you will get rich again..."

	on the radio,

	Light music begins to play as a transition between the two programs.

	Get rich...hehe, get rich.

	Jeff only thought it was ridiculous. If he hadn't listened to his friends and sold the house left by his father to buy a stock that was sure to skyrocket, how could he have ended up in this situation?

	At this moment,

	There was a family of three standing at the door. The father took his son to the bathroom, while the woman went to the third floor to make his son's bed.

	This is your chance, now get off the bed, rush down the stairs, open the door, rush out, and you will be safe and free!

	Jeff made up his mind,

	When he was putting his hands on the floor and preparing to exert force,

	Awesome,

	his figure,

	Suddenly he froze.

	A picture suddenly appeared in his mind,

	That is, before, the woman came in from outside the house and came back with her husband and children. The woman who had been lying on the bed,

	she,

	Who is it again?

	Isn't she lying on the bed?

	So how come the family of three who came back earlier didn't see her?

	"Shhh."

	From the back of his head, there was a slight cry, slightly cool, caressing the back of his head.

	Jeff slowly turned his head in shock,

	Under the bed together,

	It's almost close to my back,

	First he saw a pair of legs, and then he saw a face;

	No,

	He only saw one pair of legs and the face between them.

	


Chapter 2 Deceased Care Company

	"Wow..."

	Zhou Xun picked up a handful of water and slapped it on his face.

	A few moments,

	He raised his wet face and faced the mirror.

	What appeared in the mirror was the face of a fifteen-year-old young man.

	It's been two weeks,

	Zhou Xun was still not used to looking at his brand new face. Every time he looked in the mirror, he would subconsciously pause for psychological preparation.

	reach out,

	Pinch your cheek,

	Pulled it outward,

	Let go again,

	There were two red marks on his face.

	It would be great if I could tear this piece of dough apart and everything in front of me, everything around me, everything in the past half month, turn into glass shards, like waking up from a big dream.

	Of course, Zhou Xun also knew that this was impossible.

	"Snapped!"

	Zhou Xun slapped himself in the face.

	Even though this face looks a lot like Leonardo in his youth,

	But when Zhou Xun started to smoke, he still showed no mercy, and even felt a little happy because of it?

	This slap was not innocently meant to wake me up from the dream, but to make myself sober enough to continue the dream.

	Now that it's here, let's make peace with it.

	Zhou Xun could only comfort himself in this way.

	"Dongdongdong...dongdongdong..."

	There was a knock on the bathroom door, and at the same time Mina shouted with concern:

	"Brother Karen, brother Karen, are you okay?"

	Mina is her cousin, the daughter of her uncle Mason.

	And Zhou Xun's current body also has a name - Karen.

	"I'm fine." Zhou Xun responded.

	"Okay." Mina outside the door breathed a long sigh of relief and asked again, "I will bring breakfast to my brother later and you can bring it into the room."

	"No, Mina, I'll go down to eat later."

	Mina outside the door was a little surprised, but immediately said:

	"Okay, brother."

	Zhou Xun continued to stare at himself in the mirror, picked up a cold towel and covered his red face.

	He was originally a psychiatrist who had his own private clinic in Jinling City and worked part-time as a police psychological consultant.

	During a hostage kidnapping incident, he acted as a negotiator to negotiate with the robbers, but something happened midway. The robbers planned to push the little girl as a hostage off the rooftop. He quickly stepped forward and pulled the girl back, but However, he fell down and immediately lost consciousness.

	It seems that I have had a strange dream for a long time,

	When he slowly woke up and opened his eyes, Zhou Xun was shocked to find that he was not lying in the ICU ward of the hospital. The people around his bed were not doctors, but a group of... "foreign friends."

	The eldest person is his grandfather—Diss Immelais.

	He was his eldest grandson. When he saw him waking up, there was relief in his eyes... and at the same time there was an indescribable meaning.

	An uncle who is over forty, Mason, is happy.

	Aunt Mary, Mason's wife, smiled first, then her face darkened, and then she smiled again.

	Another older woman, her aunt Winnie, cried tears of joy.

	There are also three children, the children of his uncle and aunt are his cousins, fourteen-year-old Mina and thirteen-year-old Lunt, and the other is Aunt Winnie's daughter, thirteen-year-old Chrissy.

	And Zhou Xun... no, it was Karen herself, whose parents passed away a few years ago.

	This is the situation for the members of this family.

	Zhou Xun changed the hot towel and covered his face again. After a long time, he threw off the towel.

	In the past half month after waking up, he spent more than half of the time lying in bed. On the one hand, his body was indeed very weak, and on the other hand, he needed to digest the memory of this "Karen".

	The thing of digesting memory is very strange, but it does not conflict or confuse the memory of the original owner. To Zhou Xun, the original owner's memory is more like a file stored in a bookcase or a computer file;

	He is still Zhou Xun, but when needed, he can think carefully, like "searching", and he can quickly retrieve the memories belonging to "Karen".

	In short,

	Now that this is the case,

	Then we must face life bravely.

	Zhou Xun has already completed his psychological construction and is ready to face his second life with a positive attitude.

	Pushing open the bathroom door, a black cat named "Pall" raised in the family was lying lazily on the window sill, basking in the sun. After seeing Karen, it naturally turned its head to the window. His behavior was filled with the arrogance of a cat owner.

	Zhou Xun paused for a moment,

	Take a deep breath,

	murmured:

	"From today on, I am Karen."

	…

	Karen walked down the stairs from the third floor where his room was to the second floor.

	The Immelais family lives at No. 13 Minke Street, West District, Luojia City. It is a single-family villa with a large garden.

	If we look at it according to the previous life's knowledge, even if Mink Street is not part of the core area of Luojia City, it is still within the second ring road.

	Just imagine owning a single-family villa in a non-suburban second-tier city in the future...

	In his previous life, Karen only dared to think about tandem, and couldn't even reach double battle.

	This is also something he is very fortunate about now. After time travel... the family conditions he traveled to are better, and he can be much more comfortable;

	If you could travel through time and become a little match boy,

	Oh, my God, that's what real suffering is.

	The kitchen and dining room of Inmelais' house are on the second floor, and the first floor is the work area.

	Yes, this is a "company", or a "family workshop". This villa is not only the place where the family lives, but also one of the means of production.

	This family is in the "funeral" business, and the name on the sign is "Immerais Death Care Company."

	Grandpa is the boss, and he always sticks to his word in family life and the operation of the "company". At the same time, grandpa also works part-time as the priest of the small church at the end of Mink Street.

	Uncle Mason used to work at the stock exchange, and Aunt Mary was a relatively well-known makeup artist in the industry at first, specializing in makeup for celebrities. She also appeared in a few small movies with marginal roles.

	Their life should have been at the level of the small middle class, and they had already moved out and lived alone.

	But because Uncle Mason's investment failed, they not only lost their savings, but also lost their property, and seemed to be in debt. In the end, Uncle Mason could only take his wife and a pair of children home to be filial to his father...

	Grandpa didn't say anything about this.

	but,

	He quickly found a reason to fire the original driver and undertaker.

	In the words of grandpa, it is: The Inmelais family does not raise idlers.

	Uncle Mason is now responsible for driving, um, driving the family's hearse, and taking his buddies Paul and Ron to pick up and drop off the "distinguished guests".

	Aunt Mary continued to talk professionally,

	I still put makeup on people,

	And there is no need to worry about encountering bad-tempered celebrities deliberately looking for trouble, or receiving complaint letters.

