
  
    

    
  


  Chapter 101: Hatred — Part Four


  
   


    Jin Ling sat up at once, shouting, “Uncle!”


    Jiang Cheng’s eyes swept over, responding coldly, “You wish! Now you’re calling me uncle—why did you run so fast earlier?!”


    After he finished, he turned the direction of his gaze either intentionally or not towards Wei WuXian and Lan WangJi. Before the pairs of eyes could meet, Su She had already steadied himself with his sword, Nanping, and lunged at Jiang Cheng. Jiang Cheng hadn’t even attacked when a string of dog barks sounded. Fairy charged into the temple like a flying fish and threw itself straight at Su She.


    Hearing the dog, Wei WuXian immediately felt his hair rise. He shrunk back into Lan WangJi’s arms, half-dead with fright, “Lan Zhan!”


    Lan WangJi had already embraced him without needing any reminder, replying, “I am here!”


    Wei WuXian, “Hug me!”


    Lan WangJi, “I am hugging you!”


    Wei WuXian, again, “Hug me tight!”


    Lan WangJi, also, “I am hugging you tight!”


    Even without the view, just listening to the voices was enough to make Jiang Cheng’s facial muscles twitch. He originally wanted to look that way, but now he gained complete control over his neck. Right this moment, from behind the palace rushed a couple of monks and cultivators, attacking with their swords. Jiang Cheng laughed coldly before he raised his right hand, painting a brilliant streak of purple amid the Guanyin Temple. Any who was struck by the purple were sent flying backwards, yet he still held the umbrella steadily in his hand. Only when everyone in the palace lay in disorder on the ground, jerking and quivering as if they were still being shocked, Jiang Cheng finally closed his umbrella. On the other hand, Su She yelled in anger, trying to tackle the dog.


    Jin Ling yelled from the side, “Fairy! Watch out! Fairy, bite him! Bite his hand!”


    Lan XiChen called out, “Sect Leader Jiang, be careful of the guqin!”


    Before he even finished, notes of the guqin sounded from behind the Guanyin Temple. However, back on Burial Mound, Jiang Cheng had already suffered quite a lot because of the dark melody. He was naturally more than alert. The moment the first note echoed, he kicked the ground, using the tip of his foot to bring up a sword that a cultivator dropped. With his left hand, he tossed away the paper umbrella and grabbed the sword, and with his right he unsheathed Sandu from his waist. With a sword in each hand, he slashed them against each other with force.


    The two blades scraped, letting out an extremely harsh noise that overcame Jin GuangYao’s guqin.


    It was quite the effective method! But there was only one shortcoming—the sound was just too painful to hear! It was so painful that it felt as if one’s ears would be pierced through by the terrible noise. And to Lan XiChen and Lan WangJi who grew up in the GusuLan Sect, it was even more unbearable. Both of the two frowned slightly. However, Lan WangJi was in the middle of doing his job, hugging Wei WuXian, and was unable to cover his ears. And so, as Wei WuXian trembled, listening to the dog barks, he reached out and covered Lan WangJi’s ears for him.


    With a hardened face, Jiang Cheng continued to create the nasty noise with the two swords in his hands as he approached the back of the palace. But before he even reached the place, Jin GuangYao walked out on his own, covering his ears, “Sect Leader Jiang, I must admit my defeat against such a power move.”


    Jiang Cheng swung Zidian towards Jin GuangYao, who dodged out of the way, “Sect Leader Jiang! How did you get here?”


    Jiang Cheng refused to talk to him. Jin GuangYao’s spiritual energy wasn’t as high as his, so he didn’t dare face him directly. He could only dodge nimbly, again and again, remaining composed as his subordinates attacked Jiang Cheng, “Did you chase after A-Ling when he was running around? Fairy must’ve led the way for you as well. Well, I was the one who gave it to him, after all, but it gives me no face or whatsoever.”


    Hugged so tightly by Lan WangJi, Wei WuXian didn’t feel as scared anymore, even when he heard the dog barks. He even had the spare energy to ponder, recalling a certain someone as he watched how Jin GuangYao smiled and batted his eyes even as he fought. He whispered, “He really is the same as Xue Yang.”


    Lan WangJi, however, didn’t say anything. Having received no answer, Wei WuXian looked up to realize that he was still covering Lan WangJi’s ears. Lan WangJi didn’t hear what he said at all, and that had to be why he didn’t answer. He let go at once.


    At this point, Jin GuangYao’s tone suddenly changed, smiling, “Sect Leader Jiang, what’s wrong? Ever since we started, your eyes have been so shifty, almost like you’re scared of looking that way. Is anything over there?”


    Jiang Cheng, “You’re the chief cultivator, after all. Fight me if you can—why the chit-chat?”


    Jin GuangYao, “You’re still avoiding it? Nothing is over there except for your shixiong. Did you really come here chasing after A-Ling?”


    Jiang Cheng, “What do you think?! Whom else would I be looking for?!”


    Lan XiChen, “Do not answer him!”


    Jin GuangYao had always been good with words. As soon as Jiang Cheng began to talk with him, his attention would be directed elsewhere and his emotions involuntarily influenced. Jin GuangYao, “Fine. Mr. Wei, you see? Your shidi didn’t come looking for you. He doesn’t even want to spare you a single glance.”


    Wei WuXian smiled, “Now those are strange words. It’s not the first day Sect Leader Jiang treats me like this. Do I need you to keep on reminding me?”


    Hearing this, Jiang Cheng’s lips twisted slightly. Veins popped from the back of the hand with which he held Zidian. Jin GuangYao turned to him again, sighing, “Sect Leader Jiang, look—it’s just so difficult being your shixiong, isn’t it?”


    Noticing how Jin GuangYao kept on directing the topic of conversation at him, Wei WuXian began to worry. Jiang Cheng returned the sarcasm, “Sect Leader Jin, isn’t it more difficult being your sworn brother?”


    Jin GuangYao didn’t care about whether or not Jiang Cheng was listening to him at all, “Sect Leader Jiang, I heard yesterday you threw a tantrum in Lotus Pier without a reason, running around holding the sword that belonged to the YiLing Patriarch, telling everyone you met to unsheathe it.”


    Jiang Cheng’s expression was enough to send shivers down one’s spine.


    Wei WuXian suddenly shot up from Lan WangJi’s arms. His heart skipped a beat as well. In his head, a voice ranted, My sword? He means Suibian? Didn’t I leave Suibian to Wen Ning? No, when I saw him yesterday, it’s true I didn’t see him carrying it… How did it end up in Jiang Cheng’s hands?! Why would Jiang Cheng tell others to unsheathe it?! Has he tried unsheathing it himself yet?


    Just as his mind tensed, Lan WangJi reached out and stroked his back. Wei WuXian finally calmed down somewhat. And as he saw Jiang Cheng’s sudden silence, Jin GuangYao’s eyes shone, “I heard nobody could unsheathe the sword, but you managed to unsheathe it yourself. How curious. The sword sealed itself away over thirteen years ago, when I first collected it. Apart from the YiLing Patriarch himself, nobody would ever be able to unsheathe it…”


    Jiang Cheng charged with both Zidian and Sandu, raging, “Shut up!”


    Jin GuangYao, however, continued on his own, grinning, “And so I remembered. Back then, Young Master Wei was so wilful. He never brought his sword anywhere, and found a different excuse every single time. I’ve always found this peculiar—what about you?”


    Jiang Cheng roared, “Just what do you want to say?!”


    Jin GuangYao raised his voice, “Sect Leader Jiang, you’re truly extraordinary, the youngest sect leader who rebuilt the YunmengJiang Sect on his own. But I recall that you could never beat Mr. Wei in anything, in the past. Could you tell me how you rose above him after the Sunshot Campaign? Did you perhaps take any golden elixirs?”


    At the words ‘golden elixirs’, his pronunciation was both clear and sharp. Jiang Cheng’s features had almost become distorted. Zidian also bloomed in a dangerous white light. Amid the chaos, a weakness appeared amid his movements.


    What Jin GuangYao had been waiting for was precisely the moment of weakness. He flung out the guqin string that he’d been hiding. Jiang Cheng immediately steadied himself to counter the attack, Zidian entangling with the string. Feeling a numbness at the center of his hand, Jin GuangYao retreated at once. Yet, immediately after, he laughed lightly. With his left hand, he whipped out another string and attacked Wei WuXian!


    Jiang Cheng’s pupils shrank to become just a point. With a flip of his wrist, he turned Zidian’s direction to defend against the guqin string. Jin Ling, however, blurted, “Uncle, watch out!”


    With this chance, Jin GuangYao unsheathed the sword that had been wrapped around his waist and thrusted it into the center of Jiang Cheng’s chest!


    Face dark, Jiang Cheng clutched his chest. Blood leaked from between his fingers, immediately dying the fabric a blackish purple. Right Zidian stopped the guqin string, it became the silver ring once more and returned to his hand. When its owner was bleeding excessively or severely injured, the spiritual weapon would return to its lowest form on its own. Using the opportunity, Jin GuangYao hurried over and sealed away his spiritual flow. He took out a handkerchief from his sleeve to clean his sword and wrapped it back around his waist.


    Jin Ling had long since rushed over to hold Jiang Cheng up. Lan XiChen sighed, “Do not move rashly. Help him sit down slowly.”
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    Although he was pierced right through the chest, Jiang Cheng wasn’t so weak as to have died right then. It just wasn’t the best for him to move or conjure up his spiritual powers. He didn’t like it when others tried to help him, turning to Jin Ling he said, “Fuck off.”



    Jin Ling knew Jiang Cheng was still mad at him for running around. He felt guilty and didn’t dare defend himself. The dog’s barks came from afar, followed by a sudden wail. Jin Ling shuddered as he remembered what Jin GuangYao said, shouting, “Fairy, run! They’re gonna kill you!”



    Soon, Su She rushed through the storm, furious. Jin GuangYao, “You didn’t kill it?”



    Su She’s expression darkened, “I couldn’t. Can’t believe the dog’s so spineless. It’s wild when somebody’s there to help it, but as soon as it’s at a disadvantage, it runs away faster than anyone!”



    Jin GuangYao shook his head, “It might lead someone else over. We should finish things quickly here.”



    Su She, “Those good-for-nothings! I’ll go make them hurry.”



    Jin Ling, on the other hand, let out a sigh of relief. Seeing Jiang Cheng sit on the ground, still dark-faced, he turned to Lan WangJi after some hesitation, “HanGuang-Jun, are there any more sitting mats?”



    The four mats that they’d been sitting on were all gathered by Lan WangJi. However, there were only four within the temple. After some silence, Lan WangJi stood up and pushed over the one he’d been sitting on. 



    Jin Ling hurried, “Thank you! It’s fine. I’ll just give him mine…”



    Lan WangJi, “There is no need.”



    As soon as he finished, he sat down beside Wei WuXian. Even as the two sat so seriously on the same sitting mat, they didn’t seem too cramped. Now that the mat was handed over already, Jin Ling scratched his head before dragging Jiang Cheng over. Jiang Cheng first pressed onto an acupoint at his chest, stopping the blood flow. After he sat down, he looked up and glanced over at Wei WuXian and Lan WangJi. He soon looked down again. His face was gloomy, disclosing nothing of what he was thinking.



    Right at this point, an ecstatic cry came from behind the palace, “Sect Leader! We got it! A corner is out already!”



    Jin GuangYao’s expression relaxed quite somewhat. He quickly walked back behind the palace, “Press on! Please be careful. There’s not much time left.”



    Over a dozen streaks of lightning twisted their way across the edge of the sky. They were soon followed by a series of roaring thunder. Over there, Wei WuXian and Lan WangJi sat together while Jiang Cheng sat at the side. Jin Ling dragged his own mat over as well. Amid the pounding of the rain, there was a long while of dead, awkward silence. Nobody spoke up.



    But for some reason, Jin Ling seemed as if he really wanted to talk to them. After some glancing around, he suddenly began, “Uncle, good thing you stopped that guqin string earlier on, or else things would be pretty bad.”



    Jiang Cheng’s face darkened, “You can shut up!”



    If not for him leaving Jin GuangYao with a chance for a sneak attack due to his own unstable emotions, he wouldn’t have landed in the enemy’s hands either. On top of that, in reality, Wei WuXian and Lan WangJi could’ve completely dodged the attack on their own. Even though, right now, Lan WangJi had no spiritual powers and Wei WuXian’s were low to begin with, their skills were still there. They couldn’t attack, but they were still able to dodge. Clumsily, Jin Ling was trying to speak for his uncle, yet the deliberation made the situation even more awkward.



    After being scolded, Jin Ling stopped talking, embarrassed. Jiang Cheng sealed his lips together and didn’t speak again. 



    Wei WuXian didn’t say anything either. In the past, he’d definitely laugh at Jiang Cheng for being so easily-provoked that he gave the opponent an opportunity. But now, recalling what Jin GuangYao said, he understood everything.



    Jiang Cheng knew the truth already.



    Lan WangJi stroked Wei WuXian’s back a few more times. Wei WuXian looked up. Lan WangJi didn’t seem at all surprised. His eyes were almost gentle. Wei WuXian felt his heart skip a beat. He couldn’t help but whisper, “… You knew?”



    Lan WangJi nodded slowly.



    Wei WuXian let out a light breath, “… Wen Ning.”



    Wen Ning had originally been keeping Suibian, but now it was in Jiang Cheng’s hands. And on their way back from Lotus Pier, Wen Ning said nothing of such a matter.



    Wei WuXian, “When did he say it?”



    Lan WangJi, “While you were unconscious.”



    Wei WuXian, “This was how we left Lotus Pier?!”



    If not that Wen Ning hadn’t found them yet, Wei WuXian would definitely have begun glaring at him already.



    Lan WangJi, “He always felt sorry for you.”



    Wei WuXian’s tone was tinged with anger, “… I told him so many times not to say it!”



    Out of the blue, Jiang Cheng spoke up, “Not to do what?”



    Wei WuXian paused in surprise, turning to him along with Lan WangJi. Jiang Cheng covered his wound with one hand, his voice chilly, “Wei WuXian, you’re such a great, selfless person. You did the best things possible, and you swallowed all the suffering and didn’t let anyone know. What a touching story. I should kneel down and cry in gratitude, shouldn’t I?”



    Hearing the mocking tone that lacked any courtesy, Lan WangJi’s face grew cold. Jin Ling saw the displeased expression and immediately stood in front of Jiang Cheng, scared that Lan WangJi would kill him with one strike, “Uncle!”



    Wei WuXian’s expression worsened as well. He never expected Jiang Cheng to make up with him after he found out the truth, but he didn’t think his tone would be as unkind as ever, either. With a moment of silence, he replied, voice muffled, “I never asked you to thank me.”



    Jiang Cheng let out a hah, “Of course. Giving without expecting anything in return. What a high level. Unlike me, of course. So that’s why my father always said you were the one who truly understood the Jiang Sect’s motto and did things the Jiang way, back when he was alive.”



    Wei WuXian couldn’t keep on listening any longer, interrupting him, “Enough.”



    Jiang Cheng’s voice harshened, “What do you mean, enough? It’s enough as long as you say so? You know everything! You’re better than me at everything! Whether it be talent or cultivation or spirituality or personality, you guys knew everything while I was much lower—then what am I?!?!”



    He suddenly reached out, as if to seize Wei WuXian’s collar. Lan WangJi grabbed Wei WuXian’s shoulder with one hand, letting Wei WuXian stand behind him, and with his other hand he forcefully pushed away Jiang Cheng’s hand. Rage could be seen hidden within his eyes. Although his push held no spiritual energy, it was quite powerful in terms of strength. The wound at Jiang Cheng’s chest ripped apart again. Blood surged. 



    Jin Ling cried, “Uncle, your wound! HanGuang-Jun, spare some mercy!”



    However, Lan WangJi’s voice was cold, “Jiang WanYin, spare some virtue!”




    Lan XiChen took off his outer robe and lay it over the shivering Nie HuaiSang, “Sect Leader Jiang, please do not be so agitated. Your injury will worsen.”



    Jiang Cheng shoved Jin Ling, who’d been holding him up helplessly, out of the way. Even though he was losing blood, it rushed to his head unceasingly. His face switched between white and red, “Why? Wei WuXian, just fucking why?”



    Behind Lan WangJi, Wei WuXian replied stiffly, “Why what?”



    Jiang Cheng, “Just how much did we the Jiang Sect give you? I’m supposed to be his son, I’m supposed to be the heir of the YunmengJiang Sect, yet all these years I’ve been outdone by you at every single thing. You paid for your bringing-up with life! The lives of my dad, my mom, my sister, and Jin ZiXuan! Because of you, all that’s left is a parentless Jin Ling!”



    Jin Ling trembled. His shoulders sunk, and his face sagged as well. Wei WuXian moved his lips, but he couldn’t say anything. Lan WangJi turned around to hold his hand. 



    On the other hand, Jiang Cheng refused to give up, shouting, “Wei WuXian, who was the one who broke his promise and betrayed the Jiang Sect first? Tell me. That I’d be the sect leader and you’d be my subordinate, that you’d help me your whole life, that so long as the GusuLan Sect had its Two Jades, the YunmengJiang Sect would have its Two Prides, that you’d never betray me or betray the Jiang Sect—who was the one that said these?! I’m asking you—who was the one that said all these?! Did you eat all your fucking words?!”