	Their children, Mina and Lent, are in middle school.

	Aunt Winnie used to be an accountant in a small clothing factory. After she and her husband got divorced, Aunt Winnie returned home with her daughter Chris.

	Fortunately, the Immelais' house is large. Even if the basement is occupied by "distinguished guests" and the first floor is the "mourning ground," there are so many rooms on the second and third floors that it is enough for the family.

	Karen and her cousin Lunt originally lived in the same room. Since Karen fell ill, Lunt went to sleep with his grandfather on the third floor. In addition, there was a room on the third floor that was his grandfather's office.

	There are also three rooms on the second floor. My uncle and aunt live in one room, Aunt Winnie lives in one room, and my two cousins live in one room.

	The atmosphere at home is actually quite good, because grandpa is very dignified and no one dares to cause any conflicts under his nose.

	When she arrived at the dining table on the second floor, Mina was helping her mother lay the plates.

	Aunt Mary saw Karen coming down,

	Deliberately sarcastic and said:

	"Our young master can finally go downstairs to have breakfast by himself, instead of your loyal aunt maid bringing it up to you?"

	Aunt Mary is such a person, she has a venomous mouth and likes to be sarcastic;

	At home, except for her grandfather, she did not dare to offend anyone else, including her husband, her children, her sister-in-law, including Karen, who were all targets of her mouth.

	Karen had a warm smile on her face,

	Very sincerely:

	"Thanks to Auntie for taking care of me these days, I can recover so quickly."

	In "Karen's" memory, although this aunt had a bad mouth, she always looked after her as if she were her own two biological children. She was a bit mean-spirited.

	"Forehead……"

	Unexpectedly, the eldest nephew, who had always been dull and withdrawn, could actually speak out the scene so fluently. Aunt Mary didn't know how to respond for a moment, so she could only curl her lips and said:

	"Let's eat."

	"good."

	Karen sat down at the dining table.

	Breakfast is sandwiches, omelettes and milk, as well as some small sausages.

	Taking a bite of the sandwich,

	Chew slowly,

	Although I have only been here for half a month,

	But Karen already misses the duck blood and vermicelli soup with three spoonfuls of chili.

	At this time,

	A car horn sounded outside the house.

	"Your father is back."

	Aunt Mary went to the sink to wash her hands first, and then took off her apron.

	"You continue to eat, and I'll go see if your father has brought me any 'surprises'."

	Other husbands will bring a ring or a brand-name bag to give their wives a small surprise when they come back from a trip.

	Uncle Mason, on the other hand, brought back the "remains" to his wife.

	For Aunt Mary, the remains of those who died of normal illnesses were considered "surprises". She hated those who died of abnormal deaths the most, and it was very troublesome to deal with them.

	Karen put down his fork. Subconsciously, he thought that he was an adult. When something happened at home, he naturally could not sit at the table and continue eating like the children, so he followed Aunt Mary downstairs.

	There is a large space on the first floor. There is a small platform with three steps in the southeast corner, which is the "mortuary platform" used to place the coffin.

	And at this time,

	Two of the family's assistants, Paul and Ron, came in pushing a stretcher covered with white cloth.

	Uncle Mason did not come down. He regarded himself as aloof. Although he had to work under the authority of his father, he was only responsible for driving and rarely came into contact with the body.

	In "Karen's" impression, although Uncle Mason was unreliable in terms of investments and was considered a loser, in life, he was a very funny and humorous person who was good to his family.

	Aunt Mary stepped forward, opened the white cloth, took a look, and then breathed a sigh of relief.

	The body was that of a young man, and his death condition was not scary. Although the body was lying flat, his face was facing to the right at a 90-degree angle.

	"Frozen to death?" Aunt Mary asked again, "Welfare bill?"

	Although winter has just entered and it is not really cold yet, drunkards or homeless people freezing to death on the roadside have already happened from time to time.

	As for the welfare list... it is a special fund office established by the city government, churches, charitable organizations, etc., specifically to give a decent funeral to the deceased who has no relatives or friends... that is, no one can pay the funeral expenses.

	The welfare bill requires multiple funeral homes to actively fight for it. It is basically divided by photo area and exploited layer by layer. The profits that actually fall into the hands of the funeral home are so thin that they are almost negligible, but it can ensure the operation of the funeral home. After all, even if it is not Even when work starts, you still have to pay wages to your family workers, right?

	Correspondingly, welfare forms are easier to handle because there are fewer relatives and friends to supervise and find faults;

	The body was simply disposed of and placed in the coffin. Grandpa, wearing a priest's robe, stood beside the body. People sent by the relevant government departments took a few photos for registration, and the wait for the allocation at the end of the month was completed.

	"Yes, ma'am, I know him. His name is Jeff, an unlucky guy who always loses at cards. Alas, I'm even more unlucky. Every time he goes to the pub to play cards, I'm not there," Ron said.

	"Madam, there is another order. We have to go to Huashuiwan Nursing Home." Paul said.

	Aunt Mary immediately reminded loudly: "Let the nursing staff take a bath first, otherwise don't bring him back. The old man who was brought back from there last time has scabs on his body."

	"Yes, I understand." Paul assured immediately.

	After saying that, he and Ron changed into an empty cart and returned to the hearse.

	"Dudu..."

	Uncle Mason, who was sitting in the car with a cigarette in his hand, honked the horn twice more.

	He first shouted to Karen:

	"My little Karen, it seems that you are recovering well."

	"Yes, uncle," Karen responded.

	"Haha, that's great." Then he looked at his wife and shouted to her, "Honey, I want to eat the mince pies you made when I come back at noon. They are the only two delicacies I love most in my life! "

	"Go and eat in the toilet, I'm not free!"

	Uncle Mason shrugged.

	He continued to smile shamelessly:

	"Oh, that's another favorite of mine!"

	Aunt Mary's face couldn't stand up, she turned her head and the corners of her mouth trembled.

	"Go away, darling!"

	Mason started the car and left.

	Aunt Mary took two deep breaths and reached out to push the stretcher.

	Karen naturally came over to lend a hand;

	Aunt Mary glanced at Karen but didn't move;

	Karen looked at her with some confusion.

	"Karen, you seem to be a little different from before."

	"maybe."

	Karen is too lazy to cover up the matter of "travelling". In fact, as a "traveler", the last thing you need to worry about is this. Who of the people around you will think that your soul has been replaced?

	Go crazy!

	"Go to the basement."

	"Okay, Auntie."

	Together, the aunt and nephew pushed the stretcher with the body on it past the corner of the lobby on the first floor and then down.

	There is a slope leading to the basement, with a flat slope transition in the middle.

	When pushing down, you have to control the speed to prevent the body from sliding down.

	"It would be nice if it could be installed in an elevator." Karen said when they got to the basement. He held the hand of the stretcher with a little difficulty.

	"The kind in department stores?" Aunt Mary mocked, "That's crazy, how expensive it is!"

	The basement has only one floor, divided into three rooms, or functional areas.

	A grocery room... Actually, it can't be called groceries. There are many items needed by the funeral parlor, and they are piled up quite neatly.

	One was the morgue, and there was no body in it. Karen didn't see a freezer inside.

	Karen didn't ask why she didn't buy a freezer, because she believed Aunt Mary would reply: "That's crazy, how expensive it is!"

	However, it can also be seen that the Inmelais family's business is actually not very big, and there is no need to "buy goods."

	But from another angle, we can see that no matter what era or cultural background, the business of dead people... is really profitable.

	The last room is Aunt Mary's workshop, where she needs to "beautify" the body.

	No matter how good-looking a person was when he was alive, he would become very... average after death.

	Not to mention that there are many people who died abnormally, so the workload is even greater.

	For a general welfare bill, you only need to take care of your face, and no family members will care about anything else. But for a large bill, the family is willing to spend money to make it more elaborate. The whole body needs to be cleaned, and even the nails have to be trimmed. After that, whether it’s the coffin or the clothes, including the priest’s prayer or even the decoration of the mourning meeting, etc., we can all classify them for you.

	Karen helped Aunt Mary push the stretcher into the workshop.

	Aunt Mary pulled up a chair, sat on it, and placed an ashtray on the stretcher, almost directly in front of Jeff's face.

	"Snapped……"

	Aunt Mary lit a cigarette, took a puff, and exhaled slowly.

	Excluding the "snarky" shortcoming, Aunt Mary is indeed very good-looking, and although she is older now, she is also very charming;

	Of course, no matter how delicate a woman is, it will be difficult for her to be dignified and generous after being tricked into doing this job by her uncle.

	Karen stared at the cigarette in Aunt Mary's hand,

	Aunt Mary noticed;

	Smile slightly,

	Pushed the cigarette case towards Karen.

	Karen reached out, took it, pulled out one, and picked up the lighter.

	ignite,

	Take a puff.

	"Cough cough...cough cough...vomit..."

	A strong feeling of nausea arose, and Karen clutched her chest and began to cough violently.

	"Hehehe, hahaha..."

	Aunt Mary laughed until she cried.

	This scene is not something Karen deliberately pretended to be. He was a heavy smoker in his previous life, but this body has never been poisoned by nicotine. Both his body and his brain are resisting and saying "refuse toxin" at this time. warn.

	Aunt Mary put out her cigarette,

	After checking Jeff's body first and confirming that there were no other injuries, she tried to straighten Jeff's face.

	All you need to do is put some makeup on him and that's it. When the guys come back, put Jeff's clothes on and pull them up. In this weather, you can even be lazy in the embalming process.

	"Um?"

	Aunt Mary let go of her hand and said to Karen:

	"Come and break it, I can't break it."

	"okay."

	Karen put out the cigarette, stretched out her hand, pressed Jeff's neck with one hand, and dragged the right side of Jeff's face with the other hand.

	work hard,

	work hard,

	work hard……

	Jeff's face began to slowly return to normal.

	But what shocked Karen was that, to be precise, what Aunt Mary who was standing beside her couldn't see was that when she was trying to push it straight, she was clearly aware that Jeff's body was moving to the right...

	It doesn't feel like you're breaking off a dead person's face, it's more like you're wrestling with a living person!

	This discovery made Karen's heart sink slightly. However, just when he was about to let go, he suddenly found that the strength that was wrestling with him suddenly disappeared. No...it was after he let go that Jeff's head...

	"Zhizhizhi..."

	He straightened himself out!

	Jeff's eyes,

	Opened suddenly,

	Staring at Karen,

	His mouth began to move crazily, making a "squeaking" sound like a group of rats chewing on a wooden board.

	Karen subconsciously took two steps back and leaned her back against the wall.

	Immediately afterwards,

	There was a "bang" sound,

	It felt like someone had hit him hard with a shovel on the back of his head.

	Karen curled up,

	His vision also became blurry,

	But he resisted losing control of his surroundings in this situation,

	He immediately raised his head despite the severe pain in the back of his head.

	within sight,

	It's a piece of red,

	Karen staggered back;

	As he retreated, his field of vision began to expand further,

	I realized that the red thing I saw was a high-heeled shoe. Above the high-heeled shoe was a very tall leg, a white leg. On the opposite side, there was the same huge high-heeled shoe and the leg on it...

	Own,

	Like a little mouse, standing at a person's feet.

	"Plop..."

	Karen lost his balance and fell to the ground.

	He didn't know if this was a dream or if he was mentally insane and hallucinating...

	until,

	"Bata..."

	A pool of thick liquid fell on his body, completely soaking his upper body.

	Karen slowly raised her head,

	He saw it,

	above yourself,

	Between these huge legs,

	There is a woman's face,

	Looking at myself with curiosity and smile,

	at the same time,

	Between her slightly parted lips, saliva dripped down from time to time.

	"Hiss...hiss...hiss..."

	The sound of snowflakes mixed with electric current came from nowhere,

	A deep and magnetic middle-aged male voice sounded:

	"Don't be afraid, this beautiful and charming lady... is just greedy for your body."

	


Chapter 3 Sit up

	This is not reality...

	After waking up half a month ago, Karen spent almost a week accepting and confirming that she had traveled to another "real world" and that it was not just a dream or a fantasy.

	But right now,

	What you face,

	Absolutely not reality!

	I should... no, he is definitely still in the basement of Immelais' house.

	All the changes started when I tried to break off Jeff's head.

	Coupled with the huge pair of red high heels and the woman's face in front of him, this kind of product and environment that is extremely inconsistent with reality and detached rational thinking can only mean one thing, that is, he has been "hypnotized."

	The word "hypnosis" has many interpretations. At present, it means to separate oneself from the physical existence and to be detained into the spiritual existence at the same time.

	Vacant interpretation: I am... dreaming right now.

	The snowflake sound on the radio is still ringing,

	And above,

	The woman's mouth began to slowly open,

	After reaching the extreme arc that a normal human face could achieve, she continued to crack, and you could even clearly hear the jagged sound like a zipper being rubbed.

	Until the entire face was completely divided horizontally by the mouth. After the width of the originally compact teeth was widened, a huge gap began to appear, and the huge and flexible tongue moved in a more weird and dexterous manner. Fall down quickly!

	Like a gecko trying to swallow that little mosquito.

	"Buzz!"

	Karen only felt that his whole body was wrapped in a ball of wet warmth, and then his whole body was lifted up.

	When a person is quickly lifted to a high place, or more generally speaking, when a person is moved quickly, similar to riding a pirate ship or a big pendulum, there will be a "itchy" stimulation;

	And once this feeling is stimulated to a certain extent, it is easy for people to get lost and even fall into fainting.

	This is a dream, this is a dream...

	Karen thought silently in his mind that what he needed to do now was to "wake up" at this moment.

	He actually doesn't know the reason for the current situation now, but this does not prevent him from dragging unknown things into areas that he is familiar with and good at to solve them;

	Just like solving a problem, instead of sitting there scratching your head, you might as well try to substitute the formulas you already know bit by bit, even if it's... rigid.

	In fact, the human spiritual world has always been an extremely mysterious "place";

	Normal people will wake up naturally when they dream to a certain extent. In a very low probability, they will realize that it is a dream but cannot wake up for a while. This is also called "ghost pressure on the bed". ".

	In another group of busybodies, it is called "lucid dreaming". Through certain training and some self-suggestion techniques, the success rate can be improved to enter the state of "lucid dreaming".

	Most people, after entering out of interest at the beginning, often avoid it in the end, because every time they are forced to wake up, the "sense of despair" like a drowning person emerging from the bottom of the abyss is enough to make people... Crazy and extremely scared.