    He got more agitated as he ranted on, “And in the end? You go and protect outsiders, haha! The Wen Sect’s people, even. How much of their rice did you eat?! Defecting with such resolution! What did you take our sect to be?! You did all the best things, yet every time you do the worst ones, it’s involuntary! Forced! With some unspeakable grievances! Grievances?! You told me nothing, you played me for a fool!!!



    “Just how much do you owe the Jiang Sect? Am I not supposed to hate you? Can I not hate you?! Why is it that now it’s like I’m supposed to have wronged you?! Why do I have to feel like I’m a fucking clown all these years?! What am I? Do I deserve to be blinded by all your dazzling splendor?! Am I not supposed to hate you?!”



    Lan WangJi shot up. With panic, Jin Ling stood in front of Jiang Cheng, “HanGuang-Jun! My uncle’s hurt…”



    Jiang Cheng slapped him onto the ground, “Let him come! Am I scared of him?!”



    But after the slap, Jin Ling froze. Not only him, Wei WuXian, Lan WangJi, and Lan XiChen all stopped moving.



    Jiang Cheng was crying. Tears poured from his eyes as he forced through his teeth, “… Why… Why didn’t you tell me?!”



    Jiang Cheng clenched his fist, like he wanted to hit someone, like he wanted to hit himself. In the end, he still slammed it onto the ground. He should’ve been able to loathe Wei WuXian without a care. But right now, the golden core revolving within him took away all that confidence.



    Wei WuXian didn’t know what to say.



    In the beginning, it was precisely because he didn’t want to see such a Jiang Cheng that he decided not to tell him.



    He remembered every single thing he promised Jiang FengMian and Madam Yu—to help and take care of Jiang Cheng. If someone as unhealthily competitive as him found out about this, he’d be dispirited his whole life, too tortured to face himself. There’d always be something he could never overcome, reminding him that he could only reach where he was because of another’s sacrifice. It wasn’t at all his cultivation and his achievement. No matter if he won or lost, he’d long since lost the right to compete.



    Afterwards, it was because Jin ZiXuan and Jiang YanLi died for him that he had no face to let others know. To tell Jiang Cheng after what happened then would be like shirking responsibility, hurrying to demonstrate that he’d contributed as well. It’d be like telling Jiang Cheng, don’t hate me, look I’ve contributed to the YunmengJiang Sect too.



    Jiang Cheng cried soundlessly, but tears had already streaked across his face. To cry in such an unsightly way in front of others was almost impossible for him in the past. But every single moment that passed from now on, as long as the golden core remained in his body, as long as it could still revolve, he’d forever remember this feeling.



    He choked, “… You said I’d be the sect leader and you’d be my subordinate, you said you’d help me your whole life, you said you’d never betray the YunmengJiang Sect… You said so yourself.”



    “…” After a moment of silence, Wei WuXian replied, “I’m sorry. I broke my promise.”



    Jiang Cheng shook his head, burying his face deep into his palms. A second later, he suddenly burst out with a laugh. His muffled voice mocked, “It’s such a time already, and I still need you to say sorry to me. What a fragile person I am.”
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    Sect Leader Jiang’s words were eternally tainted with mockery. But this time, whom he mocked was no one but himself.



    Suddenly, he said, “I’m sorry.”



    Wei WuXian hesitated, “… You don’t need to say sorry.”



    At this point, it was impossible to figure out who should apologize to whom.



    Wei WuXian continued, “Take it as my repayment to the Jiang Sect.”



    Jiang Cheng looked up. He looked at him with teary, bloodshot eyes, and a 
hoarse voice, “… Repayment to my father, my mother, my sister?”



    Wei WuXian pressed his temples, “Forget it. It’s all in the past now. Let’s not mention it again.”



    It wasn’t something he liked to reminisce about. He didn’t want to be reminded again and again of what it felt like when his core was cut out or what price he had to pay. If this were exposed in the past, he’d most likely laugh and comfort Jiang Cheng, ‘It’s not that big of a deal anyways. Look at me all these years. Without the core, I still managed to come through, didn’t I? Beating everyone I wanted to beat, killing everyone I wanted to kill.’ But now, he indeed didn’t have the strength left to put up such a confident, nonchalant pretense.



    From the bottom of his heart, he knew he wasn’t so indifferent about it after all.



    Was it really that easy to move on from such a thing?



    Of course not.



    In truth, when Wei WuXian was seventeen or eighteen, his pride wasn’t much lower than Jiang Cheng’s. He once had strong spiritual powers, more talented than others. No matter how much he fooled around, staying up all night pulling pranks on others, he was still far ahead of his classmates who worked so hard.



    But every time he tossed and turned as he lay awake at night, knowing he’d never reach the stars using proper means, knowing he’d never wield his sword with the excellence that was supposed to bring astonishment to so many eyes, he wondered if Jiang FengMiang hadn’t take him back to Lotus Pier, perhaps he wouldn’t cross paths with cultivation his whole life. Then he would have never known that such a magnificent path existed in this world. He’d only be a head beggar who roamed the streets, fleeing at first sight of a dog, or maybe looking after cows and stealing other people’s crops in the countryside, playing his flute to pass his time. He wouldn’t have known to cultivate, and he definitely wouldn’t have had the chance to form a core. With such thoughts, he’d felt much better.



    Take it as repayment, or take it as redemption. Take it as he’d never received the golden core to begin with.



    After explaining things to himself like this again and again, it was as though he was truly as confident and as nonchalant as he made it seem like on the surface, and along the way he could even praise himself for such a state of mind, whether he was lying or not.



    But that was in his past life.



    Wei WuXian, “Uh, I think it’s best if you… also stop keeping it on your mind. I know you’ll definitely always keep it on your mind, but, how should I say it…” He clenched Lan WangJi’s hand, saying to Jiang Cheng, “Right now, I do really think… it’s all in the past. It’s been too long. There’s no need to struggle with it any longer.”



    Jiang Cheng wiped his face roughly, drying his tears. He took in a deep breath and closed his eyes.



    At this point, still enveloped in Lan XiChen’s robe, Nie HuaiSang gradually woke up. Moaning lightly, he managed to crawl up, still bleary-eyed, “Where am I?”



    Yet, the instant he got up, he saw Wei WuXian and Lan WangJi sitting together so tightly on the same sitting mat. The YiLing Patriarch was basically sitting on HanGuang-Jun’s lap. He immediately let out a wail, as if he was about to faint again. At the same time, a series of strange sounds came from behind the Guanyin Temple, as though something was being spurt out. A moment later, the cultivators who’d been digging began to wail too.



    The expressions of everyone in the temple changed. Immediately, a somewhat pungent odor drifted outside. As Lan XiChen covered his face with his sleeves, some worry could be seen in his eyes. Soon, two figures staggered outside.



    Su She was holding Jin GuangYao up. The two looked pale, while the wails from behind the palace continued. Su She, “Sect Leader, how do you feel?!”



    Cold sweat seeped from Jin GuangYao’s forehead, “Fine. Thank you for back then.”



    His left hand dangled, unable to be lifted. His entire arm trembled, as though he was suffering extreme pain. With his right hand he took a bottle of pills from his lapels. He wanted to open it, but it was difficult with just one hand. Seeing this, Su She immediately took over the bottle and tipped a pill into his palm. Jin GuangYao lowered his head, gulping it down with a frown. His brows relaxed immediately.



    Lan XiChen hesitated for a moment before asking, “What happened?”



    Jin GuangYao paused in surprise. Blood finally seemed to have rose to his cheeks as he managed a smile, “An accident.”



    He took out some medicinal powder and sprinkled it over his hand. An area of red had appeared from the back of his left hand to his wrist. With observation, it could be seen that the skin seemed like cooked meat. The skin was completely ruined. Jin GuangYao tore off a part of his white sleeves, his fingers trembling slightly, “MinShan, wrap it tight around my wrist.”



    Su She, “It’s poisonous?”



    Jin GuangYao, “The poison is still flowing upwards. It’s not a big deal. The poison can be ejected with some rest.”



    Right after Su She treated his wound, Jin GuangYao wanted to return behind the palace to inspect. Su She hurried, “Sect Leader, let me go!”



    The pungent smell dissipated gradually. Wei WuXian and Lan WangJi got up as well. A tall mountain of dirt could be seen beside a deep ditch. Quite a delicate coffin lay at one side, atop it a pitch-black box. Both of the two had been opened already, and thin, white smoke continued to rise from within. The odor came from the white smoke, which meant it must be some sort of fatal poison. Corpses that belonged to the cultivators who’d been digging so earnestly lay scattered all around the coffin. Right now, they had been burned alive. Even their uniforms and robes and had been corroded to black fragments. It was obvious just how poisonous the white smoke was.



    Leading the way, he used his sword energy to repel the remaining smoke. The tip of his blade flicked across the black box. The iron chest fell to the ground. It was empty.



    Jin GuangYao finally couldn’t hold himself back any longer. He stumbled towards the edge of the coffin. The blood that had returned to his face immediately faded again. It could be seen just by his expression that the coffin was empty as well.



    Lan XiChen approached. After he saw the horror that had become of the palace, he was shocked, “What in the world did you bury here? How could this be??”



    Nie HuaiSang only had a glance before he collapsed to the ground, retching. Jin GuangYao’s lips trembled. He couldn’t say anything. A streak of lightning exploded, reflecting against the pale white of his face. His expression was terrifying indeed, sending chills down Nie HuaiSang’s spine. He didn’t even dare vomit too loudly, covering his mouth behind Lan XiChen’s back, shivering whether out of fear or the cold. Lan XiChen turned around and said a few words of comfort to him, while Jin GuangYao didn’t even have the strength to upkeep his kind, gentle front.



    Wei WuXian, “ZeWu-Jun, now you’re doing wrong to Sect Leader Jin here. He wasn’t the one who buried the things here at all. Even if he buried something in the beginning, it should be long since someone switched them with something else.”



    Su She pointed at him with his sword, his voice cold, “Wei WuXian! Is this a trick of yours?!”



    Wei WuXian, “I’m not trying to brag, but if I were the one who pulled a trick on you, an arm might not be all that’s wounded on your sect leader. Sect Leader Jin, do you still remember the letter Qin Su brought you, back on Koi Tower?”



    Jin GuangYao’s eyes slowly moved towards him.



    Wei WuXian, “The one who told Qin Su the good things you did was Madam Qin’s previous maid, BiCao. But when BiCao suddenly decided to expose everything, did you really believe nobody was pushing things forward from behind? And Maiden SiSi, the one you locked up. Who saved her? Who was the one that told her to go to the YunmengJiang Sect with BiCao and expose your secrets in front of everyone? If they could find out every single one of those hidden secrets of yours, Sect Leader Jin, what’s so hard about coming here beforehand and switching what you wanted to dig up with poisonous smoke to give you when you came?”



    Suddenly, a monk spoke, “Sect Leader, there are signs of displacement in the dirt here. Somebody’s dug in from the other side before!”



    As expected, someone was here first. Jin GuangYao turned around, slamming his fist on the empty coffin. Nobody could see his expression, but all could see his trembling shoulders.



    Wei WuXian grinned, “Sect Leader Jin, have you ever thought that perhaps tonight you’re a mantis, yet there’s an oriole* behind you? The one who’s been watching you might be hiding in the dark this exact moment, observing your every move. No, maybe, it’s not a person…”



    TN: The full saying is “the mantis stalks the cicada, unaware of the oriole behind”.



    The storm muffled the thunder. As he heard the words ‘not a person’, for a split second, something that could be described as fear flashed across Jin GuangYao’s face.



    Su She sneered, “Wei WuXian, stop with the empty intimidation…”



    Jin GuangYao raised his right hand to stop him. The fear on his face went as soon as it came. All of his emotions were quickly under control. He spoke, “Don’t waste your energy on arguing. Treat the injury on your body. After I remove the poison, gather the rest of the people at once and prepare to depart.”



    Su She, “Sect Leader, what about the thing that’s been dug out?”



    Jin GuangYao’s lips were a bit pale, “If it’s been dug out already, it’s definitely be impossible to take back. We shouldn’t stay here for long.”



    Su She, “Yes!”



    Back when Su She fought with Fairy, he’d been wounded in many places by its claws. His clothes were ripped both at his arms and his chest, and at his chest especially, the wounds dug deep into his flesh. Blood seeped through the white robes. If the wounds weren’t treated properly, he might not be able to face whatever emergency situations that happened, as time went on. Jin GuangYao took out a pouch of medicine from his lapels and passed it to him. 



    Su She received it with both hands, “Yes.” 



    Indeed, he stopped talking to Wei WuXian as he turned around and took off his clothes to treat his wounds. Jin GuangYao still couldn’t move the hand burned by the poisonous smoke. He could only sit on the ground and concentrate on expelling the poison. The remaining cultivators held their swords as they walked back and forth inside Guanyin Temple, keeping guard. As he saw these glaring blades, Nie HuaiSang’s eyes went straight ahead. He had no guards beside him, so he didn’t even dare let out a loud breath. Shrunken against the corner behind Lan XiChen, he let out quite a few sneezes.



    Wei WuXian thought, To other people, Su She’s quite sarcastic, and to Lan Zhan, he’s even more resentful. But he’s sure quite respectful towards Jin GuangYao.



    As he thought this, he couldn’t help glancing at Lan WangJi, just in time to see a streak of ice flash before his eyes.



    Voice cold, Lan WangJi spoke to Su She, “Turn around.”



    Su She was looking down, applying medicine to the scratch marks at his chest, facing them sideways. As he heard Lan WangJi’s almost inviolable command, he involuntarily turned around. As he turned around, both Jiang Cheng and Jin Ling widened their eyes. The grin on Wei WuXian’s face disappeared as well.



    He almost couldn’t believe it, “… It’s you!”



  


  Chapter 104: Hatred — Part Seven 


  
 

    Su She finally realized what went wrong, immediately covering up his chest with his lapels. However, the people who’d been facing him had already seen with clarity the part of his chest that was revealed. The skin closest to his heart was thickly dotted with over a dozen hideous holes that varied in size.


    Marks of the Hundred Holes curse!


    And this definitely wasn’t a curse mark left behind by the curse. If that were to be the case, judging from how spread-out these holes were, right now Su She’s organs or even golden core should be covered in holes. He definitely wouldn’t be able to use his spiritual powers. However, he could still use the transportation talisman repetitively, which drained spiritual energy. Then there could only be one explanation for where these marks came from—they had to be marks left after he cursed someone else and received a backlash!


    Back then, it wasn’t that Wei WuXian didn’t try his hardest to find whom the culprit was in attempt to rectify his name, but there were just too many people. On top of that, finding the culprit wouldn’t at all be able to sort out what happened afterward, and so he let go of the hope. Yet tonight, so long after the fruitless searching, it fell right into his lap!


    Jin Ling didn’t understand. Nie HuaiSang probably didn’t understand either. But Lan XiChen had already looked to Jin GuangYao, “Sect Leader Jin, was this also part of the plan to attack Qiongqi Path?”


    Jin GuangYao, “Why do you think so?”


    Jiang Cheng’s was cold, “Is it necessary to ask? If Jin ZiXun weren’t cursed, nothing that happened afterwards would have to happen! The attack helped you remove Jin ZiXuan and Jin ZiXun, both of whom were of the same generation as you. It cleared away everything that obstructed your path to the LanlingJin Sect and the position of Chief Cultivator. Su She was behind the curse, and he’s a trusted subordinate of yours. Is it really necessary to ask whose orders he followed?!”


    Jin GuangYao refused to answer, as though he was focused on meditation. Wei WuXian laughed out of rage, staring at Su She, “Have I done anything to you? I held no enmity towards you—I didn’t even know you!”


    Jin GuangYao, “Young Master Wei, shouldn’t you be the one who knows this the most? Could you be safe just because you hold no enmity? How could that be? In this world, everyone began without enmity. Someone would eventually lunge with the first stab.”


    Jiang Cheng’s voice was drenched in hatred, “You insidious scum!!!”


    Yet, Su She smiled coldly, “Stop thinking so highly of yourself. Who told you I cursed Jin ZiXun in order to frame you? Back then, I wasn’t working for Sect Leader at all. I cursed him simply because I wanted to!”


    Wei WuXian, “Then do you hold enmity towards Jin ZiXun?”


    Su She, “Those as arrogant as him—I’ll kill every single one who comes my way!”


    Wei WuXian knew that the ‘arrogant’ person he hated the most had to be Lan WangJi. He couldn’t help but ask, “What even happened between HanGuang-Jun and you? Just which part of him is arrogant?”


    Su She, “Which part isn’t? If Lan WangJi weren’t born with such a good background, what right does he have to be so arrogant? Why do they always say I imitate him?! Everyone praises him for being so noble and pure—for a person like HanGuang-Jun to fool around and do such filthy deeds with the YiLing Patriarch whose immorality the entire world condemns? What a joke!”