	For people whose mental thinking is often exercised due to practical work reasons, in this case, it is easy to make their "dreams" more real, which is equivalent to "making a cocoon" in a practical sense;

	A more serious situation is that if there are several layers of dreams, the subconscious mind starts to "work" on its own, deceiving itself through dreams, allowing you to "wake up" but at the same time "wake up" to a new layer of dreams, so as to reduce your awareness of the "dream" This is called "truly self-deception".

	If ordinary people's "ghost pressure" is just floating up from the abyss, then this kind of thing is like a winter swimmer who finds a thick layer of ice above his head when he is diving and floating up.

	What will be the consequences of not waking up from the dream... It cannot be defined at the moment, because there is no "die in the dream" on the death certificate to check, and people who "live from the big dream" will also think that it is just a dream. In addition, the body did not suffer any substantial harm and left it alone.

	The wind blew violently around the ears, and the elasticity of the tongue was very strong. After Karen was rolled up, he was brought into the mouth at an extremely fast speed.

	Next,

	It’s a dense sound of chewing and sucking,

	That sound, that one after another,

	kept coming to Karen's ears.

	You are being eaten, you are being bitten, you are being swallowed...

	You're dying... you're dying... you're dying... you're... dead!

	Karen knew that if he didn't wake up, his end would be very bad.

	People who have died once will not take life and death lightly... but will cherish the beauty of life more. This is the case with Karen.

	He doesn't want to die!

	In this environment, you must give yourself enough faith and courage to help break through the barrier of this "dream" and return your consciousness to the physical body and reality.

	In the past, due to work reasons and his own interests, Karen had encountered similar situations. Although it was not as weird and scary as the current situation, he had a practical response plan.

	Falsehood must be pierced with truth;

	Weakness must be reshaped with ideals;

	Obstacles of evil must be eradicated with the truth!

	When you are unable to do anything yourself, you can try to borrow some help.

	so,

	Karen started singing,

	Sing loudly with all your heart:

	“Arise, you slaves who are hungry and cold, arise, you who are suffering all over the world;

	The blood in my heart has boiled, and I have to fight for the truth..."

	At this time, faith needs to be transformed into the most explosive will to free himself from this spiritual quagmire. In addition, Karen was a staunch materialist in his previous life.

	in singing,

	The sound of his own body being chewed was slowly fading away, and Karen felt his body rising. He continued to sing while slowly lowering his head.

	He saw a woman's teeth, a woman's tongue,

	I saw the woman’s mouth again,

	A woman’s whole face,

	at last,

	I saw the face between the two legs, which seemed to be long and connected together... This was a scene that made people feel extremely inconsistent.

	And at this time,

	The snowflake sound is put away,

	immediately,

	The male voice that spoke before said with some confusion:

	"Hey...who are you?"

	immediately,

	"Where...is this?"

	Karen raised her head,

	Start to activate all body sensations,

	Open your eyes,

	Open your eyes,

	Open your eyes!

	…

	"Buzz!"

	Karen opened her eyes,

	He saw Aunt Mary squatting in front of him, looking at him anxiously.

	"Huh...huh...huh..."

	Seeing Karen wake up, Aunt Mary sat down on the ground and kept patting her chest with her hands:

	"Scare me to death, scare me to death, Karen... Do you know how scary it is that you suddenly fell down and fainted just now..."

	This nephew just fell seriously ill a while ago and almost died;

	If something happened again at this time, Aunt Mary really didn't know how she would tell her father-in-law, because they still helped her push the body down.

	Karen took a deep breath,

	He showed a very forced smile,

	road:

	"It's okay, Auntie, maybe I'm still a little weak."

	Karen raised her head and saw Jeff's face on the stretcher in front of him, already straightened.

	"Meow……"

	A cat meow came from outside my aunt's studio. The black cat "Pall" poked his head and looked at the situation inside with curiosity.

	Karen put his hands on the ground and tried to stand up, but suddenly felt his face hurt, and then there was a surge of heat in his nose, and blood dripped out.

	"I...I just patted you to wake you up." Aunt Mary explained.

	This is called... Pai Pai?

	But what can Karen say? He can only continue:

	"Thank you, Auntie."

	"Go up and have a rest. Call Mina to clean up for you. You are no longer needed here."

	How dare Aunt Mary continue to let her eldest nephew stay here.

	Karen nodded, stood up, and looked at Jeff lying on the stretcher. He instinctively felt that his previous sudden dream was related to the corpse, so he let his aunt stay here to work alone. Will she also be in danger?

	At this time,

	Cousin Lunt’s voice came from the revolving door in the basement:

	"Mom, grandpa is back."

	Grandpa is the absolute head of the family in the Immelais family. Under normal circumstances, when he comes home, everyone in the family, especially women, have to come to greet him, even if... you are working.

	Lunt ran over. He also saw the body on the stretcher, but he was not afraid.

	Any scary thing that comes and goes in your home often becomes less of a problem.

	"Lunt, take your brother to your sister to use the medicine box to stop the bleeding," Mary ordered.

	She was worried that she wouldn't break Karen's nose when she slapped her just now. If the nosebleed was not treated, it might not stop.

	"Oh, okay, mom, brother, come."

	Karen raised her head, covered her nose with one hand, and walked out with her other hand led by Lunt. When she passed the turning point, she felt someone standing in front of her.

	The figure of that man was not very majestic, but standing there gave people a very "stable" feeling, as if he could handle anything easily.

	Karen's restless mood suddenly relaxed a lot at this time.

	"Grandpa," Lunt shouted.

	"Grandpa." Karen also shouted.

	In his memory, his grandfather Dis Immelais was a very serious person, but he often had a tender side towards his "eldest grandson".

	"Um."

	Dis nodded and walked down without saying anything or commenting on Karen's nose.

	Lunt seemed a little afraid of his grandfather, so he quickly took his brother's hand and went to the second floor to find his sister.

	The lights in the basement are a little dim.

	When Dis walked down, he happened to see the black cat "Pall" walking elegantly in front of him.

	Dis stopped.

	The black cat also stopped.

	"Are you very free today?" Dis asked.

	"Meow……"

	The black cat Pall wagged his tail and tilted his head, as if he didn't understand what Dis said.

	Dis waved his hand, as if he was not interested in talking to a cat anymore, and went straight to the studio of his daughter-in-law Mary.

	Mary was sitting there lighting a cigarette. She was a little frightened because of her nephew's condition, but she didn't expect her father-in-law to come over so soon, and she was so frightened that she immediately put out the cigarette she had just lit;

	The smoke that was supposed to be expelled from the nostrils just spilled out a little, and then it was sucked back and swallowed.

	"Cough cough...cough cough..."

	Mary coughed and choked with tears.

	Dis didn't pay much attention to the daughter-in-law, but first set his sights on Jeff. He stretched out his hand, opened Jeff's eyelids, and placed his palm on Jeff's chest;

	Immediately, Dis's eyes narrowed slightly.

	Immediately afterwards,

	He took another step back, seeming to be sizing up the environment in the studio and sniffing.

	Mary immediately said:

	"I will never smoke in the studio again, never again..."

	Mary was really afraid of this father-in-law, not just because the couple was now "living under someone else's roof", but because her father-in-law himself was a... inexplicably scary person, even though he was still a kind priest at the Mink Street Church.

	Dis waved his hand,

	asked:

	"What just happened?"

	"I... it was Karen who suddenly passed out. I broke his nose in order to wake him up. I..."

	"Karen passed out?"

	"Yes, it is."