    Just as Wei WuXian was about to speak, he suddenly felt that the gloomy yet furious expression was somewhat familiar. He seemed to have seen it somewhere before.


    He suddenly remembered, “It’s you!”


    Caiyi Town, Biling Lake, the waterborn abyss, the sword that vanished underwater, and the Xuanwu of Slaughter, the disciple who pushed MianMian out—Su She!


    All of a sudden, Wei WuXian burst out in laughter.


    He said, “I understand now.”


    Lan WangJi, “Understand what?”


    Wei WuXian shook his head.


    He knew what kind of person Jin ZiXun was. Back then, he often treated those from affiliated sects with disregard, thinking that they were the same as servants. He even thought that partaking in a banquet alongside them would be beneath his dignity. And as a part of one of the LanlingJin Sect’s affiliated sects, Su She must travel to Koi Tower once in a while to attend banquets, and it was impossible for him not to run into Jin ZiXun. One was intolerant and unforgiving, while the other was conceited and arrogant—if something bad happened between the two, it wouldn’t be strange at all for Su She to bear grudges on Jin ZiXun.


    If so, the reason behind Jin ZiXun being cursed with a Hundred Holes had nothing to do with him. But in the end, he was the one who bore the charge.


    The cause of the attack at the Qiongqi Path was that Jin ZiXun was cursed with a Hundred Holes. If this cause didn’t exist, the LanlingJin Sect would’ve had no reason to attack him, Wen Ning wouldn’t have lost control and gone on the rampage, Wei WuXian wouldn’t have had to be responsible for a life as heavy as Jin ZiXuan’s, and the things that happened later wouldn’t have had to happen.


    Yet now, he finally realized even the reason behind culprit’s curse wasn’t to frame him. Even the cause didn’t have anything to do with him!


    Such a fact was truly difficult to accept.


    As he laughed, Wei WuXian’s eyes reddened. He mocked, whether at himself or otherwise, “I can’t believe it’s because of someone like you… because of such a ridiculous reason!”


    But Jin GuangYao seemed like he knew what he thought, “Young Master Wei, you really shouldn’t think like this.”


    Wei WuXian, “Oh? You know what I think?”


    Jin GuangYao, “Of course. It’s quite easy. You’re definitely thinking about how unfortunate you are. In reality, you’re not. Even if Su She didn’t curse Jin ZiXun, Mr. Wei, you’d receive a siege sooner or later, because of some other reason.” He smiled, “Because that’s what kind of a person you are. At best, you’re the untamed hero; at worst, you offend people wherever you go. Unless all those whom you’ve offended lived their lives safely, as soon as something happened to them or someone did something to them, the first person they suspect would be you and the first person they seek revenge on would also you. And this is something you have no control over.”


    Somehow, Wei WuXian smiled, “What should I do? For some reason, I think you make a lot of sense.”


    Jin GuangYao, “And even if you didn’t lose control at the Qiongqi Path, could you guarantee you didn’t lose control sometime in the rest of your life? Thus, someone like you is destined to have a short life. You see? Doesn’t it feel a lot better if you think about it this way?”


    Jiang Cheng raged, “You’re the one who’s got a fucking short life!”


    With no regard to his heavy injuries, he grabbed Sandu and was ready to charge. Immediately, blood gushed out. Jin Ling hurried to press him back down. Unable to move, Jiang Cheng was full of resentment, cursing, “You son of a prostitute, who bears no shame as long as you can rise! You weren’t the one who told Su She to do it?! Who are you trying to fool?!”


    Hearing the words ‘son of a prostitute’, Jin GuangYao’s smile froze for an instant.


    He looked toward Jiang Cheng. After some thought, he began in a lukewarm tone, “Sect Leader Jiang, calm down a bit, won’t you? I understand what you’re feeling right now. You’re in such a terrible mood only because you know the truth behind your golden core. When you think back on what you did all these years, your proud heart feels a tinge of guilt, and so you’re anxious to find a culprit for what happened to Young Master Wei in his past life, a villain onto whom you can push all liability. Then, you’d lash out at him, both in vengeance for Young Master Wei and to ease some of your burden.


    “If being determined that everything from the Hundred Holes curse to the attack at the Qiongqi Path was part of my singlehanded scheme would ease your troubles, then feel free to think whatever you please. But what you have to understand is that, for what happened to Young Master Wei in the end, you are responsible too and in fact, you are very much so. Why did so many people crusade against the YiLing Patriarch? Why did they shout their support, no matter if they were involved or not? Why was he one-sidedly condemned by so many? Was it really their sense of justice? Of course not. A part of the reason is you.”


    Jiang Cheng laughed coldly. Lan XiChen knew Jin GuangYao was going to start calling white black again. He shouted in a hushed voice, “Sect Leader Jin!”


    Jin GuangYao wasn’t swayed, continuing with a smile, “… Back then, the LanlingJin Sect, the QingheNie Sect, and the GusuLan Sect had already finished fighting over the biggest share. The rest could only get some small shrimps. You, on the other hand, had just rebuilt Lotus Pier and behind you was the YiLing Patriarch, Wei WuXian, the danger of whom was immeasurable. Do you think the other sects would like to see a young sect leader who was so advantaged? Luckily, you didn’t seem to be on good terms with your shixiong, and since everyone thought there was an opportunity, of course they’d add fuels to your fire if they could. No matter what, to weaken the YunmengJiang Sect was to strengthen themselves. Sect Leader Jiang, if only your attitude towards your shixiong was just a bit better, showing everyone that your bond was too strong to be broken for them to have a chance, or if you exhibited just a bit more tolerance after what happened, things wouldn’t have become what they were. Oh, speaking of it, you were also a main force of the siege at Burial Mound…”


    Wei WuXian, “Looks like being called the son of a prostitute is really Sect Leader Jin’s weak spot. No wonder you killed ChiFeng-Zun.”


    With the mention of Nie MingJue, Lan XiChen’s expression changed. Jin GuangYao’s smile paused as well. Immediately afterwards, he stood up.


    Now that he finished meditating, he tried the fingers of his left hand to find that they were finally able to move properly. He spoke at once, “Prepare to depart.”


    Su She, “Yes!”


    Two monks held Lan XiChen, one on each side. Just as they were about to open the doors, Jin GuangYao suddenly spoke, “I almost forgot.”


    He turned to Lan XiChen, “Now that I think of it, ZeWu-Jun’s sealed spiritual pathways should be restored soon.”


    Lan XiChen’s cultivation was much higher than his. For Jin GuangYao to seal his spiritual pathways, he had to seal them once every two hours, or else Lan XiChen would be fight out of the seal on his own. He walked towards Lan XiChen, “Excuse me.”


    Just as he was about to reach out, something white and heavy suddenly plummeted to the ground before him. Alert, Jin GuangYao crossed over it. As his eyes focused, he saw that it was a pale body!


    A completely bare woman crawled on the ground, face-down, twisting her body and limbs as though she wanted to go in the direction of Jin GuangYao. Su She lunged with his sword. The woman screamed, and fire erupted around her. She stood up, staggering as she reached out at Jin GuangYao again. Both her body and her face were burned black amid the flames, but the extreme hatred in her eyes remained. With another lunge, Su She slashed across her body, causing her to evaporate. Before Jin GuangYao could walk a few steps back, he tripped over something, turning around only to find two entangled bodies. One of them grabbed his ankle. At this point, a whistle came from behind. Su She seethed, “Wei WuXian!”


    Without anyone realizing, on the Guanyin statue in the temple were painted in blood many jumbled talismans.


    The eye of the array was right inside of the Guanyin Temple. And now, since it’d already been destroyed by Wei WuXian without anyone noticing, those that were sealed inside now surged out incessantly!


    Suddenly, Jin Ling cried, “What is this?”


    Jiang Cheng kept on using his hands to slap Jin Ling robes. The hems of his clothes had already begun to burn, all on its own. Jin Ling was already relatively fine. A few monks were already surrounded by flames, rolling on the ground screaming. Su She and Jin GuangYao knew they had to wipe off the blood Wei WuXian painted over the Guanyin statue, but they were obstructed by the cultivators rolling on the ground and the naked ghouls that kept on appearing. Under Wei WuXian’s command, the ghouls didn’t attack Jiang Cheng, Jin Ling, and the rest, but Jin Ling still crossed Suihua before himself, “What in the world are these things? I’ve never seen such…”


    Such naked, shameless ghouls!


    Rage burst from Jin GuangYao’s eyes. With one strike, fire exploded. He finally reached the Guanyin Statue. Just as he was about to wipe at the talismans that Wei WuXian painted, he suddenly felt something cold at the back of his waist.


    Lan XiChen’s low voice sounded, “Do not move.”


    Jin GuangYao was about to counter the attack when Lan XiChen struck once on his back. Jin GuangYao, “ZeWu-Jun… your spiritual powers are back.”


    Before Lan XiChen could answer, on the other side, Su She’s sword Nanping had already thrusted toward Wei WuXian. However, it came into contact with a sword the glare of which seemed similar but the glow of which was much more crystalline.


    Bichen!


    As the two swords hit, Nanping snapped into two!


    Right then, Su She’s palm tore. Blood dripped everywhere. All of the joints in his arm crackled. The sword felt to the ground, and he held his right arm with his left, face as pale as ash. On the other hand, Lan WangJi gripped Bichen in one hand as he grabbed Wei WuXian’s waist with his other, pushing Wei WuXian behind him for better protection. In reality, Wei WuXian had no need for his protection, but he still leaned against his body with both comfort and compliance.


    All of these happened in just a few seconds. After a few blinks, the LanlingJin Sect’s cultivators finally realized what happened. Yet, Su She still held his bleeding right arm. The wound at his chest had already opened up. Bichen’s blade was right against Jin GuangYao’s throat.


    Now that their main pillars were restricted, none of them dared do anything too rashly.


    Just as Lan XiChen was about to speak, the expressions of everyone within the Guanyin Temple changed. Lan XiChen, “Young Master Wei, please… remove these things first.”


    Not only were these ghouls naked and filthy, they were even letting out embarrassing moans, making it rather clear what they were doing. Nobody had seen such indecent ghouls before. Lan XiChen turned his head to the side, Jiang Cheng’s face was dark, while Jin Ling was between pale and flushed. Wei WuXian glanced at Lan WangJi, who stood beside him. He thought it’d be a bit too unreasonable to make someone who responded to pornography with extreme embarrassed rage when he was young view such a thing. He protested, “I only wanted to let out the ghouls he sealed at the Guanyin Temple so that we could delay them for as long as possible. I never thought I’d let out these things…”


    Like Lan XiChen, Lan WangJi retracted his gaze after taking only one look at those ghouls. Turning to another direction, he said two words, “A fire.”


    Wei WuXian nodded immediately, continuing in all seriousness, “Yes. All of these ghouls were burned to death. It looks like a big fire once erupted here, burning quite a lot of people to death. And afterwards, to hide everything as well as to seal away these ghouls who formed because of their deaths, Sect Leader Jin decided to build a Guanyin Temple here.”


    Lan XiChen, “Sect Leader Jin, is the fire related to you?”


    Jiang Cheng’s voice was cold, “Those ghouls abhor him. Is it possible that it isn’t?”

  


  Chapter 105: Hatred — Part Eight 


  
 

    Lan XiChen, “Sect Leader Jin… Could you give us a full explanation?”


    Jin GuangYao said nothing. His knuckles turned white.


    Wei WuXian, “Looks like Sect Leader Jin doesn’t want to say it.” He raised his hand and a naked female corpse immediately appeared beneath it. Wei WuXian put his palm atop her head, “But just because you don’t say it, do you think I won’t find a way to know?”


    Just as he entered Empathy, before he even opened his eyes yet, Wei WuXian found himself surrounded by an intense aroma of rouge and powder. A coquettish voice came out of his mouth, “… Her? She wants to marry, of course. She was over twenty when she met the man. At such an age, she’d lose her popularity in just a few years. And so she had to bear a son knowing she’d be scolded. She just wanted to get out, after all. But then again, the man had to have wanted the son.”


    He opened his eyes. What he saw was a wide hall that could be described as beautiful. About a dozen round tables rested within the hall, a couple of clients and fair-looking women sitting at each. Of the women, some showed their shoulders, some wore unfastened hair, some sat on the customers’ laps, some fed wine to others. All of their expressions seemed sweet and drunken.


    It was clear what this place was at first glance.


    Wei WuXian thought, So the one who got burned to death in this Guanyin Temple is a prostitute. No wonder all those ghouls were naked. They were probably all prostitutes and clients.


    One of the clients chuckled, “A son is a son, after all. Did the man not want him?”


    The woman, “She herself said that the man’s a big shot from a cultivational sect. Then he must have many sons in his house. Nothing is cherished that isn’t rare. Could he have cared about this one outside? She waited and waited and nobody came to get her, and so she could only raise him herself, couldn’t she? It’s been fourteen years since.”


    A few of the clients asked, “A big shot? Did such a thing really happen?”


    The woman, “Oh, why would I lie to you about something like this? Her son is running errands for us right now. There, that’s the one.” The woman twisted her waist, waving at a boy holding a tray, “Xiao-Meng! Come here!”


    The boy did as he was told and walked over, “AnXin-jie*, what’s up?”


    TN: -jie is the female alternative of -xiong.


    All at once, Wei WuXian understood everything.


    The clients scrutinized Meng Yao with judging eyes. Meng Yao asked again, “Am I needed for something?”


    AnXin grinned, “Xiao-Meng, are you still learning those things lately?”


    Meng Yao paused, “Which things?”


    AnXin, “The things your mom wants you to learn, things like calligraphy, etiquette, swordsmanship, meditation… How are those things going?”


    Before she even finished, the clients began to chuckle as if they found something to be funny. AnXin turned around, “Don’t laugh, I’m telling the truth here. His mom’s raising him as a young master of a wealthy family. She taught him how to read and write, bought him all those swordsmanship pamphlets, and even wants to send him to school.”


    The client exclaimed, “Send him to school? Did I hear wrong?”


    AnXin, “No! Xiao-Meng, tell these young masters. You’ve gone to the library before, haven’t you?”


    The client, “Is he still going?”


    AnXian, “Nah, he came back just a few days later. He wouldn’t go again no matter what. Xiao-Meng, do you not like studying or do you not like the place?”


    Meng Yao didn’t say anything. AnXin giggled, poking a finger painted bright red at Meng Yao’s forehead, “Little one, you angry?”


    She pressed quite hard. A light, red mark appeared in the center of Meng Yao’s forehead, almost like a shadow of a vermillion mark. He touched his forehead, “No…”


    AnXian waved her hands, “Enough, enough. We’ve got nothing for you. You can go.” Meng Yao turned around. Before he walked a few steps, she picked up something from the table and coaxed, “Here’s a fruit for you.”


    Meng Yao turned around and the emerald fruit hit his chest, falling to the ground and rolling away. AnXin complained, “Why are you so slow? Can’t even catch a fruit. Hurry and pick it up. Don’t waste it.”


    Meng Yao curved the corners of his mouth. He should be fourteen already but, perhaps because he was unusually small, he seemed to be only twelve or thirteen. It was extremely uncomfortable seeing such a smile appear on his face.


    He bent down slowly, picked up the fruit, and wiped it on his clothes, his smile even deeper, “Thank you, Sister AnXin.”


    AnXin, “No worries. Go work hard.”


    Meng Yao, “Call me if you need me.”


    After he walked away, one of the clients commented, “If my son were at such a place, I’d take him back no matter what.”


    Someone else followed, “His father was really a big shot from a cultivational sect? Shouldn’t it be more than easy to buy a prostitute’s freedom and give her some money to raise her son? It’s only the lift of a finger.”


    AnXin, “You can’t believe everything this woman says, can you? No matter what, that big shot only exists in her words. In my opinion, it might’ve just been a well-off merchant before she exaggerated so much…”


    Suddenly, someone screamed. The sound of cups and saucers shattering on the ground came from the second floor as a guqin crashed down, smashing to pieces as it hit the center of the hall. It scared the wits out of the people enjoying themselves at the nearby tables. AnXin had also almost tripped, yelling, “What happened?!”


    Meng Yao cried, “Mom!”


    AnXin looked up. A burly man dragged a woman out of a room by her hair. AnXin tugged the client beside her, whether nervous or excited, “She’s at it again!”


    Meng Yao rushed upstairs. Covering her scalp, the woman tried her hardest to pull her clothes up her shoulders. As she saw Meng Yao run over, she hurried, “I told you not to come upstairs! Go down! Go down this instant!”


    Meng Yao went to peel away the client’s hands as he received a kick in the stomach and rolled down the stairs, causing a wave of exclamations.


    This was the third time Wei WuXian saw him roll down flights of stairs from a kick.


    With a loud scream, the woman had her hair pulled by the client again, all the way until she was dragged downstairs, stripped, and tossed onto the street. He spat on her naked body, cursing, “Hags do nothing but haggle—an old whore thinks she’s fresh meat!”


    Panicking, the woman lay prone in the center of the street, scared to get up. With one move, everyone would see everything. The passersbys on the street were both astonished and thrilled, lingering as they pointed with glinting eyes. The doors to the brothel were also cramped with the women inside, chuckling as they told the story of the poor old woman to their clients just like AnXin did. Only one of the ladies squeezed through the doors. She took off the gauze robe that was so flimsy to begin with, revealing half of her full, snowy breasts enwrapped by a crimson slip, her waist was exceptionally thin as well. She was more than eye-catching and everyone hurried to take a look at her.


    The lady spat, cursing, “Keep on looking, you bastards! Do you have the right to look at someone like me? With each look you gotta pay—where’s the money?! Come, where’s the money?!”


    As she cursed, she reached out and asked the bystanders for money. The crowd dispersed somewhat, and she threw the robe she took off onto the woman, the two of them staggering into the main hall. She scolded as she walked, “It’s been so long since I’ve told you to change things up. What’s the pride for? You’ve had your lesson, huh? Remember it next time!”


    Wei WuXian thought, The woman somehow looks a bit familiar. Where have I seen her before?


    The woman whispered, “A-Yao, A-Yao…”


    From the kick, Meng Yao wasn’t able to get up for a long time, still lying on the ground. The lady grabbed one with each hand and dragged away both mother and son.


    A client beside AnXin inquired, “Who’s the pretty one?”


    AnXin spat out two sunflower seed shells, “A famous vixen. She’s quite scary.”


    Someone sighed in disappointment, “This is the talented Meng Shi from back then? How did she end up like this?”


    AnXin switched up a grin, “She sure did. She was set on bearing a child. Could a woman keep up her looks after she gives birth? If not because she could manage to live off her past name of being ‘talented’, there might not be any who comes to her. I say it’s all because of the books.”


    A client showed his deep understanding, “Of course. Those who’ve touched ink always have that inexplicable pride with them. They don’t want to give up the notion.”


    AnXin, “If she could feed herself with the books she’s read, then I wouldn’t be saying anything, but it’s just a gimmick to attract men after all. I’m gonna be blunt here—we’re all bitches, and you’re better just because you’ve read some books? What’s the pride for? Not only do the people outside look down on her, do you think our other sisters here like her either? The clients here sometimes choose to see a young maiden keep up her modesty as a change of pace but who’d pay for an old, ugly one? It’s long since her fame dwindled. Everyone knows, and she’s the only one who doesn’t understand…”


    At this point, someone patted AnXin from behind. As AnXin turned around, she saw the lady from back then stand behind her, raising her hand to slap. With a pah, AnXin took the slap. She was blank for a moment before she raged, “You whore!!!”


    The lady, “You whore!!! Chit-chatting every single day—does that tongue of yours have nothing else to do?!”


    AnXin screamed, “The fuck does what I say have to do with you?!”


    The two women fought on the first floor of the hall, using both their nails and their teeth, pulling on each other’s hair as they cursed with “I’ll cut apart your face sooner or later” or “nobody will want you even if you give him money.” The vulgarity of their words were almost intolerable to the ear.


    Many of the prostitutes came to stop them, “SiSi! Stop it!”


    SiSi? Wei WuXian finally realized why he felt familiarity when he saw the lady’s face. If seven or eight scars criss-crossed over the face, wouldn’t it be SiSi, the woman who came to Lotus Pier to expose the secret?!


    Suddenly, he felt a wave of heat crash into his face. The entire hall had at once sunken into an ocean of fiery red. Wei WuXian immediately pulled himself out of Empathy!


    As he opened his eyes, Lan WangJi asked, “How was it?”


    Lan XiChen spoke up as well, “Young Master Wei, what did you see?”


    Wei WuXian drew in a breath to calm himself before replying, “I’m guessing that the Guanyin Temple was where Sect Leader Jin grew up.”


    Jin GuangYao remained collected. Jiang Cheng, “Where he grew up? Didn’t he…” He was just about to say ‘didn’t he grew up at a brothel’ when he suddenly understood as well, “This Guanyin Temple used to be a brothel. He burned the place down and built a Guanyin Temple on top of it!”


    Lan XiChen, “You really started the fire?”


    Jin GuangYao, “Yes.”


    Jiang Cheng laughed coldly, “You’re acknowledging it quite well, aren’t you?”


    Jin GuangYao, “At this point, is there any difference between one thing more and one thing less?”


    After a moment of silence, Lan XiChen asked, “Was it to remove the traces?”


    Although many knew that LianFang-Zun grew up at a brothel, through all these years, nobody knew which exact brothel he was from. This was quite strange indeed. Everyone understood that LianFang-Zun was pulling the strings behind the scenes but not many would have expected that he burned down the whole place at which he was born and grew up.


    Jin GuangYao, “Not entirely.”


    Lan XiChen sighed and didn’t continue. Jin GuangYao, “Aren’t you going to ask me why?”


    Lan XiChen shook his head. A moment later, he spoke, but without answering the question, “In the past, it was not that I did not know what you did, but that I believed you had your reasons behind doing them.”


    He continued, “But, you have done too much. And I… no longer know if I should believe you.”


    Fatigue and disappointment sunk heavily into his tone.


    The storm raged on outside. Wind seeped through the slit between the temple’s doors. Amid the shrill wails, Jin GuangYao suddenly collapsed onto the ground.


    Everyone paused in surprise. Wei WuXian, who’d just confiscated the sword at his waist, was surprised as well. Weakly, Jin GuangYao began, “Brother, I’m sorry.”


    “…” Hearing this, even Wei WuXian felt embarrassed for him. He couldn’t help from saying, “Um, I mean, let’s fight nicely instead of talking. Can’t we just fight?”


    His face changed just like that, and his legs gave out just like that. There was no dignity or whatsoever. Lan XiChen’s face was a mixture of emotions as well.


    Jin GuangYao continued, “Brother, you’ve known me for many years. No matter what, you know how I treat you. I no longer want the position of Chief Cultivator, and I’ve completely destroyed the Stygian Tiger Seal as well. After tonight, I’ll be travelling to Dongying without returning ever again. For the sake of this, let me live, won’t you?”


    Travelling to Dongying, in simpler terms, would be to make a run for it. It sounded quite shameless but Jin GuangYao had always been known for flexibility—if he could soften, he’d never face steel with steel. With its forces, the LanlingJin Sect could surpass just a few sects, but if all of the sects joined together to crusade against it, walking the paths of the QishanWen Sect’s destruction, it was only a matter of time. Compared to lingering until then, it was much better to retreat this moment to lie low and conserve energy. In the future, there might be a chance to make a comeback and rise again.


    Wei WuXian, “Sect Leader Jin, you said the Tiger Seal had been completely destroyed. Could you take it out for me to take a look at it?”


    Jin GuangYao, “Young Master Wei, the restored version isn’t the original one after all. There’s a limit on how many times it can be used. It’s become completely useless already. Besides, you know best just how much dark energy it hosts. Do you think I’d carry with me a piece of scrap that’s lost its use and could only bring disaster?”


    Wei WuXian, “I wouldn’t know. Perhaps you could find another Xue Yang?”


    Jin GuangYao, “Brother, every word of what I say is true.”


    His tone was more than earnest. Ever since he captured Lan XiChen, he’d indeed been treating him with respect. At this point, Lan XiChen wasn’t able to turn against him yet. He could only sigh, “Sect Leader Jin, I have already said, when you went your own way to scheme such havoc at Burial Mound, that there was no longer the need to call me ‘Brother.’”


    Jin GuangYao, “What happened at Burial Mound was an accident, a mistake. But, I can’t go back anymore.”


    Lan XiChen, “What do you mean you cannot go back?”


    Lan WangJi frowned slightly, his voice cold, “Brother, do not engage in excessive conversation with him.”


    Wei WuXian reminded him as well, “Sect Leader Lan, do you remember what you said to Sect Leader Jiang? Don’t spend too long talking to him.”


    Lan XiChen knew as well just how much Jin GuangYao could do when he opened his mouth. But whenever he heard there might hidden reasons, he just had to hear it. This was exactly what Jin GuangYao aimed at. He lowered his voice, “I received a letter.”

  


  Chapter 106: Hatred — Part Nine 


  
 
 

    Lan XiChen, “What letter?”


    Jin GuangYao, “A letter of threat. The letter said… those things would be publicized for the world to see in seven days. They wanted me to either turn myself in and apologize, or… wait for the day of my death.”


    Everyone understood. Of course, Jin GuangYao couldn’t just wait for his death to come. Instead of having his name be ruined and his sect be overthrown by the mockery of all the sects, he’d be the one to strike first. At that time, even if the opponent really spread the rumors of all his past deeds everywhere, after the siege, the sects would be drained of the energy to bother him.


    Unfortunately, it was all wrecked by Wei WuXian and Lan WangJi.


    Lan XiChen, “Even so, you cannot go the entire way and settle on murder! Like this, you…”


    He didn’t even give Lan XiChen a reason to speak in favor of him! Jin GuangYao, “Or else what could I do? Wait until everything’s been exposed, wait until the rumors soar above the cities, wait until I’ve become the laughing stock of all the world of cultivation before I kneel down and apologize, begging for their pardon by placing my face under their feet for them to step on? Brother! There is no third path. It is either their death or mine.”


    Anger began to appear over Lan XiChen’s face. He stepped away, “Is this not all because you… because you did the things in the letter?! If you never did those things, how could anyone come across the evidence to hold against you?”


    Jin GuangYao, “Brother, listen to me. I don’t deny that I did those things…”


    Lan XiChen, “How could you deny them? There are both witnesses and proof!”


    Jin GuangYao, “And so I said I don’t deny them! But to have killed my father, my wife, my son, my brother—if not because I had no other choice, why would I have done those things? Could it be that I’m really so out of my mind in your eyes?!”


    Lan XiChen’s expression calmed somewhat, “Fine. I will ask you a few questions. You can explain one by one.”


    Lan WangJi, “Brother!”


    He unsheathed Bichen. Seeing how he seemed like he was about to end Jin GuangYao right there, Lan XiChen hurried, “Do not worry. He is injured, and his weapon is confiscated as well. He is at a great disadvantage. With so many people here, he cannot do anything.” On the other side, Wei WuXian gave Su She a kick, stopping his intention to move in secrecy. Lan XiChen, “Go deal with things over there. I will stay here.”


    Hearing Su She’s enraged roar, Lan WangJi walked over. Wei WuXian knew that Lan XiChen still had some feelings towards this sworn brother of his. He had some inexplicable expectations of him and just had to give him this chance to speak. Similarly, Wei WuXian wanted to hear a few words from Jin GuangYao’s perspective as well, and so he listened. Lan XiChen, “First, your father, Former Sect Leader Jin, did you really use such a method to…”


    Jin GuangYao spoke carefully, “I’d like to answer this question last.”


    Lan XiChen shook his head before continuing, “Second, your… wife…” As though he couldn’t say it, he immediately changed his phrasing, “Your sister, Qin Su, did you really marry her while knowing what blood relationship you had with her?”


    Jin GuangYao stared blankly at him. Suddenly, tears rolled down his eyes. He answered with pain, “… Yes.” Lan XiChen took in a deep breath. His face was almost ashen. Jin GuangYao whispered, “But I really had no choice.”


    Lan XiChen scolded, “How could you have no choice?! It was your marriage! Would it not have been fine as long as you chose not to marry her? Even if you hurt Qin Su’s heart because of it, it would have been better than destroying a woman who loved you and respected you with all her heart. A woman who had never treated you badly!”


    Jin GuangYao, “Did I not love her with all my heart?! But I had no choice, that’s all there is to it! Yes! It was my marriage, but could I really not have married her with just my word?! Brother, there has to be a bottom line to your naivety—I spent so much effort, went through such lengths for Qin CangYe to answer my proposal, and as the wedding day approached, I finally satisfied both Qin CangYe and Jin GuangShan, but now you’re telling me I should have called off the wedding just like that? What reason should I have used? What should I have told the two of them?!


    “Brother, do you know how I felt when Madam Qin came to me to secretly reveal the truth, just as I thought everything was perfect?! It wouldn’t have scared me more if a streak of lighting sliced through my skull! Do you know why she didn’t go to Jin GuangShan and instead begged me in secrecy? It was because she was raped by Jin GuangShan! That good father of mine, he didn’t even let the wife of the a subordinate who’s been with him for so long go. He didn’t even remember he had a new daughter! For so many years, she didn’t dare tell this to her husband, Qin CangYe. If I suddenly broke off the engagement, they would have noticed what was going on and Jin GuangShan and Qin CangYe would have fallen out with each other. Who do you think would be the one that was shunned by both sides and met the worst end?!”


    Although it wasn’t the first time they heard of Jin GuangShan’s shameless acts in this realm, the people present still felt some disgusted chills, whichever emotion was greater. Lan XiChen, “Then… Then even though you married Qin Su with no choice, you could have treated her coldly. Why did you… And why did you have to kill your own son with your own hands, after A-Song was born?!”


    Jin GuangYao hugged his head, his voice bitter, “… I never touched A-Su again after our marriage. A-Song… we had him before we married. Back then, I was afraid of further delay and additional issues…”


    So he and Qin Su consummated their marriage beforehand. If not because of this, he wouldn’t have somehow ended up engaging in incest with his younger sister. At this point, he didn’t know which to detest more—his father who wasn’t like a father at all or himself who was so suspicious of others!


    With a sigh, Lan XiChen continued, “Third, do not try to avoid it and answer me—did you plan the death of Jin ZiXuan on purpose?!”


    Hearing his father’s name, Jin Ling, who’d been holding Jiang Cheng, widened his eyes.


    Lan WangJi raised his voice somewhat, “Brother, you believe him?”


    Lan XiChen’s expression was complicated, “Of course I do not believe that Jin ZiXuan ran into the attack at Qiongqi Path by accident, but… let him speak first.”


    Jin GuangYao knew he wouldn’t be believed if he denied it no matter what. He clenched his teeth, “… I indeed didn’t run into Jin ZiXuan by accident.”


    Jin Ling immediately clenched his fists.


    Jin GuangYao continued, “But I’ve never thought of planning everything that happened afterward either. You don’t have to think of me as so clever and faultless. Many things can’t be controlled at all. How could I have known that he’d definitely die by Wei WuXian’s hands together with Jin ZiXun? How could I have predicted that Wei WuXian would definitely lose control and the Ghost General would definitely run riot?”


    Wei WuXian’s voice was harsh, “And you said you didn’t run into him by accident? Isn’t that self-contradiction?!”


    Jin GuangYao, “I don’t deny that I told him about the attack at Qiongqi Path on purpose, but I only thought that he’d encounter some difficulties if he ran into you when you were being troubled by his cousin since he’d never been on good terms with you. How could I have known that you would simply kill everyone present, Mr. Wei?”


    Wei WuXian laughed, enraged, “You’re really…”


    Suddenly, Jin Ling screamed, “Why?!” He stood up from beside Jiang Cheng. Eyes red, he rushed toward Jin GuangYao as he shouted, “Why did you have to do this?!”


    Nie HuaiSang hurried to pull back Jin Ling, who seemed as though he wanted to fight with Jin GuangYao. Jin GuangYao returned the question, “Why?” He turned to Jin Ling, “A-Ling, then could you tell me why? Why is it that even if I face everyone with a smile, I might not even receive the lowest form of respect, while even though your father was extremely arrogant, people flocked to him? Could you tell me why we were born from the same person but your father could relax at home with the love of his life playing with his child, while I never even dared be alone for long with my wife, shivering out of fright at first glance of my son? And I was ordered to do such a thing by my father as if it was natural—to kill an extremely dangerous figure who could flip out and conjure up a bloody massacre with his corpses anytime!


    “Why is it that even though we were born on the same day, Jin GuangShan could host a grand banquet for one son, and watch with his own eyes how his subordinate kicked his other son down Koi Tower, from the first stair to the last!”


    He finally revealed the hatred hidden deep within him. It wasn’t directed at neither Jin ZiXuan nor Wei WuXian, but rather his own father.


    Wei WuXian, “Stop making excuses! Kill whomever you want dead—why touch Jin ZiXuan?!”


    Jin GuangYao responded calmly, “As you’ve seen, I killed all of them.”


    Lan XiChen, “And even in such a way.”


    Tears rested at the corners of Jin GuangYao’s eyes. He kneeled on the ground, back straight as he smiled, “Yes. An old stallion that gets in a rut wherever it goes really deserves such a death, doesn’t it?”


    Lan XiChen shouted, “A-Yao!”


    Only after the word came out did he remember that he’d already one-sidedly broke off with Jin GuangYao, and thus he shouldn’t call him like this. However, Jin GuangYao seemed as if he didn’t notice it, his expression collected, “Brother, don’t be surprised that I can call him such dirty things. To this father of mine, I once had hopes as well. In the past, as long as it was his command, whether it be to betray Sect Leader Wen or protect Xue Yang or remove anyone who disagreed, no matter how foolish it was, how hated I’d be, I’d obey regardlessly. But do you know what it was that made me lose hope completely? I’ll answer your first question now. It wasn’t that I’d never be worth a single hair on Jin ZiXuan or one of the holes in Jin ZiXun, it wasn’t that he took back Mo XuanYu, it wasn’t that he tried every possible way to make me a mere figurehead either. It was the truth he once told the maid beside me when he was out indulging himself again.