	"Then Pall came in, didn't he?"

	"Pall?" Mary was stunned for a moment before she realized that this was the name of the black cat at home. She had never figured out why her father-in-law gave the cat such an unpleasant and difficult-to-pronounce name.

	"It seems... I..." Mary recalled as best she could, "it was Karen who woke up on her own, Pall, Pall, it didn't come in."

	Mary did not pay attention to whether the black cat was outside the studio earlier, but she was sure that the black cat did not appear in front of her, at least, it did not come in.

	"No?" Dis seemed to be pondering, "Karen, did you wake up by yourself?"

	"Yes, Father."

	"Where did he die?"

	"This is a welfare bill, father. He probably froze to death on the roadside last night."

	"Welfare bill? Call your man back."

	"Mason has gone to Huashuiwan Nursing Home..."

	"Shout back."

	"Yes, I understand, father."

	Even though she has lived in this family for a long time, Mary still feels a kind of pressure when facing her father-in-law. Many daughters-in-law from other families call her parents-in-law by their first names, but she would never dare.

	The title "Father" already has some religious connotations for her.

	The daughter-in-law left the studio in a panic.

	Dis reached out and closed the door.

	Then he walked to the stretcher cart, sat down on the chair where Mary was sitting before, and looked at Jeff lying in front of him.

	In the studio, it became quiet, except for the light bulb that occasionally changed its brightness slightly due to voltage.

	Dis reached forward,

	Hold it empty in front of you,

	from under his feet,

	Black shadows began to spread out, like wildly growing vines, and immediately spread all over the tiles and surrounding walls, "wrapping" everything here;

	At this time,

	Dis said:

	"Tell me how you died."

	It was a ridiculous scene, he was actually asking a dead man a question.

	But then, an even more ridiculous scene appeared:

	Jeff, who had long been dead while lying on the stretcher, slowly sat up on his own...

	


Chapter 4 Identity Crisis

	"Brother, what are you thinking about?"

	Mina, who had just helped Karen take care of her nose, saw her cousin looking out the window in a daze and asked curiously.

	In the past, her cousin may have been a bit withdrawn due to the death of his parents. After finishing junior high school, he stopped going to high school. He stayed at home and didn't communicate much with others;

	After the recent serious illness, although her brother appeared to be a little "distraught", he was much more cheerful than before, and she was willing to talk to him.

	"Oh, I'm wondering if I should continue going to school."

	Karen gently rubbed the tip of his nose. The pain was no longer as strong as before. There was a cotton ball stuffed in his nose. It should not take long to remove it.

	Previously, he was actually thinking about what just happened in the basement and the scene in his dream. Was it an accident related to his "body" and "spirit", or was he really experiencing a "supernatural event"?

	After all, for the latter, the previous basement already contained most of the triggering conditions.

	But, after all, it is just a dream. No matter how terrifying the nightmare is, after waking up, the feeling of heart palpitations will immediately dissipate.

	After that, Karen was still thinking more about her future path.

	He does not feel that as a "traveler", he can casually make money every day and start a successful life;

	But in my previous life, as a self-made "struggler",

	He is confident enough to rely on his own ability and quality to make a decent appearance in this "new world".

	After all, no matter what, the identity of "Karen" brings to me, let's not talk about the help, but anyway, there is no burden at all.

	that's enough.

	"My brother used to dislike school the most." Mina said with a smile.

	In the past, Karen was a bit autistic, so naturally she didn't like crowded places like school.

	"Going to school is very important, especially when you are young." Karen said seriously. "Most people, when they grow up or become adults, will regret why they can't use more when they were young to study. Gong will suffer a little more."

	"My brother said this in the same tone as my mother."

	"Haha." Karen shrugged, "Mina, give me a glass of water."

	"Okay, brother."

	My sister obediently went to help pour water.

	Karen opened the window in the room, and the fresh air rushed into his face. He took a deep breath, and then closed the window again. The wind was so cold.

	Looking back, Karen saw the black cat Pall appearing at the head of his bed at some point, crawling there, staring at him with its cat eyes, and turning his neck slightly from time to time, as if he was looking up and down.

	"Pall, tut tut tut tut..."

	Karen tried to tease the black cat using the "speech language" common to cats and dogs.

	Pall tilted his head and did not take the bait.

	Karen stepped forward, and the black cat was not afraid. No matter what, Karen was still a member of the family. Karen reached out and touched the cat's head.

	"Meow……"

	Pall turned his head, as if he didn't like the caress.

	"Why did grandpa give you such a hard-to-pronounce name?" Karen said to himself, "Pall... Pall, haha, I might as well call you Pu'er, it will feel a lot fresher all of a sudden."

	The black cat moved his body, obviously not happy about this "new name" with a very similar pronunciation.

	Mina brought a glass of water over and said:

	"Mom is calling dad."

	"Um?"

	In this era, "mobile phones" have not yet appeared, and calling someone on a landline is actually very inefficient.

	Furthermore, if nothing else happens, Uncle Mason should be "drifting" on who knows which street in his hearse.

	After delivering water to Karen, Mina picked up the rag and wiped the window sill very familiarly. Originally, there were two maids in the Immelais house, one was responsible for cleaning and housework and the other was responsible for cooking, but in Mason After the uncle's family and Aunt Winnie and her daughter came back one after another, the two maids were also fired by grandpa.

	Mina, her brother Lunt, and her aunt's daughter Chris do the housework on weekdays. Aunt Mary and Aunt Winnie take turns cooking the three meals.

	Everyone in the family has a "job", so Karen is the most idle one.

	This can also be seen from the side. Grandpa Dis, who has always been dignified, is indeed different from others in treating his eldest grandson.

	At this time, grandpa walked upstairs.

	Mina stood up immediately, and so did Karen, who was holding a water glass;

	Many times, whether there are rules at home does not depend on the so-called "parental education" and "tradition", but on whether there is someone in the family who makes you awe and fear.

	Dis' eyes swept over the grandchildren, and stayed on them for a while. Without saying anything, he opened the door to his room and walked in.

	The stagnant atmosphere in the air finally returned to "circulation" after the sound of closing the door.

	Karen breathed a sigh of relief, looked down at Mina, and found that Mina was also doing the same action.

	"Grandpa, it seems that you are very busy every day." Karen asked.

	"Yes, there are a lot of things in the church, and grandpa often travels on business." Mina replied.

	While he was talking, Grandpa's door was pushed open from the inside, and Grandpa, who had changed into "priest" clothes, came out again, carrying a black box in his hand.

	"I'm not coming back for lunch," said Deese.

	"Oh, okay, grandpa." Mina responded immediately.

	Dis walked downstairs.

	After a while, Karen saw Grandpa walking downstairs into the yard through the window sill.

	The clothes Dis wore obviously had the connotation of religious clothes, but they seemed to be a little different, giving him a very specific feeling.

	Perhaps in the eyes of outsiders, Dis's role as "priest" will help expand the family's business. After all, with his status, he can easily gain the trust of believers in the church, and he can... take more orders for the family;

	But Karen didn't think it was that simple. Only after his grandfather opened the courtyard door and walked out did Karen suddenly find the source of that "meaning".

	"Our grandfather is a bit like Uncle Nine."

	"Brother, who is Uncle Nine?"

	"A priest who specializes in catching vampires."

	"Oh, that's it. Is it from a drama?"

	"Well, yes. Mina, do we have to drag it all over again?"