    “Why was a sect leader who spent money like water unwilling to do the smallest favor and buy my mother’s freedom? Simple—it was too much trouble. My mother waited for so many years, weaving together so many difficult circumstances when she talked to me, imagining for his sake so many hardships. And the real reason was only a single word: trouble.


    “This is what he said, ‘It’s especially women who’ve read some books who think they’re a level higher than other women. They’re the most troublesome, with so many demands and unrealistic thoughts. If I bought her freedom and took her back to Lanling, who knows how much fuss she’d make. It was best that I let her stay where she was just like that. With her conditions, she’d probably be popular for a few more years. She wouldn’t have to worry about her spendings for the rest of her life.’


    “‘Son? Oh, forget it.’”


    Jin GuangYao’s memory was extraordinary. With such a word-by-word repetition, one could even imagine that drunk expression of Jin GuangShan’s when he said these words, “Brother, look, these three words are all that I’m worth to my father, ‘Oh, forget it.’ Hahahaha…”


    Pain flashed before Lan XiChen’s face, “Even if your father… you…” He still couldn’t find an appropriate comment and gave up, sighing instead, “What is the use of saying all this now?”


    Jin GuangYao shrugged as he smiled, “I can’t help it. To seek pity even after doing all the bad things—that’s the kind of person I am.”


    At the word ‘pity’, he suddenly flipped his wrist. A red guqin string wrapped around Jin Ling’s neck.


    Tears still hung at the corners of Jin GuangYao’s eyes as he spoke, voice low, “Don’t move!”


    This was a surprise indeed. Jiang Cheng roared, “Wei WuXian! Didn’t you confiscate his weapons already?!”


    Under such circumstances, he somehow directly shouted at Wei WuXian, his voice the same as how it was when he was a boy. Wei WuXian shouted as well, “I did confiscate all his strings!”


    It couldn’t be that Jin GuangYao’s cultivation was so high that he could pull things out of thin air, could it?!


    Lan WangJi saw it through at one glance, “He hid it inside his body.”


    The rest of the people followed his words to see a slowly expanding cluster of red on the white cloth at the side of Jin GuangYao’s waist. The string was red because it was covered in blood. Of course Wei WuXian couldn’t find it earlier on. Jin GuangYao didn’t hide it on him, but instead hid it within his body. With the conversation, Lan XiChen’s emotions were affected while other people’s attention was diverted as well, and Jin Ling even rushed forward to approach him. The time was ripe, and so he caught everyone off guard as he quickly pierced his abdomen with his finger to dig it outside his body.


    Who knew that Jin GuangYao could do such a thing to himself in order to keep such a move? Although the string was as thin as possible, it was a piece of metal swimming around in his blood and flesh, after all, so it wouldn’t have felt too pleasant.


    Jiang Cheng cried, “A-Ling!” Wei WuXian couldn’t help from moving as well, but immediately someone grabbed him. As he turned around to see that it was Lan WangJi, he finally managed to steady himself and remain collected.


    With Jin Ling under control, Jin GuangYao stood up, “Sect Leader Jiang, there’s no need to be so agitated. I watched A-Ling grow up, after all. Same as before, after we walk our own paths for a while, you’ll see a perfectly unharmed A-Ling in some time.”


    Jiang Cheng, “A-Ling, don’t move! Jin GuangYao, if you want hostage, it’s the same if it’s me!”


    Jin GuangYao answered in all honesty, “No, it isn’t. Sect Leader Jiang, you’re injured. It’s difficult for you to move. You’ll hold me back.”


    Wei WuXian felt sweat at his palms, “Sect Leader Jin, didn’t you forget to take something with you? Your loyal subject is still here.”


    Jin GuangYao looked towards Su She, who was still being held back with Bichen by Lan WangJi. Su She immediately called, throat hoarse, “Sect Leader, there’s no need to care about me!”


    Jin GuangYao immediately replied, “Thank you.”


    Lan XiChen spoke slowly, “Sect Leader Jin, you lied again.”


    Jin GuangYao, “Just this once. There’ll be no next time.”


    Lan XiChen, “This was what you said last time. I can no longer tell which of your words are true.”


    Just as Jin GuangYao was about to speak, a thunder of unprecedented volume roared. It was far in the distance, but sounded almost as if it was right next to one’s ear. He couldn’t help but shiver and swallow what he was about to say. Immediately after, three strange thumps bellowed outside the temple’s doors.


    Compared to the act of ‘knocking on the door, it had a greater resemblance to ‘crashing into the door.’ It didn’t sound like the slaps of a man’s arm, more like someone held another’s head and smashed it against the door again and again. The thumps got louder as the crack in the door bolt grew in size. The expression on Jin GuangYao’s face became more twisted by each moment.


    At the fourth strike, the door bolt finally broke. Dense strands of rain as well as a pitch-black figure whirled through the door.


    Jin GuangYao’s figure trembled, as though he wanted to dodge, but soon he stopped the urge. The figure didn’t fly in his direction, but instead in Wei WuXian and Lan WangJi’s. Calmly, the two parted for an instant before naturally standing side-by-side again. Turning around, Wei WuXian called, “Wen Ning?”


    Wen Ning crashed into the Guanyin statue within the temple. With his feet above his head, he hung for a while before he plopped down and answered, “… Young Master.”


    Seeing him, both Jiang Cheng and Jin Ling grew darkish in their faces. On the other hand, Nie HuaiSang cried, “Brother!!!”


    Apart from Wen Ning who flew inside, a taller silhouette stood before the the temple’s doors. His figure was firm, while two blank eyes rested on his ashen face.


    It was ChiFeng-Zun, Nie MingJue!


    Like a tower of steel, he stood in front of the Guanyin Temple amid the storm, blocking the paths of everyone. His head sat level on his neck. Black, closely-packed stitches could be seen at his throat. Somebody had somehow used a long thread to sew together the head and the headless body!


    Lan XiChen, “… Brother.”


    Jin GuangYao also murmured, “… Brother.”


    Within the temple, three people called Nie MingJue’s corpse ‘Brother’ but the three tones were drastically different. Jin GuangYao’s face was full of a drowning fear. His entire body began to shiver. No matter dead or alive, the person Jin GuangYao was most scared of was none but this sworn brother of his whose temper tolerated no evil. As his body shivered, his hands shivered as well, and the bloody guqin string he clutched tightly in his hand also began to shiver. At this instant, Lan WangJi suddenly unsheathed Bichen and slashed.


    In the blink of an eye, he’d flashed before Jin Ling while holding something. While Jin GuangYao felt his arm lighten. With a short pause, he looked down only to finally discover that his right hand was gone. His right hand was cut off from his forearm. What Lan WangJi held was the palm he’d been using to grip the guqin string.


    At once, blood spilled everywhere. Jin GuangYao’s face paled in pain. He didn’t even have the energy to scream and only staggered backwards a couple of steps. Unable to hold himself up, he collapsed onto the ground. Su She, on the other hand, began to scream. Lan XiChen seemed as though he wanted to help him for an instant, but in the end he dared not.


    Lan WangJi peeled open the fingers of the severed palm. The guqin string loosened, and Jin Ling was finally out of danger. Just as Jiang Cheng was about to rush over to see if he was hurt or not, Wei WuXian moved faster than him and grabbed Jin Ling’s shoulders, examining carefully. After he’d determined that the skin on his neck was unscathed, without a single scratch, he finally let out a sigh of relief.


    In the past, whenever Lan WangJi attacked, he always left a few degrees of lenience. But right then, the situation was dangerous indeed. The guqin string was extremely sharp. In the hands of someone who knew the chord assassination technique, it could cut through meat and bone as if through vegetables. On top of that, Jin GuangYao’s hands were shaking. If he shook just a bit more or, with a more frightening possibility, if he forgot that he still had someone on his leash, and ended up making a run for it while holding the string… If Lan WangJi didn’t sever the right hand with which he held the string so decisively, blood might’ve already spewed out of Jin Ling’s severed head and body!


    The blood that came from where Jin GuangYao’s hand broke off splashed right onto Jin Ling, drenching over half of his body and a portion of his face. He was still muddled, having not realized what happened yet. Wei WuXian, however, pulled him into a tight hug, “Stand farther away from dangerous people next time, you brat, why did you go so close?!”


    If the only son of Jiang YanLi and Jin ZiXuan died in front of his eyes, Wei WuXian would truly be at a loss as to what to do.


    Jin Ling wasn’t used to being hugged by someone like this. Blood immediately flushed to his pale face as he pushed away from Wei WuXian’s chest. Grabbing him, Wei WuXian hugged a couple more times, with more force, slapping his shoulder hard before he shoved him towards Jiang Cheng, “Go! Don’t run around anymore. Go to your uncle!”


    Jiang Cheng caught Jin Ling, who still felt a bit dizzy. Looking across at Wei WuXian and Lan WangJi standing together, he hesitated for a moment before he turned to Lan WangJi, lowering his voice, “Thank you.” Although his voice was low, there was no vagueness.


    Jin Ling said as well, “Thank you for saving my life, HanGuang-Jun.”


    Lan WangJi nodded and said nothing. Bichen pointed at the ground with a slant. No drops of blood clung to the bright, crystalline blade as they all rolled onto the ground. He turned the blade to point at Nie MingJue, who stood at the doorway.


    Wen Ning slowly crawled up and attached a broken arm, “Be careful… His resentful energy is abnormally strong.”
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    Clenching his teeth, Jin GuangYao struck a few acupoints of his arm. Amidst the dizziness that came from a loss of blood, he suddenly saw Nie MingJue walk a step towards him, his eyes locked on him. He was immediately half-dead with fear.


    On the side, Su She coughed out some more blood, shouting his throat hoarse, “You idiots! Why are you still standing there?! Stop him! Stop the thing at the door!”


    The cultivators of the LanlingJin Sect who’d been spacing out for a while now finally took up their swords and approached, although the first two were immediately sent flying off by Nie MingJue’s palm. With his left hand, he sprinkled medicine where his hand was cut off, but the powder was washed away by the blood at once. Almost tearing up, he tore at the hem of his clothes in hope to cease the blood flow by bandaging the wound, but his left hand was burned by the poisonous smoke within the coffin and his chest was as well, unable to exert strength. He tore for quite some time, trembling, yet he still couldn’t tear it off, only adding to his pain. Su She threw himself over and ripped off a piece of white fabric from his own clothes to bandage his wound.


    At the same time, Lan XiChen led Nie HuaiSang to somewhere that was safe. Su She searched for extra medicine on him, but to no avail, turning to Lan XiChen, “Sect Leader Lan! Sect Leader Lan, do you have medicine? Help him out—Sect Leader has always treated you with respect! Just take it as doing him a favor!”


    As Lan XiChen saw how terrible Jin GuangYao looked, almost passing out, slight hesitation passed through his eyes. At this time, a few screams came from over on the other side. With a heavy punch, Nie MingJue smashed three of the cultivators into a scarlet puddle of flesh!


    Wei WuXian and Lan WangJi stood in front of Jiang Cheng and Jin Ling. Wei WuXian, “Wen Ning! How did you run into him?!”


    After Wen Ning put his arm back in place, he shifted to attach his broken leg, “Young Master… I’m sorry… You told me to go back and find Young Master Lan. I couldn’t find him in the inn, so I could only search for him in the streets. Before I could find Young Master Lan, I saw ChiFeng-Zun walking out in the open, as though he was looking for something. A group of beggar children saw him and went to fool around with him. They didn’t know what he was. ChiFeng-Zun was completely unconscious. With his bare hands, he almost… I could only keep fighting with him all the way here…”


    It was entirely needless for Wei WuXian to ask why he couldn’t find Lan WangJi at the inn. He couldn’t sleep next door to Lan WangJi, so could Lan WangJi have slept next door to him? It was natural that he, too, went out and roamed around before he saw Fairy who fled the scene, searching for help. The sudden storm must’ve began after Wen Ning and Nie MingJue started to fight as well.


    A creature such as the ‘corpse’ attracted darkness in the first place, much less two of these unusual fierce corpses!


    Although the LanlingJin Sect cultivators couldn’t at all compete with Nie MingJue, they continuously rushed forth with bravery. Yet, as their swords met with Nie MingJue’s body, it was as though they met with fine steel, unable to carve even the slightest wound. Nie HuaiSang peeked carefully from behind Lan XiChen’s back, his voice both frightened and eager, “B-B-Brother, I-I’m…”


    Nie MingJue’s pupil-less eyes stared, widened, before he charged at him. Lan XiChen lowered his chin slightly. With a sob of Liebing, Nie MingJue’s figure froze.


    Lan XiChen, “Brother, this is HuaiSang!”


    Nie HuaiSang, “Brother can’t even recognize me…”


    Wei WuXian, “Not only can’t he recognize you, he can’t even recognize whom he himself is right now!”


    Nie MingJue had already become a corpse controlled by the heavy energy of resentment. He was fierce and violent, attacking indiscriminately. After he’d rested for a while, Wen Ning sunk into battle again, but Wen Ning’s resentful energy wasn’t as heavy as his, and his physique wasn’t as tall either. On top of that, Wei WuXian’s flute had broken, unable to provide any assistance. He was somewhat in the disadvantage. Just as Jin GuangYao, who’d been lying on the ground, finally staunched the bleeding from his wound, Su She got up and put him over his back, wanting to run away amid the chaos. The movement made the alert Nie MingJue notice them again. He threw Wen Ning off and walked in large strides towards Jin GuangYao.


    Jin Ling exclaimed, “Uncle! Run!”


    Hearing that he even dared say something to remind his enemy, Jiang Cheng slapped him on the back of his head, shouting in rage, “Shut up!”


    Jin Ling only realized after he took the slap. But, after all, it was his uncle, someone who’d watched him grow up. In the past decade or so, it wasn’t that Jin GuangYao was unkind to him. As Jin Ling saw that he was about to die in the hands of the fierce corpse, he couldn’t help but to exclaim. Yet, as Nie MingJue heard him, he turned around almost as if in confusion.


    Wei WuXian felt his chest tighten, lowering his voice, “Oh no!”


    Now that Nie MingJue had become a fierce corpse, his resentful energy was of course highest when directed at his enemy, Jin GuangYao. However, fierce corpses didn’t tell people apart through their eyes!


    Jin GuangYao was quite close to Jin Ling in terms of bloodline. To creatures of darkness, the blood and breath of both these two humans seemed somewhat familiar, and those in a state of disorientation would find it even more difficult to tell the two apart. Right now, blood poured from Jin GuangYao’s lost arm. With weak breaths, and he was almost half dead, while Jin Ling was still alive and jumping. Nie MingJue’s dead, thoughtless brain naturally held greater interest in him.


    Lan WangJi commanded Bichen forth to attack straight at Nie MingJue’s chest. As expected, the blade stopped as soon as it landed. As Nie MingJue looked down and saw the glittering sword, he roared and reached for it. Lan WangJi immediately summoned back Bichen, which flew into its sheath with a loud clang. Nie MingJue ended up empty-handed. Right after, with a turn of his left hand, he flipped out the Wangji guqin and placed it on his palm. Without any hesitation, he strummed a stream of notes. Lan XiChen returned Liebing to his lips again as well. With a wave of his hand, Wei WuXian sent out over fifty talismans flying towards Nie MingJue, but before they even got close, they were ignited by his resentful energy and burned to ashes in the air!


    With a roar, Nie MingJue grabbed at Jin Ling. Both Jiang Cheng and Jin Ling had backed away to the corner of the wall, unable to retreat further. Jiang Cheng could only stuff Jin Ling behind him and unsheathe Sandu, which at the moment was unable to use spiritual energy, forcing himself to fend off the attack. Although both the guqin and the xiao had sounded, they were going to be too late!


    Nie MingJue’s heavy fist punched through a body.


    But the body was neither Jiang Cheng’s nor Jin Ling’s.


    Wen Ning blocked himself before the wall, in front of the two of them. With both his hands, he grabbed Nie MingJue’s iron arm and slowly pulled it out of his chest, leaving behind a large, hollow hole. There was no bleeding. Only a couple of black organ crumbs fell out.


    Wei WuXian, “Wen Ning!!!”


    While Jiang Cheng looked as though he could lose his mind right there. He stammered, “You? You?!”


    The punch was too strong. Not only did it pierce through Wen Ning’s chest, it also shattered a part of his larynx. Unable to say a single thing, he collapsed. With where he stood, he fell right onto Jiang Cheng and Jin Ling’s bodies. He was momentarily unable to move, but his eyes were still open, staring at them unblinkingly.


    Jin Ling originally loathed the murderer, the weapon that pierced his father’s heart. Ever since he was young, he’d sworn countless times that if he had the opportunity, he’d definitely cut off the flesh from Wei Ying’s and Wen Ning’s bodies, piece by piece. Later, as he didn’t want to hate Wei WuXian, he hated Wen Ning with double the energy. But right now, as he watched the murderer, the weapon had his heart be pierced in the same way, he couldn’t even push Wen Ning rudely away so that he didn’t lean on them.


    He knew he was dead. Much less having a hole in his body, even if he were to be snapped into two from his waist, he might not even end up with any serious consequences. But for some reason, he couldn’t stop his tears from spilling over his eyes.


    After the punch, Nie MingJue’s movements paused as well.


    With a duet from Lan WangJi and Lan XiChen, the guqin was like an icy river while the xiao like high winds. Both sounds stirred up hatred within Nie MingJue, while the duet pained him even more, stirring up a thickness around him almost as if somebody bound him with an invisible rope. As the rope tightened, his anger rose as well before he finally exploded, forcing his way out of the constraint of Sound of Vanquish as he flew at the person playing the guqin. Calmly, Lan WangJi twirled to dodge his attack. The melody didn’t stop for the slightest. Nie MingJue’s fist punched through the wall, this time. As he was about to turn around, he suddenly heart two bright chirps.


    He jerked his fist out of the wall and looked toward the direction of the sound.


    Wei WuXian whistled two more times, grinning, “Hello, ChiFeng-Zun. Do you recognize who I am?” Nie MingJue’s hideous white eyeballs were glued to him. Wei WuXian, “It’s fine if you don’t, as long as you recognize the whistles.”


    Lan XiChen moved Liebing slightly to the side, “Young Master Wei!”


    He wanted to remind Wei WuXian that his current body belonged to Mo XuanYu, and Mo XuanYu was related to Jin GuangYao by blood as well, with even more proximity than Jin Ling. If Nie MingJue directed his resentful energy to him because of this, the situation would be even more difficult. But before he continued, Lan WangJi’s gaze shifted over. Calm and collected, he shook his head.


    Lan XiChen understood at once that he was telling him—there was no need to worry.


    Lan WangJi believed that Wei WuXian would be fine.


    Whistling, Wei WuXian sauntered around. The whistles were light and relaxed, yet within this Guanyin Temple amid a heavy storm, overflowing with corpses, the clarity of the sound appeared to be abnormally eery. As Wen Ning heard it, still lying at the corner on top of Jiang Cheng and Jin Ling, he seemed to have a strangely strong urge to stand up. Whether he held it back or he hadn’t regained the strength to move yet, he struggled for a while and collapsed again. Without thought, Jiang Cheng and Jin Ling went to catch him in unison, but after they caught him, they displayed the same hesitating expression of wanting to throw him down right then.


    Grinning widely, Wei WuXian whistled the almost jocular tune as he backed away calmly, hands behind his back. Nie MingJue stood where he was. With the first step Wei WuXian took, his reaction was cold; at the third step, he still remained motionless; yet at the seventh step, it seemed as if he finally couldn’t hold his urge back any longer, taking a stride toward the direction in which Wei WuXian backed away.


    And the direction in which Wei WuXian controlled him to walk was precisely the almost luxurious empty coffin at the back of the Guanyin Temple. As long as he got inside, Wei WuXian had a way to seal him.


    The white, poisonous smoke had long since evaporated. It was too thin to pose as threat. Dark-faced, Nie MingJue was led towards the empty coffin, even though he instinctively felt resistance. Wei WuXian walked a circle around the coffin. Everyone held their breaths as they stared at the scene, especially Lan WangJi. As Wei WuXian whistled unhurriedly, he sent his unhurried gaze over there. As soon as their eyes met, he blinked his left eye almost flirtatiously at Lan WangJi.


    As though he’d been pricked by a pin made of sugar, an unnoticeable wave rippled within the melody played by Lan WangJi’s fingers before quickly disappearing. Wei WuXian turned around, somewhat pleased with himself and patted the coffin before Nie MingJue.


    At last, Nie MingJue slowly bent down. But just as he was about to tilt his upper body inside, a scream suddenly came from behind Lan XiChen.


    Nie MingJue’s movements immediately stopped. Like everyone, he spun around to look. Su She carried the half-conscious Jin GuangYao on his back, with one hand holding his leg and another holding a bloodied sword. On the other hand, Nie HuaiSang lay on the ground, rolling on the ground in pain as he hugged his leg.


    With this, Shuoyue’s sword energy smashed into the hand with which Su She held the sword. Su She’s face was full of shock as the sword fell out of his hand. The blade had already injured Nie HuaiSang. The scent of blood wafted through the air. Wei WuXian cursed in silence, How could this be—how dare he mess things up for me at such a critical time!


    Nie HuaiSang and Nie MingJue were half-brothers with the same father. If Nie MingJue caught the scent of his blood, no killing intent would be agitated within him, but it’d make him extremely curious. And with curiosity, when his attention was directed over there, he’d notice Jin GuangYao for sure. After he killed Jin GuangYao, his killing intent would definitely become stronger, and he’d be more difficult to subdue!


    As expected, gurgles came from within Nie MingJue’s throat. His body turned away from the empty coffin as well. At once, he realized whom the person lying on Su She’s back was. Wei WuXian’s whistles could no longer stop him either. Like a gust of wind, Nie MingJue rushed over, his palm flying towards Jin GuangYao’s head.


    Su She dodged to the side with force. With the tip of his foot he picked up the sword that had fallen to the ground and conjured up all of his spiritual energy in one thrust at Nie MingJue’s heart. Perhaps because of the dire situation, the attack was abnormally swift and ruthless. Brimming with spiritual energy, the blade glowed brightly, enveloped by swirling radiance. It was so much better than all of the previous seemingly-elegant attacks that even Wei WuXian wanted to praise its excellence. Nie MingJue was forced a step back by the explosion of an attack as well. As the light dimmed somewhat, Nie MingJue went forth again, clawing at Jin GuangYao unstoppably. Su She threw Jin GuangYao at Lan XiChen with his left hand, while with his right he sliced at Nie MingJue’s throat.


    Nie MingJue’s entire body was as impenetrable as fine steel, but not the thread that stitched his neck together!
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    If the neck attack succeeded, even if it wouldn’t defeat Nie MingJue entirely, it’d still be able to save them some time. However, the sword had been infused with so much spiritual energy, due to Su She’s sudden explosion, that it could no longer withstand it. Halfway through the lunge, it broke into pieces with a crack. 



    On the other hand, Nie MingJue’s punch landed right in the center of Su She’s chest. Su She’s splendor left as quickly as it came. He couldn’t even spit out a mouthful of blood or say a few last words, no matter with dignity or cruelty, before the life in his eyes went out.



    Collapsed beside Lan XiChen, Jin GuangYao saw this scene as well. Whether because the bleeding and the pain intensified at his arm and stomach or from some other reason, the glisten of tears could be seen in his eyes. But before he had a chance to catch his breath or lick his wounds, Nie MingJue turned around after he pulled his fist back and stared hungrily in his direction.



    The harsh, stern expression on his rigid face held a sense of judgement that was no different from before he died. Even his tears had been scared away as Jin GuangYao turned to Lan XiChen for help, his voice trembling, “Brother…”



    Lan XiChen turned the direction in which his blade pointed, while Wei WuXian and Lan WangJi sped up their melodies as well. But the effects of the whistle had already been overcome. It would be much harder than before for it to take effect again. 



    At this point, somebody on the side suddenly called, “Wei WuXian!”



    Wei WuXian answered immediately, “What?”



    Only after he answered did he realize that the one who called him was Jiang Cheng. Wei WuXian felt somewhat surprised. Jiang Cheng didn’t respond directly. Instead, he took something out from his sleeve and tossed. Wei WuXian caught it by instinct and looked, only to find a black, gleaming flute along with a crimson tassel.



    It was the ghoul flute, Chen Qing!



    As he felt the flute that he was more than familiar with, Wei WuXian didn’t even have the spare time to feel surprised. Without hesitation, he lifted it to his lips and called, “Lan Zhan!”



    Lan WangJi nodded. No more words had to be exchanged as the notes of the guqin and the flute sounded in unison. The former was like a frozen river and the latter like flying birds; one suppressed while the other lured. Under the duet, Nie MingJue’s body wavered before it was finally half-forced to move its steps away from Jin GuangYao.



    One stride at a time, controlled by the guqin and the flute, he once again walked toward the empty coffin, limbs stiff. Wei WuXian and Lan WangJi also followed, step by step. The moment he fell into the coffin, they kicked the coffin lid, that’d been on the ground, at the same time. The heavy lid flew up before it fell. Wei WuXian flipped nimbly on top of the coffin. He stuck Chenqing back at his waist with his left hand and quickly bit into his right hand’s finger, smoothly painting an entire string of wild, bloody incantations without a moment of pause from top to bottom!



    Only then did the beast-like howls from within the coffin die off gradually. Lan WangJi put his hand over the seven vibrating strings and halted the guqin’s sounds. Wei WuXian let out a light breath. He waited for a while, cautious. Only after he was finally able to determine that energy no longer came from below the coffin lid did he stand up, “What a bad temper, right?”



    He was much taller standing on the coffin. Lan WangJi put his guqin away and looked up at him with the pair of light eyes. Wei WuXian looked down and couldn’t help but touch the fair face with his right hand, adding a few blood-red marks, by accident or on purpose. 



    Lan WangJi didn’t worry too much about it, “Come down.”



    Wei WuXian hopped down with a grin before he was caught right inside those arms.



    Things were quieting down, but on the other side, Nie HuaiSang began to groan in pain. He pleaded, “Brother XiChen! Come tell me if my leg and my body are still connected or not!”



    Lan XiChen walked over, pressing him down to examine, “HuaiSang, you are fine. There is no need to be so afraid. Your leg is not broken. There is only an incision.”



    Nie HuaiSang exclaimed in terror, “An incision! How could I be not afraid if there’s an incision?! Did it go all the way through? Help me, Brother XiChen!”



    Lan XiChen didn’t know whether he should laugh, “It is not so severe.”



    Still, Nie HuaiSang rolled on the ground, hugging his leg. Lan XiChen knew he was most afraid of pain, so he took out a bottle of pills from in his lapels and placed it into Nie HuaiSang’s hand, “Pain relief.”



    Nie HuaiSang opened it at once, eating as he rambled on, “How come I’m so unfortunate? Caught by that Su MinShan on the way for no reason—he had to stab me even when he was running away! Didn’t he know he could’ve just pushed me out of the way to deal with me? Did he have to use his sword…”



    Lan XiChen got up and turned around. Jin GuangYao sat fallen on the ground, his face as pale as paper. His hair was somewhat disheveled as well, and cold sweat dotted his forehead. He had lost all his composure. Perhaps because the pain from his arm was too much, he couldn’t help but moan a little. He looked up at Lan XiChen. Even though he said nothing, but merely from how he looked, holding his severed wrist with such dejected eyes, was enough to make anyone feel pity.



    Lan XiChen looked at him for a while before he sighed and still took out the medicine that he carried with him.



    Wei WuXian, “Sect Leader Lan.”



    Lan XiChen, “Young Master Wei, right now, he… he should not be able to do anything else like this. If he is not treated, he might die right here. Many things still remain unanswered.”



    Wei WuXian, “Sect Leader Lan, I know. I’m not saying you can’t help him. I just wanted to remind you to be careful. It’s best if you silence him so that he doesn’t say anything.”



    Lan XiChen nodded, turning to Jin GuangYao, “Sect Leader Jin, you heard him. Please do not carry out meaningless acts any longer. Or else, in precaution, if you do anything, I will spare no mercy and…” He took in a deep breath, “Take your life.”



    Jin GuangYao nodded and whispered weakly, “Thank you, ZeWu-Jun.”



    Lan XiChen bent down and treated the wound at his wrist with much caution. Jin GuangYao kept on trembling. Seeing his sworn brother who used to have so much potential end up like this, Lan XiChen didn’t know what to say either. He could only sigh in silence.



    Wei WuXian and Lan WangJi walked to the corner. Wen Ning was still lying on top of Jiang Cheng and Jin Ling in an awkward, half-collapsed way. Wei WuXian laid him flat on the ground. After he examined the hole through his chest, he felt quite worried, “Just look at you… How should I block it up?”




    Wen Ning, “Young Master, is it really severe…?”



    Wei WuXian, “No. It’s not like you need the organs here. But it looks ugly.”



    Wen Ning, “It’s not like I need to look nice…”



    Jiang Cheng was silent, while Jin Ling hesitated between speaking up or not.



    Over on the other side, Lan XiChen was treating Jin GuangYao’s wound. Seeing that Jin GuangYao almost passed out from the pain, Lan XiChen, who in the beginning wanted to use this to punish him, still didn’t have the heart to bear it, turning around, “HuaiSang, give me the bottle of medicine.”



    Nie HuaiSang had put the bottle into his lapels after he ate two pills and stopped the pain. He hurried, “Oh, sure.” And looked down to search for it. After he found it, just as he was about to pass it to Lan XiChen, his pupils suddenly shrunk, exclaiming in fright, “Brother XiChen, behind you!!!”



    Lan XiChen hadn’t let down his guard around Jin GuangYao in the first place, tense from caution. As he saw Nie HuaiSang’s expression along with the warning, he felt something in his heart go cold. Without hesitation, he unsheathed his sword and stabbed to the back.



    The sword pierced right through Jin GuangYao’s chest. His face was shocked.



    The others were also surprised by the sudden turn of events. Wei WuXian shot up, “What happened?!”



    Nie HuaiSang, “I-I-I… saw Brother… no, I saw Sect Leader Jin put his hands behind him. I didn’t know if he…”



    Jin GuangYao looked down at the sword that penetrated his chest. His lips twitched, as though he wanted to say something, but he couldn’t even argue for himself as he’d been silenced. Wei WuXian felt that something seemed off about this situation. Before he had the chance to ask, Jin GuangYao coughed up quite some blood, his voice hoarse, “Lan XiChen!”



    He forcefully broke through the spell of silence.



    At the moment, Jin GuangYao was injured from top to bottom. His left hand was burned by the poisonous smoke, his right hand was severed, and his stomach was missing a chunk of flesh. Covered in blood, he couldn’t even manage to sit upright, yet right now he stood on his own without any help, like one last streak of light from a setting sun. He called again in a voice filled with hatred, “Lan XiChen!”



    Lan XiChen was beyond both disappointment and sorrow, “Sect Leader Jin, I told you. If you act again, I would show no mercy.”



    Jin GuangYao spat, his voice fierce, “Yes! You said so. But did I act?!”



    He’d always kept up a gentle, graceful appearance in front of others, yet right now he displayed such a savage look. Seeing just how abnormal he was, Lan XiChen also felt that something was wrong. He immediately turned back to look at Nie HuaiSang. 



    Jin GuangYao laughed, “Enough! What are you looking at him for? There’s no use! What could you see? You never even saw through me after all those years. HuaiSang, you’re truly impressive.” Nie HuaiSang was tongue-tied, as though he was scared speechless from the sudden accusation. Jin GuangYao spoke with loathing, “How unexpected for me to fall in your hands like this…”



    He tried to walk to Nie HuaiSang, but the sword was still stuck at the center of his chest. With just one step, he was immediately overcome with agony. Lan XiChen could neither give him a fatal blow nor pull out the sword rashly, exclaiming, “Do not move!”



    In reality, Jin GuangYao couldn’t move either. With one hand, he grabbed the blade before his chest, steadying himself as he spat out a mouthful of blood, “What a ‘Head Shaker’! No wonder… It must’ve been quite hard to have hidden yourself for so many years!”



    Nie HuaiSang trembled, “Brother XiChen, trust me, back then I really did see…”



    Jin GuangYao’s face was twisted as he shouted, “You!”



    He wanted to rush at Nie HuaiSang once more, and the sword sank an inch deeper into his chest. Lan XiChen shouted as well, “Do not move!”



    Back then, he’d suffered many great losses from Jin GuangYao by believing in his lies. This time, it was only natural for Lan XiChen to be cautious, suspicious that he accused Nie HuaiSang on purpose after Nie HuaiSang saw through what he was going to do, just so that Lan XiChen would be caught off guard again. Jin GuangYao easily read what his eyes meant, laughing out of anger, “Lan XiChen! In this life, I’ve lied countless times, killed countless times. Like you said, I killed my father, my brother, my wife, my son, my teacher, my friend—of all the evil in the world, what haven’t I done?!”



    He took in a breath, rasping, “But I’ve never even thought of harming you!”



    Lan XiChen was astonished.



    Jin GuangYao panted harder, gripping the word as he spoke through clenched teeth, “… Back then, when the Cloud Recesses was burned down and you fled outside, who was the one that saved you from all the danger? And when the GusuLan Sect was rebuilding the Cloud Recesses, who was the one that helped with everything he had? In all these years, when have I ever cracked down on the GusuLan Sect, when have I responded with anything but support?! Apart from this time, when I’ve only temporarily staunched your spiritual powers, when have I ever wronged you or your sect? Why have I ever demanded gratitude?!”



    Hearing these questions, Lan XiChen could no longer persuade himself to silence him again. Jin GuangYao, “Su MinShan could repay me in such a way just because I remembered his name back then. You, on the other hand, ZeWu-Jun, Sect Leader Lan, are as intolerant of me as Nie MingJue—you refuse to spare me even a single breath of life!”



    After he said this, Jin GuangYao suddenly drew back. Shuoyue was pulled from his chest, taking out a few splatters of blood. 



    Jiang Cheng shouted, “Don’t let him get away!”