	"Well, there are stairs."

	"Let me help you."

	"But brother, your body?"

	"no problem."

	Karen started to help Mina mop the floor. After mopping the floor, he moved to mop the stairs. When changing the bucket, Karen came to the yard. There was a big faucet there, which could collect water faster.

	At this time, Uncle Mason came back in his modified "Nutshell" car. Ron and Paul pushed down a stretcher cart with an old man lying on it. Karen saw the white hair covered by the white cloth.

	Uncle Mason ran into the yard first and didn't notice Karen who was fetching water in the corner, but went straight to Aunt Mary.

	"Father is looking for you," Aunt Mary said.

	"Where's father?" Uncle Mason's eyes were a little wandering.

	This seemed like a sign of guilty conscience because he had done something wrong and was afraid of being blamed by his elders. Due to his professional habits in his previous life, Karen would pay attention to these details.

	"Father has just gone out," said Aunt Mary.

	"This..." Uncle Mason seemed to breathe a sigh of relief, and then said, "It's okay, it's okay. I'll go out and look for my father. Maybe he's in the church."

	"Well, then you go ahead."

	Uncle Mason immediately ran out and the car stopped moving.

	Aunt Mary did not notice anything strange about her husband;

	Because her attention was now on the old man who had just been sent from the nursing home.

	soon,

	Then I heard Aunt Mary scream:

	"Oh my god, why is there still shit on him?"

	…

	Paul and Ron, who failed to complete their instructions, were asked by Aunt Mary to be responsible for cleaning the body. Facing the angry Ms. Mary, they did not dare to resist at all.

	Paul first transported the stretcher to the basement, and Ron walked to Karen:

	"Master Karen, I need to borrow a bucket and mop."

	"Let me lift it down for you."

	"No, no need." Ron twisted his neck. He was tall and a little fat. Although he was not very old, his beer belly was already obvious. "We will just deal with it."

	Karen smiled and asked, "So why didn't the nurse clean that person's body properly?"

	This is supposed to be the job of a nursing home nurse, to initially clean up the body of a deceased client. Otherwise, it would not look good when the family comes over and sees that the body of their loved one is still dirty.

	"Young Master made you laugh." Ron scratched his head in embarrassment, "I made an appointment with the nurse in charge of Mr. Moissan to go see a movie in the next two days."

	I see……

	Ron's face turned slightly red and he continued:

	“She said that she likes to watch movies and eat popcorn, and she can feed it to me with her own hands while watching the movie, so... So I don’t want the hand that feeds me popcorn to rub the body just now.

	Master, do you know that it is really sweet for a couple to feed each other popcorn while watching a movie. Under dim light, when she puts the popcorn into your mouth, you can lick her fingers with your tongue. ;

	Oh my gosh, this is so wonderful! "

	"Dream on you."

	Paul's voice came. He had already transported Mr. Moissan into the basement and was now coming up to get plastic gloves and washing powder.

	"Paul, I know, you are just jealous of me!"

	"Jealous of you? Come on, Ron, apart from Mrs. Hughes, the proprietress of Hughes Cremation Society, there is probably no other woman in the world who would like you."

	"You're talking nonsense!"

	Ron was so angry that he pointed at Paul.

	"Mrs. Hughes?" Karen asked curiously.

	It sounds like the proprietress of the cremation company must be a rich woman. Why is Ron so excited?

	"Haha." Paul laughed first, and then explained, "Master Karen, you probably don't know that before the body is pushed into the furnace for incineration, it is necessary to spray gasoline on the body to assist combustion, and thin people often need more Gasoline, otherwise the bones will not be able to burn. But for fat people, the oil on their own bodies can help fuel the combustion.

	Therefore, Mrs. Hughes of the Cremation Society likes people with Ron's body type best because he saves fuel. "

	"So that's it."

	"Damn it, Paul, how dare you arrange me like this in front of Master Karen!"

	"Come on, let's go down and do some work first, otherwise Mrs. Mary will lose her temper again later."

	Ron and Paul walked to the basement carrying their things while bickering.

	In the hall, Aunt Mary lit a cigarette and she felt less bad.

	Because Paul told her good news, that is, this old man named Mo Sang has children, and the children will come over later.

	If it is not a welfare package, it means there is profit. Even the lowest level package is profitable.

	And Aunt Mary's "salary" has to be supported by the family's "performance". The remaining profits after deducting expenses and leaving the company will be given to the family as allowances;

	Aunt Winnie is in charge of the accounts.

	This is why everyone in the family is afraid of grandpa, but no one speaks ill of him behind his back. He is very serious, but he is by no means a stingy and greedy old man.

	Karen returned to the second floor and helped her cousin Mina wipe the furniture.

	When they were about to finish wiping, they heard Ron and Paul coming up from the basement. They had already cleaned up the remains, and Aunt Mary had to take action next.

	Because family members may come over in the afternoon to arrange a condolence meeting, it is necessary to treat the elderly person well at this time.

	However, there seemed to be guests at home, and Karen heard Aunt Mary calling to herself downstairs:

	"Karen, come down and entertain Mr. Hoffen."

	After putting down the rag, Karen first searched for "Mr. Hofen" in his mind:

	This is an old man, a retired teacher from the philosophy department of the university. He has a good pension and a decent life. He is a good friend of his grandfather and often comes to have tea and chat with his grandfather.

	In addition, he is also very interested in divination, and once gave Karen a pair of exquisite playing cards, not Tarot cards... but the kind that can be used to play Landlords.

	Karen first went to the kitchen on the second floor and made a cup of tea, then mixed some simple refreshments and carried it to the living room on the first floor.

	Mr. Hoffen was very tall, but very thin;

	Thin people tend to have more three-dimensional facial features and more intuitive emotional expressions.

	When Karen saw him,

	He noticed that Mr. Hofen's eyes were locked directly on him.

	Even the pet dog lying next to Mr. Hofen, the golden retriever, seemed to sense the owner's mood swings and stood up slowly, but it was a little confused and didn't know what was wrong.

	Until it saw the prostrate Pu'er at the entrance of the stairs, it seemed to instinctively find a point of interest and wanted to get up.

	But Pu'er just glanced at it with cat eyes, and the golden retriever immediately wilted and lay back down again.

	"I'm sorry, Mr. Hofen, my grandfather is out, but I think he will be back soon. My uncle has already gone to find him."

	Karen put the tea down and said something polite.

	Who knows,

	at this time,

	Mr. Hofen suddenly stretched out his hand and grabbed Karen's wrist. His whole face was close to him in an instant, and his breathing became extremely rapid at this time.

	He used a suppressed but uncontrollable excited tone,

	asked:

	"You're not Karen... who... are you?"

	In an instant, a sense of crisis suddenly hit Karen's mind. This kind of crisis came from the fact that the other party had directly torn apart his identity in one face-to-face encounter, leaving Karen, who had been mentally building up for half a month, at a loss.

	Karen subconsciously took two steps back, trying to distance herself from Mr. Hofen.

	Coincidentally, Mr. Hoven, who was holding Karen's wrist, was led out of balance. He stumbled unexpectedly. He tried to hold up the table with his hands, but unfortunately he couldn't hold it up again, and his body followed. He fell forward and hit his forehead directly on the edge of the table.

	"boom!"

	There was a muffled sound,

	Immediately afterwards,

	Mr. Hoffen fell backward, and the back of his head hit the tiles hard and without any hindrance;

	"Snapped!"