    Lan XiChen went forth in just two steps, seizing him again without any difficulty. In such a shame, Jin GuangYao wasn’t able to get anywhere no matter how fast he was. Jin Ling could catch him even with his eyes closed. On top of that, he was injured in many places and received a fatal wound. There was no longer a need to be careful of him. 



    Wei WuXian, however, suddenly realized something as he shouted, “He’s not trying to get away!!! ZeWu-Jun, move away from him right now!””



    It was already too late. The blood from Jin GuangYao’s severed limb trickled onto the coffin. The blood climbed across where Wei WuXian painted on, destroying the incantations, and dripped inside the coffin through the crack.



    Nie MingJue, who had been sealed, broke out from the coffin!



    The coffin lid burst into pieces. A pale hand grabbed Jin GuangYao’s neck, while another searched for Lan XiChen’s. Jin GuangYao wasn’t trying to run away. Instead, he was fighting with his last breath to lead Lan XiChen towards Nie MingJue, so that they could die together!



    Lan WangJi summoned Bichen, which shot at them with at speed of lighting, but Nie MingJue wasn’t at all afraid of these spiritual weapons. Even if Bichen hit him, it would likely be unable to stop him from closing the small gap between him and Lan XiChen’s throat.



    Yet, just as the hand was an instant from grasping Lan XiChen’s neck, Jin GuangYao used the only hand he had left to strike Lan XiChen’s chest, pushing Lan XiChen away.



    He, himself, on the other hand, was dragged into the coffin by Nie MingJue, then held up like holding a puppet. The scene was beyond frightening. Jin GuangYao used his one hand to peel away at Nie MingJue’s steel-like palm. He struggled ceaselessly from the pain, hair tangled, as heavy malice shot from his eyes. He cursed with all the energy he had left, “Fuck you, Nie MingJue! You think I’m really scared of you?! I…”



    With much difficulty, he coughed up some blood. Everyone present heard a crack that was abnormally clear and brutal.



    A whimper of a last breath left Jin GuangYao’s throat.



    Jin Ling’s shoulders shivered. He shut his eyes and covered his ears, too afraid to keep watching and listening.
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    Lan XiChen staggered a few steps back from the push. He hadn’t realized what happened yet. Meanwhile, Lan WangJi struck the back of the fair-featured Guanyin statue at the center of the temple. The statue vibrated as it flew towards the coffin. Nie MingJue was still inspecting the corpse in his hand, the head had already dipped. As the heavy statue hit him, he fell right back where he’d been.


    Wei WuXian leaped over and stepped onto the Guanyin’s chest. The coffin lid had broken already. They could only use the Guanyin statue as a lid to seal away Nie MingJue and his rampage. Down below, Nie MingJue struck the statue again and again in attempt to break free, while Wei WuXian also shook again and again, reeling so much he was almost thrown off. He wobbled, realizing that he wasn’t able to paint a talisman at all, “Lan Zhan, quick, quick, come up beside me. One more person would mean more weight. With a few more slaps, the statue might fall apart again…”


    Before he finished, Wei WuXian suddenly felt both his body and his line of sight tilt. Lan WangJi held one end of the coffin and lifted it up.


    Which meant, with only a left hand, he lifted the wooden coffin, the two dead bodies within the coffin, the Guanyin statue above the coffin, and Wei WuXian atop the statue.


    Wei WuXian gaped in astonishment. He’d long since known that Lan WangJi had shocking arm strength, but this… was a bit too shocking!


    Lan WangJi’s expression hadn’t changed. His right hand unleashed a silver guqin string. As if on wings, the string zipped dozens of times around the coffin and the Guanyin statue, tying the two tightly together. And then a second one, and a third… Having determined that Nie MingJue and Jin GuangYao were sealed away properly, he finally his left hand drop. The one end of the coffin plummeted to the ground, letting out a loud echo. Wei WuXian tilted as well. Lan WangJi welcomed him by breaking his fall with his arms before he placed him steadily on the ground. The hands that had just conquered almost a thousand pounds were more than gentle when wrapped around Wei WuXian.


    Lan XiChen stared at the coffin enveloped in seven guqin strings. He was still lost in thought. Nie HuaiSang extended a hand and waved it before his eyes, terrified, “… B-Brother XiChen, are you alright?”


    Lan XiChen, “HuaiSang, just now, was he really trying to catch me off guard with an attack?”


    Nie HuaiSang, “I think I saw it…”


    Hearing his hesitation, Lan XiChen pressed, “Think it over some more.”


    Nie HuaiSang, “If you ask me like that, I can’t be sure either… It really did seem like…”


    Lan XiChen, “Cut out the ‘seem like’! Did it happen or not?!”


    Nie HuaiSang answered with difficulty, “… I don’t know, I really don’t know!”


    This was the only thing Nie HuaiSang knew to say when he was desperate. Lan XiChen buried his forehead in his palm. He seemed as if his head was about to split, unwilling to speak again.


    Suddenly, Wei WuXian called, “HuaiSang-xiong.”


    Nie HuaiSang, “Huh?”


    Wei WuXian, “Back then, how did Su She stab you?”


    Nie HuaiSang, “He was carrying Brother… carrying Sect Leader-Jin when he was running away. I blocked his way, so…”


    Wei WuXian, “Really? With where you stood, I don’t recall you blocking their path of escape.”


    Nie HuaiSang, “I couldn’t have run into him purposely trying to be stabbed, could I?”


    Wei WuXian smiled, “I never said that.”


    Nie HuaiSang, “Then what are you trying to say, Wei-xiong?”


    Wei WuXian, “It’s just that I suddenly connected a few things together.”


    Nie HuaiSang, “What things?”


    Wei WuXian, “Jin GuangYao said someone gave him a letter that threatened to tell the world what he did. Let’s first assume he wasn’t lying and was speaking the truth. Then, this certain person was doing the unnecessary.” He continued, “If you wanted to expose a person’s sins, instead of exposing them directly, why would you go out of your way to notify them that you had evidence of their crimes?”


    Nie HuaiSang, “Didn’t Brother… Didn’t Sect Leader Jin say that the person wanted him to apologize by turning himself in?”


    Wei WuXian, “Wake up. It’s more than obvious that Jin GuangYao wouldn’t choose to turn himself in. What was the point of doing it then? There seemed to be no point. But would someone who could uncover those old secrets of Jin GuangYao’s really play a useless move? Such an unnecessary act had to have a goal, whether to induce or instigate something.”


    Lan XiChen was startled, “Induce? Induce what?”


    Lan WangJi’s voice was low, “Jin GuangYao’s killing intent.”


    If it were the usual ZeWu-Jun, he couldn’t have failed to fathom this. But right now, it was likely he had no more space in his mind to think.


    Wei WuXian, “That’s right. It was precisely this letter that induced Jin GuangYao’s killing intent to an unprecedented level. Didn’t it say he should wait for his death in seven days? Then he would be the first to strike. He’d topple all of the main forces of the cultivation world at Burial Mound within the seven days to say who’d be the first to die.”


    Lan XiChen, “You mean this was the goal of the one who sent him the letter? Only to urge him to take action?”


    Wei WuXian, “That’s what I’m thinking.”


    Lan XiChen shook his head, “… Then just what does the person who sent him the letter want to do? Whether to expose Jin GuangYao or to destroy the sects?”


    Wei WuXian, “It’s quite simple. Look at what happened after the siege failed. When everyone was gathered at Lotus Pier, at the peak of their excitement, they welcomed SiSi and BiCao—I don’t think the arrival of the two witnesses was a coincidence. And so, everything piled up and exploded.” With a pause, Wei WuXian continued, “They wanted not only for Jin GuangYao’s name to be ruined. They also wanted Jin GuangYao to be the world’s enemy. And it had to be fatal at first blood—there had to be no possibility of a reversal.”


    Nie HuaiSang, “Sounds like this person started to plan this a long time ago.”


    Wei WuXian looked at him before suddenly asking, “Right, weren’t you the one responsible for safekeeping ChiFeng-Zun’s body, Sect Leader Nie?”


    Nie HuaiSang, “I kept it at first, but I just received the news tonight that my brother’s body at Qinghe suddenly disappeared. Or else why would I hurry over to Qinghe and be caught by Su She on my way…”


    Wei WuXian asked again, “Sect Leader Nie, I heard you often travel between the GusuLan Sect and the LanlingJin Sect, correct?”


    Nie HuaiSang, “Yeah.”


    Wei WuXian, “Then did you really not know Mo XuanYu?”


    Nie HuaiSang, “Huh?”


    Wei WuXian, “I remember the first time I met you after the sacrifice succeeded, you seemed like you didn’t recognize me at all. You even asked HanGuang-Jun whom I was. In any case, Mo XuanYu had once bothered Jin GuangYao, even capable of looking at the manuscripts that Jin GuangYao had in his collection. You, on the other hand, also frequented Sect Leader Jin to air your grievances. Even if you weren’t familiar with Mo XuanYu, have you really never seen him even once?”


    Nie HuaiSang scratched his head, “Wei-xiong, Koi Tower is that big; I couldn’t have seen every single person, much less remember everyone I’ve seen. And on top of that…” He seemed a bit awkward, “You know what Mo XuanYu’s background was. It was a bit… The LanlingJin Sect tried its hardest to keep it a secret. It’s not that strange I hadn’t seen him, is it? Brother XiChen might not have even seen him.”


    Wei WuXian, “Oh, indeed. ZeWu-Jun didn’t know Mo XuanYu either.”


    Nie HuaiSang, “Right?! And I don’t really understand. Even if I’d seen Mo XuanYu, why should I pretend like I didn’t know him on purpose? Was there any need?”


    Wei WuXian smiled, “Nothing. Something seemed a bit off. I was only asking.”


    Yet in his heart, he replied, Of course to find out if this ‘Mo XuanYu’ really was the real Mo XuanYu.


    How could Mo XuanYu, who was so timid and fearful in others’ description, conjure up the courage to take his life and sacrifice his body? Why would that left hand of ChiFeng-Zun’s be released? Did Jin GuangYao really let it out by pure accident? And why did it appear at Mo Village, where he sacrificed his body, so that Wei WuXian ran into it right after he was reborn? Why wasn’t it some other place?


    ChiFeng-Zun’s corpse was buried by the QingheNie Sect. In all these years, did Nie HuaiSang, who had always admired his elder brother, really fail to notice that the corpse had been switched?


    Wei WuXian prefered this other case instead.


    Perhaps before Nie MingJue passed away, Nie HuaiSang really knew nothing. But after Nie MingJue’s death, he knew everything. Including that Nie MingJue’s corpse had been switched. Including the true colors of the brother he once trusted.


    He tried to search for his elder brother’s corpse, but after so many years and so much hard work, he could only find a single left hand.


    He was stuck at this step, without anything that could lead to the next. In addition, the left hand was abnormally fierce, too difficult to suppress. If it was left by his side, it’d keep on resulting in bloodshed. So he remembered someone. Someone who was best at dealing with these things, these problems.


    The YiLing Patriarch.


    But the YiLing Patriarch had been torn into pieces already. What should he do now? And so he remembered someone else. Mo XuanYu, who’d been kicked out of Koi Tower.


    Perhaps to gain information from Mo XuanYu, Nie HuaiSang talked to him once. From Mo XuanYu’s grievances, he knew that Mo XuanYu had once read the fragmented manuscript that recorded an ancient, forbidden technique in Jin GuangYao’s collection. He then urged Mo XuanYu, who had had enough of the humiliation coming from his own clan members, to seek revenge using the forbidden technique of body sacrifice.


    And which fierce ghost was summoned?


    It was the YiLing Patriarch again, of course.


    Mo XuanYu, no longer able to put up with his circumstances, finally painted the blood array, and Nie HuaiSang also used the opportunity to release the hot potato he was no longer able to keep: ChiFeng-Zun’s left hand.


    From then on, the plan successfully began. He no longer needed to exert his energy on searching for the remaining limbs of Nie MingJue, instead leaving all of the dangerous and bothersome things to Wei WuXian and Lan WangJi. He only needed to monitor their every move.


    The time that Jin Ling, Lan SiZhui, Lan JingYi, and the other juniors ran into the odd incident of dead cats on their way, someone was clearly creating abnormalities on purpose. Along with the nonexistent ‘hunter’ who showed them the way in the nearby village, it was doubtless that the goal was to lead these naive disciples into Yi City. If Wei WuXian and Lan WangJi was just a bit more careless and weren’t able to protect them completely, whatever happened to the disciples at Yi City would likely also be blamed on Jin GuangYao.


    Anyhow, the more that could convict Jin GuangYao, the better it was; the more that could lead the cautious villain to make mistakes and leave traces, the better it was; the more that could result in a tragic death of his, the better it was.


    Lan WangJi used the tip of Bichen’s blade to turn over the black chest beside the coffin. He glanced at the incantations engraved over it before he turned to Wei WuXian, “The head.”


    The chest was probably used to hold Nie MingJue’s head. After Jin GuangYao moved the head away from Koi Tower, he probably buried it here.


    Wei WuXian nodded at him, “Sect Leader Nie, do you know what was originally inside of the coffin?”


    Nie HuaiSang, “How could I know? But with how Brother… oh, no—with how Sect Leader Jin looked, it was probably something really important to him, huh?”


   


  Chapter 110: Concealment — Part Four


  
     


    Wei WuXian, “Coffins are used to hold corpses, of course. I’m guessing that what had been buried here was the corpse of Jin GuangYao’s mother, Meng Shi. He came here tonight likely to retrieve his mother’s corpse and travel to DongYing with her.”



    Lan XiChen said nothing. Nie HuaiSang exclaimed with an ‘ah’, “Oh, yeah. It sounds very reasonable.”



    Wei WuXian asked, “What do you think the person would do after they dug out the corpse of Jin GuangYao’s mother?”



    Nie HuaiSang, “Wei-xiong, why do you keep on asking me? No matter how much you ask, I don’t know anything.” With a pause, he continued, “But…” Slowly, Nie HuaiSang brushed together his storm-drenched hair, “I think that if this person hates Jin GuangYao so much, they’d probably be entirely merciless towards something he cherishes more than his life.”



    Wei WuXian, “Like cutting apart his corpse and keeping his limbs at different places, like what happened to ChiFeng-Zun?”



    Nie HuaiSang jumped, stumbling backwards, “Th-Th-That’s… That’s a bit too much, isn’t it…”



    Wei WuXian stared at him for a while before finally averting his gaze. Conjectures were conjectures, after all. Nobody had evidence.



    Perhaps the confusion and helplessness on Nie HuaiSang’s face right now was all pretense. He didn’t want to admit that he used others as pawns, treating human lives as nothing. Perhaps this wasn’t the entirety of his plan. He had to hide his true colors to do more things, reach higher goals. Or, perhaps it wasn’t at all so complicated. There was someone else who sent the letter, killed the cats, and pieced together Nie MingJue’s head and body. Perhaps Nie HuaiSang was a complete, authentic good-for-nothing.



    Maybe the last words Jin GuangYao said was a last-minute lie after his intention of attack was seen through by Nie HuaiSang, so that Lan XiChen’s thoughts would be disrupted while Jin GuangYao dragged them towards the same death. After all, Jin GuangYao was a big liar with countless past offenses. It wouldn’t be strange no matter when he lied or what he lied about.



    As for why he changed his mind at the last moment, and pushed Lan XiChen out of the way, who could know just what exactly he was thinking?



    Veins suddenly lined the back of the hand in which Lan XiChen placed on his forehead. His voice sounded muffled, “… Just what does he want to do? I once thought I knew him well, and then I realized I did not. Before tonight, I thought I knew him well once more, but now I do not.” Nobody could give him an answer. Lan XiChen repeated in frustration, “Just what does he want to do?”



    Yet, as even he who was closest to Jin GuangYao didn’t know, it was impossible that others had an answer.



    After a while of silence, Wei WuXian spoke, “Let’s stop standing around for nothing. Get a few people to go find assistance. Save a few to stand by here and watch the thing. The coffin and the guqin strings won’t be able to seal ChiFeng-Zun for long.”



    As though to verify his judgement, loud noises echoed within the coffin again, along with a nameless fury. Nie HuaiSang shivered. Wei WuXian glanced at him, “You see? You have to switch to a firmer coffin right now, dig a deep ditch, and bury it once more. You won’t be able to open it in at least a hundred years. If you do, it’s guaranteed it’ll continue to haunt, resulting in endless consequences…”



    Before he could finish, a loud, clear bark came from afar.



    Wei WuXian’s face changed at once, while Jin Ling managed to gain some energy, “Fairy!”



    The thunder had died and the pouring rain had become a sprinkle. The darkest part of the night had already passed. Light could be seen.



    Sprinting, the soaking-wet dog flew in like a black wind, throwing itself at Jin Ling. Its round eyes were damp as it stood up on its hind legs, clinging to Jin Ling’s lap and whimpering. Wei WuXian watched as its crimson tongue extended from its white, sharp teeth and licked Jin Ling’s hand. His face paled and his eyes glazed over. As he opened his lips, he felt that his soul was about to become a wisp of green smoke and fly to the Heavens through his mouth. Quietly, Lan WangJi placed himself in front of him, blocking the line of sight between him and Fairy.