	Karen looked at the scene in front of him in great astonishment.

	This old man who just directly pointed out his "identity problem" is now letting out more anger than taking in;

	and,

	A large amount of blood began to spill out on the tiles in the living room under his head.

	At this time, Mina, who was still busy on the second floor, seemed to hear the sound and stood at the top of the stairs and shouted:

	"Brother, what happened downstairs?"

	Karen licked her lips;

	Slowly stood up straight,

	replied:

	"Mr. Hoffen suffered a stroke and fell."

	


Chapter 5 He wants to kill me?

	Mr. Hoffen lay on the ground, and Karen stood before him;

	At this time, as long as Karen is willing, she can send Mr. Hoven off early.

	Because Mr. Hofen's expression and words previously brought him great pressure.

	Originally reborn in this world, he was very insecure. So far, he is still living by "this identity". Once he loses this layer of skin, his life will slip into the unknown;

	Moreover, there is not only "life" in the conventional sense, but also other factors beyond Karen's cognition.

	If it was just "running away from home", Karen wouldn't be under such great pressure. Just be afraid. It's not as simple as "eviction from home", and it can't be that simple!

	Karen felt the panic of a medieval witch.

	Come forward,

	bend over,

	Karen reached out her hand;

	Just pinch the neck again,

	Or pick up Mr. Hoven's head, pretend to wake him up, and then knock on the tile to repair the final damage.

	So,

	This sudden whirlpool of crisis can dissipate into nothingness before it engulfs him.

	so,

	Do it or not?

	It is not surprising to have this kind of thinking. No matter how ordinary, normal or gentle people are, they will experience such sudden emotional outbursts and sudden evil thoughts in their lives.

	But in the end,

	Karen still stood there, motionless.

	When Mina came down from the second floor and started calling for people, when Aunt Mary came up from the basement, when Paul also ran over and was about to pick up Mr. Hoffen,

	Karen came to her senses only when Aunt Mary shouted, and stepped forward to help carry Mr. Hoffen into the hearse belonging to the Immelais family.

	Paul started the car, and Karen stayed in the car with Mr. Hoffen.

	This "Guoke" brand modified car is originally an extended version of an ordinary sedan. The chair in the passenger seat has long been removed, leaving more space, which is more than enough to place a coffin.

	Mr. Hoffen lay there, motionless.

	He is lucky. Ambulances are not common in this era. He now has a car that can be taken to the nearest hospital;

	What's even more fortunate is that... even if he is not rescued, he still has a car to ride back to, and it is also a specially equipped car;

	Even for the sake of his relationship with his grandfather, he could even suffer a broken bone during the funeral. The only person who suffered was Aunt Mary.

	"Ah……"

	Karen suddenly laughed and stretched out his hand to gently rub his face.

	At this time, the golden retriever who got into the car with his owner came close to Mr. Hofen and licked his fingers.

	After lingering beside its owner for a while, it slowly walked to Karen again.

	Karen stretched out his hand, but the golden retriever did not hide and allowed Karen to stroke its head.

	It seemed to feel comfortable being touched, so it simply climbed down and rested on Karen's leg. After Karen stopped touching it, it nudged Karen's hand with its nose, indicating to continue.

	"well……"

	Karen looked at Mr. Hoffen lying there again and sighed.

	The back is pressed against the car wall,

	I caught two handfuls of dog heads.

	"whatever."

	…

	The car drove into the hospital and Mr. Hofen was sent to the emergency room.

	Paul was busy going through the formalities.

	Karen held the golden retriever and sat on the bench beside the flower garden.

	After sitting for about half an hour, Paul trotted over with a smile on his face:

	"Master Karen, the doctor said that although Mr. Hofen is still in a coma, he is already out of danger."

	Karen breathed a long sigh of relief, feeling slightly relieved and a little disappointed;

	This old man is really tough, and he still managed to hold on to such a big pool of blood.

	"The bills are all at home," Paul added.

	The Immelais family was a funeral director and had a good relationship with the nearby hospital;

	How good is it?

	Aunt Winnie, who was in charge of the family's accounting, even had a list of people who had been seriously ill or dying in the hospital recently.

	Sometimes even if you are still being rescued, Uncle Mason is already waiting there smoking a cigarette in the parking lot outside.

	As long as there are interests, there must be chains;

	With this kind of relationship, it will naturally be quick if you go through some formalities and so on.

	"Do you need someone to accompany you?" Karen asked.

	"Um...you can hire a caregiver."

	"Then please."

	"Well...Okay, young master, I will make arrangements."

	"By the way, Paul, do you have a cigarette?"

	"I have...Master, do you want me?"

	"Um."

	Paul took out half a pack of cigarettes from his pocket and handed it to Karen along with a lighter.

	"Thanks."

	"You're welcome, I'll go ask the nurse first."

	"OK, all right."

	Karen took out a cigarette and bit it in his mouth. At this time, the smoking ban was not strict. Even in the hospital yard, Karen saw many people with cigarettes in their mouths, and the nurses passing by would not scold them.

	Light one and take a puff;

	The brain once again issued a warning about the intrusion of "toxins", and the body also responded with rejection, and the feeling of nausea and retching immediately came over;

	But Karen ignored it.

	He felt that he was just as stupid as "smoking".

	The old smoker resisted the physical discomfort and forcibly learned a bad habit that would continue to harm his body;

	And myself,

	He actually allowed Mr. Huofen to be sent to the hospital and out of danger, and watched as he slipped into the unknown abyss step by step.

	He is checking himself, but not very strongly;

	He also regrets it, again not very strongly;

	He felt stupid, well, this feeling was extremely strong.

	"call……"

	Holding a burning cigarette in his hand,

	Karen leaned back on the bench.

	And at this moment,

	A shadow suddenly appeared in front of him. Karen was stunned and noticed that the cigarette was taken away from his fingertips.

	"You...Grandpa?"

	It was Dis who appeared in front of Karen.

	Dis was still wearing the same clothes he wore when he went out, but Karen noticed that there were obvious stains on Dis's trouser legs. There seemed to be black marks on the hand where he was holding his cigarette?

	Is it mud?

	Dis dropped the cigarette on the ground and asked:

	"When did you learn it?"

	"I..." Karen hesitated. In fact, just now, he had the urge to tell "Grandpa" the "truth" because he instinctively learned from today's "dream" and Mr. Hoven's "questioning" about himself. "When things came together, I noticed an unusual smell.

	You know, Grandpa Dis and Mr. Hofen are old friends.

	It's not that I'm worried about what Mr. Huofen will tell his grandfather when he wakes up, but compared to his grandfather, who is a retired teacher of the philosophy department who just loves "divination" or "metaphysics", runs a funeral society and works part-time as a priest, it seems that he is the most important person. ...No, he should be the most mysterious one.

	Mr. Hofen can know, but grandpa... will not notice it at all?

	Therefore, if you resist, you will be punished harshly, but if you confess, can you be punished with leniency?

	But looking at grandpa’s face,

	After Karen's "truth" circled around in his throat, he took it back.

	road:

	"Uncle Mason taught me."

	When Dis heard this, he frowned slightly.

	"Mr. Hoven is inside, and the doctor said he is out of danger," Calenton reported.

	Dis nodded and asked, "Mary told me what happened. Were you scared?"

	"No... um... yes, I was scared."

	Karen's answer was a little incoherent, but Karen felt that it was not her fault.

	"I'll go check on him. Just wait."

	"Okay, Grandpa."

	Dis walked in;

	About a quarter of an hour later, Dis and Paul came back together. Karen also got up and followed him to the parking lot.

	"When did you learn to drive?" Dis asked Paul.

	"Not long ago, I learned a lot after watching a lot." Paul replied shyly.

	"Have you verified it?"

	"Took the exam." Paul replied immediately.

	"Starting from next month, your salary will be increased by one thousand rupees every month."

	"Thank you Mr. Dees, thank you Mr. Dees."

	Paul and Ron have a strong contrast in personality. Ron likes to drink and play cards. Today, after finishing his work in the basement, he left work and ran away. He should be hanging out in some tavern at the moment. Paul You stayed to wipe the car;

	"Go back." Dis glanced at Karen and repeated, "Go home."

	Paul was still driving, and Karen and Dis sat in the back. Because there were no seats, they sat face to face on the mat.

	"Do you need to inform Mr. Hofen's family, Grandpa?"

	"No, his children have long since severed ties with him and are not in Luojia City. Remember to come over and check on him in a few days."

	"Okay, Grandpa."

	After the brief exchange,

	Karen saw Dis reach out his hand and roll up his sleeves.

	What shocked Karen was that one-third of Grandpa's left hand was "black and burnt", as if it had been rolled over coals.

	"Pliers," Dis said.

	"Huh?" Karen was stunned for a moment, then immediately woke up and stepped forward to open the black box next to his grandfather. Inside was a set of small surgical instruments and some things that were obviously not used at normal times.

	For example, there are several bottles of strangely colored liquids, crystal beads, iron plates with strange shapes, whips made of unknown materials... The most eye-catching thing is a sword hilt with a hollow center.

	There are two exquisite carvings on the left and right sides of the sword hilt. On the left is a twisted skull, and on the right is a kind saint.

	Although the hilt of the sword did not have a blade, Karen still carefully avoided it when picking up things, as if there might be an invisible sword edge that was going to cut off her fingers.

	Karen handed the pliers to Grandpa.

	Grandpa picked up the pliers with his right hand, pinched a corner of his blackened skin, and slowly tore it open.

	Although the car was moving, Karen could still clearly hear the sound of paper being torn apart in his ears.

	The golden retriever who came back next to him curled up in the corner, trembling with dog eyes.

	Grandpa used pliers to tear off two pieces of blackened skin as if no one else was watching, and said:

	"tweezers."

	"Oh, okay." Karen handed over the tweezers.

	But Grandpa didn't take it. Instead, he put his hand in front of Karen, and at the same time passed the pliers with his right hand.

	In "Karen's" memory, there has never been a similar scene.

	However, after pursing his lips, Karen still took the pliers in his right hand and the tweezers in his left hand. He first used the tweezers to pull out the black burnt skin, and then used the pliers to pull off the entire piece.

	Underneath the black, charred skin was tender red meat, faintly oozing with blood.

	from beginning to end,

	Dis never cried out about pain.

	His expression didn't even move.

	When all the black scorched skin was removed, Dis's left arm looked as if it had just been boiled in boiling water.

	"Okay." Karen said.

	"Um."

	Dis reached out, picked up a bottle of purple liquid, popped the stopper with his fingertips, and then poured all the liquid inside into his left arm.

	"hiss……"

	This cool breath was breathed out by Karen.

	Because he saw white smoke starting to rise from Dis's left arm, accompanied by the crisp sound of hot oil being added to a pan.

	a long time,

	Dis breathed a long sigh of relief and put down his sleeves.

	Karen asked with concern: "Don't you need a bandage?"

	Dis shook his head.

	Karen said nothing and continued to sit upright.

	The car stopped at this time, and we arrived home.

	Karen took Mr. Hofen's golden retriever and got out of the car, while Paul pulled over and parked the car on the roadside at the entrance of the courtyard.

	"Mr. Diss, Master Karen, I'm going back first. I will come early tomorrow to arrange the mourning field."

	"Okay." Dis nodded.

	Paul, who got a raise, ran to his home very happily.

	Karen stayed at the door of the house and was not in a hurry to go in because Dis didn't go in.

	Two people and a dog,

	Just standing at the gate of the courtyard.

	On the window sill on the third floor of the villa, Pu'er stood up and stared at this place with his cat's eyes.

	Inexplicable,

	It's like the background music of a stage play suddenly changed to a different style.

	It's so abrupt,

	But it’s so clear;

	Karen felt her lips begin to tremble and her breathing began to quicken.

	The golden retriever, who was being led by Karen, raised his head and looked at Karen with some confusion, because he found that his leash was shaking... The reason was that the hand of the person holding him was shaking.

	People have a sixth sense,

	It can be told to you by the wind, it can be told by the sunshine, it can even be told by the flowers and plants inside the fence;

	Karen didn't know whether the sixth sense would be strengthened after a person "dies" and is resurrected. In fact, he doesn't even have the time to think about it now.

	He felt like an egg that had just been taken out of the henhouse and was being tossed around by a naughty child.

	run?

	Karen twisted his neck as much as possible and looked to the side. There was a road there, and he could run his legs all the way to the end...

	Immediately afterwards, Karen began to twist his neck in another direction, but he twisted his neck halfway and lowered his head unconsciously.

	After lowering his head,

	He saw his trouser legs,

	I also saw grandpa’s left arm,

	He even saw the hilt of the sword in his left hand that he had put back into the black box but was being held at this moment;

	for a time,

	Karen felt tears starting to brew in his eyes, his nose started to feel sore, and it seemed like mucus was about to fall, and his facial muscles also had some slight spasms;

	In front of my eyes,

	It seems that it is no longer the villa of the Immelais family at 13 Mink Street.

	But the ground goes down layer by layer,

	Own,

	Then he stood in the center of the high platform, and next to him was the gallows prepared for him.

	"Karen."

	Dis's voice was like thunder ringing in his ears.

	"grandfather……"

	Karen's teeth were chattering.

	But in contrast, his heart was extremely peaceful, a feeling of being torn apart between his spirit and his body.

	"Karen, where is this?"

	Karen opened her mouth,

	Out of the corner of my eye,

	Karen noticed that his grandfather's left arm had been raised and wrapped around his back.

	At this critical moment,

	Karen straightened her back suddenly,

	In a hoarse and deep voice... almost roaring:

	"Home!"

	


Chapter 6 Crying in the basement

	Grandpa put his hand on Karen's shoulder.

	Karen's body also trembled.

	"Then...go home."

	"okay."

	Karen was clear and sure about what he had just experienced. He did not think that it was his "overconcern" in this situation, but that it was purely a "thin line between life and death."

	reach out,

	Push open the courtyard door,

	Karen stepped forward,

	Take a step forward,

	Then the knees below instantly became weak, and the whole person stumbled forward;

	Fortunately, his other hand kept holding the golden retriever's leash, causing the golden retriever to be dragged forward, and finally fell on the golden retriever.

	"Well……"

	The golden hair let out a mournful cry.

	Karen immediately stood up with his hands on the ground and couldn't help but look back at his grandfather standing there.

	Grandpa was looking at him with no other expression.

	Karen picked up the rough-skinned golden retriever and continued walking home.

	In the living room, Aunt Mary was sitting there discussing matters with a few middle-aged men and women. It should be the children of the elderly man in the nursing home who were making arrangements for the funeral.