    Immediately, hundreds of people surrounded the Guanyin Temple, each looking alarmed with swords unsheathed as though they were ready for a big fight. However, after those who rushed into the temple first saw the scene before their eyes, they all hesitated in surprise. Those lying on the ground were all dead; those who didn’t die were half-lying, half-standing. In summary, corpses and general chaos were plastered all over the floor.



    Of the two who were at the foremost position, the left was the chief manager of the YunmengJiang Sect, while the left was Lan QiRen. Lan QiRen still had on a face full of shock and doubt. Before he even opened his mouth to ask, the first thing he saw was Lan WangJi, so close to Wei WuXian that they were practically one person. Within the blink of an eye, he’d forgotten everything he wanted to ask. Rage surged onto his face. Brows knitted together, he huffed and puffed, sending his mustache flying into the air. 



    The chief manager immediately went forth to help Jiang Cheng up, “Sect Leader, are you alright…” 



    While Lan QiRen raised his sword and shouted, “Wei…”



    Before he even finished a few white-clothed figures rushed out from behind his back, all of them shouting, “HanGuang-Jun!”



    “Senior Wei!”



    “Senior Patriarch!”



    The last boy bumped into Lan QiRen so hard he almost tipped over. He fumed, “No running! No making clamor!”



    Apart from Lan WangJi, who turned to him and called, “Uncle”, nobody paid him any attention. 



    Lan SiZhui grabbed Lan WangJi’s sleeve with his left hand and Wei WuXian’s arm with his right, beaming, “This is great! HanGuang-Jun, Senior Wei, what a relief that both of you are fine. With how anxious Fairy was, we thought you came into something truly difficult.”



    Lan JingYi, “SiZhui, really? How could there be a situation HanGuang-Jun cannot deal with? Told you you were worrying too much.”



    “JingYi, were you not the one who was worried the entire way here?”



    “Go away! Stop speaking nonsense.”



    Lan SiZhui saw Wen Ning, who was finally able to get up from the ground, out of the corner of his eye. He immediately dragged him over as well and stuffed him into the circle of boys, who explained what had happened, all chirping at once.



    After Fairy bit Su She, it sprinted all the way towards a dependent sect of the YunmengJiang Sect’s that was located around this town, barking unstoppably at its door. As the young sect leader saw the special collar at its neck, including a golden sign and a crest, he knew that this spiritual dog was probably of important background. With blood all over its body, it was clear that it had been in battle, with its owner having likely come across danger. Afraid of mishandling this, he immediately mounted his sword and brought it to Lotus Pier to notify the real sect presiding over the area, the YunmengJiang Sect. The chief manager at once recognized that this was the spiritual dog, Fairy of Young Master Jin Ling, and sent assistance immediately.



    At the time, the GusuLan Sect was also about to leave Lotus Pier. Lan QiRen, however, was stopped by Fairy. It hopped up, tore off a thin white fabric from the hem of Lan SiZhui’s robe, and used his paws to shove it onto its its head, as if it wanted to make the white cloth into a circle around its forehead. It then lay on the ground and pretended to be dead. Lan QiRen had no idea what was happening, but Lan SiZhui had a moment of epiphany, “Mr. Lan, does it not seem like it is imitating the forehead ribbon of our sect? Does it want to tell us that either HanGuang-Jun or someone from the Lan Sect is also in danger?”



    And so, the YunmengJiang Sect, the GusuLan Sect, and a few other sects that hadn’t left yet finally gathered everyone and came to assist them together.



    Lan JingYi clicked his tongue, “We keep on calling it ‘Fairy’ this, ‘Fairy’ that, but who would have known it really is a spiritual dog!”



    But no matter how spiritual, how magical it was, it was still a dog, the scariest creature in this world, to Wei WuXian. Even with Lan WangJi in front of him, he still shivered from his head to his toes. Ever since the Lan Sect juniors came, Jin Ling kept on sneaking glances at them, watching how they surrounded Wei WuXian and Lan WangJi in chatter. 



    Seeing Wei WuXian’s complexion grow even paler, he slapped Fairy’s butt and whispered, “Fairy, you go outside first.” Fairy shook his head and his tail, continuing to lick him. Jin Ling scolded, “Get out. Not listening to me anymore?”



    Fairy gave him a pitiful state and jogged out of the temple, tail wagging. Wei WuXian could finally let out a sigh of relief. Jin Ling wanted to go over, but he felt somewhat embarrassed. Just as he was hesitating, Lan SiZhui suddenly saw what was at Wei WuXian’s waist. He paused for a moment, “… Senior Wei?”



    Wei WuXian, “Hm? What?”



    Lan SiZhui seemed to be in a trance, “Could… Could you let me take a look at your flute?”



    Wei WuXian took it off, “What about the flute?”



    Lan SiZhui received the flute with both hands and frowned a bit, some confusion on his face. Lan WangJi looked at him, while Wei WuXian looked at Lan WangJi, “What’s wrong with your SiZhui? He likes my flute?”



    Lan JingYi exclaimed, “What? You finally lost that bad, out-of-tune flute of yours? This new one seems quite good!”



    But he didn’t know that this new, ‘quite good’ flute was the spiritual tool he’d always wanted to take a look at—the legendary ghost flute ‘Chenqing’. He only beamed in his heart, Great! Now at least he will not lose face for HanGuang-Jun when he plays a duet with HanGuang-Jun. Heavens! The flute he had was ugly to both the eye and the ear!



    Lan WangJi, “SiZhui.”



    Lan SiZhui finally snapped out of it. He gave Chenqing back to Wei WuXian with both hands again, “Senior Wei.”



    Wei WuXian took the flute. Remembering that Jiang Cheng was the one who brought it, he turned over there and commented casually, “Thanks.” He waved Chenqing, “I’ll… be keeping this?”



    Jiang Cheng glanced at him, “It was yours in the first place.”



    After a moment of hesitation, his lips moved slightly, as though he wanted to say something else. However, Wei WuXian had already turned to Lan WangJi. Seeing this, Jiang Cheng remained silent.



    Of the people here, some were cleaning up the scene, some were solidifying the seal on the coffin, some were thinking about how to move it safely, and some were feeling angry. Lan QiRen raged, “XiChen, what in the world is wrong with you?!”



    As his hand pressed the corner of his forehead, Lan XiChen’s face was full of an unspeakable grief. He seemed tired, “… Uncle, I am begging you. Ask no further. Really. Right now, I really wish to say nothing.”



    Lan QiRen had never seen Lan XiChen, a child he single-handedly brought up, look so agitated and discomposed. He looked at him, then looked at Lan WangJi, surrounded by disciples alongside Wei WuXian, and felt more irritated the more he looked. He felt that of these two of his proudest disciples who had been absolutely perfect, neither listened to him anymore and both gave him much worry.



    The coffin that sealed away Nie MingJue and Jin GuangYao was not only abnormally heavy, but also required careful treatment. Thus, a few sect leaders were the ones who volunteered to handle it. As one sect leader saw the features of the Guanyin statue, he first paused in surprise, then pointed at it for others to see as though he found something new and interesting, “Look at its face! Doesn’t it look like Jin GuangYao?”



    Everyone mused after they looked, “It’s his face indeed! Why would Jin GuangYao make such a thing?”



    Sect Leader Yao, “To declare himself a god with wild arrogance, of course.”



    “Arrogant indeed, then, hahaha.”



    Wei WuXian thought to himself, No, not necessarily.



    Jin GuangYao’s mother was seen as the lowest prostitutes, so he decided to carve a Guanyin statue with his mother’s appearance, receiving the worship of tens of thousands.



    But there was no use in saying all that. Nobody knew with more clarity than Wei WuXian that nobody would care and nobody would believe him. Anything related to Jin GuangYao would be given the most malicious conjectures and passed through the mouths of the crowd. Soon, this coffin would be sealed within a larger, firmer coffin. It’d be secured with seventy-two mahogany nails and buried deep underground, sealed under some mountain with stone tablets of warning.



    And the things sealed inside would never see light again, under heavy barriers and endless scorn.



    Nie HuaiSang leaned against the wall beside the door, watching a few sect leaders carry the coffin across the Guanyin Temple’s threshold. He looked down and dusted the dirty mud at the lower hem of his clothes. As if he saw something, he paused. Wei WuXian looked over as well. What had fallen to the ground was Jin GuangYao’s cap.



    Nie HuaiSang bent down and picked it up. Only afterwards did he begin to saunter outside.



    Fairy was waiting anxiously outside for his master, barking a couple of times. Hearing the barks, Jin Ling suddenly remembered that when Fairy was still a clumsy little puppy that couldn’t even reach his knees, Jin GuangYao was the one who brought it over.



    Back then, he was only a few years old. He fought with the other children of Koi Tower, and didn’t feel satisfied even after he won, smashing everything in his room as he bawled his eyes out. None of the maids and servants dared approach him, afraid to be hit. 



    Grinning, the younger uncle of his snuck inside to ask, “A-Ling, what’s wrong?” He immediately smashed half a dozen vases beside Jin GuangYao’s feet. Jin GuangYao, “Uh-oh, how fierce. I’m so scared.” He shook his head as he left, pretending to be scared.



    The second day, Jin Ling refused to go outside or eat anything as he sulked. Jin GuangYao walked around right outside his room. With his back against the door, Jin Ling shouted to be left alone, and suddenly the bark of a puppy came from outside the door.



    He opened the door. Half-squatting, Jin GuangYao had in his arms a glistening-black puppy with round, wide eyes. He looked up and smiled, “I found this little thing but I don’t know what to call it. A-Ling, do you want to give it a name?”



    The smile was so kind, so genuine that Jin Ling couldn’t believe Jin GuangYao faked it. All of a sudden, tears fell from his eyes again.



    Jin Ling had always thought crying was a sign of weakness, treating such an act with contempt. Yet, apart from a flood of tears, there was no other way to release the pain and anger in his heart.



    He didn’t know why, but he felt like he couldn’t hate or blame anyone. Wei WuXian, Jin GuangYao, Wen Ning—every one of them should be responsible to some extent for the deaths of his parents, every one of them gave him a reason to loathe them with all he had. But it also seemed like every one of them gave him a reason that made him unable to do so. But if he didn’t hate him, whom could he hate? Did he deserve to lose both his parents when he was young? Was he not only able to seek revenge, but also unable to hate someone purely and entirely?



    He somehow didn’t want to let go. He felt wronged. He’d rather die together with them and end everything.



    Watching him cry soundlessly as he stared at the coffin, Sect Leader Yao asked, “Young Master Jin, why are you crying? For Jin GuangYao?”



    Seeing that Jin Ling said nothing, Sect Leader Yao spoke in a tone with which seniors often scolded juniors of their sect, “What are you crying for? Hold back your tears. Someone like your uncle doesn’t deserve anyone’s tears. Young Master, I mean no offense, but you can’t be so weak! This is the kindness of the fairer sex. You should know what’s right and what’s wrong, and straighten up your…”



    If this were at the time the leader of LanlingJin Sect was still the Chief Cultivator who led the entire world of cultivation, the sect leaders of other sects would never have had the guts to patronize the Jin Sect’s disciples no matter what. Right now, Jin GuangYao had died already. Nobody was able to uphold the LanlingJin Sect. Its name had also been pretty much ruined, and likely it wouldn’t be able to rise again in the future, thus some people dared. 



    Jin Ling had thousands of thoughts and feelings whirling around in his heart in the beginning. Hearing Sect Leader Yao’s comments, a fire surged into his heart. He roared, “So what if I want to cry?! Who are you? What are you? Won’t leave me alone even for crying?!”



    Sect Leader Yao didn’t expect to be shouted at either. He was a sect leader that had some fame as well. At once, his face darkened. Some others comforted him in low voices, “Let it go. Don’t bother with children.”



    He finally retracted the embarrassed anger, snorting coldly, “Of course. Hah, why bother with young brats who know nothing about what’s right and what’s wrong?”



    Lan QiRen watched as the coffin was hauled onto the cart. He turned around and was surprised, “Where is WangJi?”



    He’d just been planning to abduct Lan WangJi back to the Cloud Recesses and talk to him for a hundred and twenty days, and perhaps ground him again if it still didn’t work. Who knew he disappeared in the blink of an eye. He walked around a bit, raising his voice, “Where is WangJi?!”



    Lan JingYi, “Just now I said we brought Lil’ Apple and kept it right outside the temple. And HanGuang-Jun, along with… along with… went to greet Lil’ Apple.”



    Lan QiRen, “And then?”



    It was needless to say what happened afterwards. Not a sliver of Wei WuXian’s, Lan WangJi’s, and Wen Ning’s shadows remained outside the Guanyin temple.



    Lan QiRen watched Lan XiChen who followed behind him sluggishly, still absent-minded, and sighed forcefully before he left with a flip of his sleeves. 



    Lan JingYi looked around, yelling in surprise, “SiZhui? What happened? When did SiZhui disappear too?”



    When Jin Ling heard that Wei WuXian and Lan WangJi were gone, he rushed outside, almost tripping on the threshold of the Guanyin Temple. But no matter how anxious, he was no longer able to find their figures. Fairy giddly ran circles around him, wagging his tongue. 



    Jiang Cheng stood below a tall, straight tree within the Guanyin Temple. He glanced at him and spoke coldly, “Wipe your face.”



    Jin Ling rubbed his eyes roughly, wiping his face before running back, “Where are they?”



    Jiang Cheng, “Gone.”



    Jin Ling exclaimed, “You let them go just like that?”



    Jiang Cheng mocked, “Or else? Have them stay for dinner? Say thank you and sorry after the meal?”



    Jin Ling began to simmer, pointing at him, “No wonder he wanted to go. It’s all because of that attitude of yours! Why are you so annoying, Uncle?!”



    Hearing this, Jiang Cheng raised his hand with glaring eyes, scolding, “Is this how you talk to someone older than you? You asking to be beaten up?!”



    Jin Ling shrunk back. Fairy tucked in its tail as well. Yet Jiang Cheng’s slap never landed at the back of his head. Instead, it was retracted powerlessly.



    He spoke, irritated, “Shut up. Jin Ling. Shut up. We’re going back. Each to their own sect.”



    Jin Ling paused in surprise. After some hesitation, he shut up obediently. Head hanging, he walked a few steps beside Jiang Cheng before looking up again, “Uncle, you had something to say, didn’t you?”



    Jiang Cheng, “What? No.”



    Jin Ling, “Just now! I saw it. You wanted to say something to Wei WuXian, and then you didn’t.”



    After a moment of silence, Jiang Cheng shook his head, “There’s nothing to say.”



    What could he say?



    That, back then, I wasn’t caught by the Wen Sect because I wanted to go back to Lotus Pier to retrieve my parents’ corpses. That, at the town we passed on our way, when you were buying food, a group of Wen Sect cultivators caught up. That, I discovered them early and left where I sat, hiding at the corner of the street and didn’t get caught, but they were patrolling the streets and would soon run into you outside.



    That this was why I ran out and distracted them.



    But just like how the past Wei WuXian couldn’t tell him the truth of giving him his golden core, the current Jiang Cheng wasn’t able to say anything either.


    


   


  Chapter 111: WangXian — Part One 


  
 

 
    The sun hadn’t risen yet. It was still quiet over the streets. Wei WuXian and Lan WangJi walked together, hearing only the soft taps of the donkey’s hooves clicking on the ground.


    Sitting on the back of the donkey, Wei WuXian gave its buttocks a few pats. The pouch at its girdle was full and hard, filled with apples that were probably snacks from the Lan Sect’s juniors.


    Wei WuXian fished out an apple from inside and placed it near his mouth. Staring at Lan WangJi’s handsome face from the side, he gave it quite a loud crunch. Watching its apple be shamelessly stolen, Lil’ Apple was so furious that it flared its nostrils, slamming its hooves. Wei WuXian had no time to pay attention to it, giving it a few more slaps as he stuffed the unfinished apple into its mouth, “Lan Zhan, did you know? The one named SiSi seemed to have been a friend of Jin GuangYao’s mother’s.”


    Lan WangJi, “I did not.”


    Wei WuXian didn’t know if he should laugh, “I was only making a comment, not that I was really asking you. I saw it back at the Guanyin Temple, in Empathy with the ghoul woman. She looked after Jin GuangYao and his mother quite well.”


    With a moment of silence, Lan WangJi replied, “Thus, Jin GuangYao let the woman go.”


    Wei WuXian, “It should be the case. I was afraid ZeWu-Jun would go soft on him again, so I didn’t say everything. Even now I still don’t we should tell him.”


    Lan WangJi, “If he should ask in the future, I will let him know.”


    Wei WuXian, “Might as well.”


    He turned and glanced back, letting out a rare sigh, “I don’t want to care about any of those nasty things anymore. This is it.”


    Lan WangJi nodded and tightened Lil’ Apple’s reins. He continued to walk with it.


    Each could only deal with their own troubles. Even if Lan XiChen was his brother by birth, Lan WangJi couldn’t do anything to help him right now. Comfort was useless. It’d all be in vain.


    After a pause, Lan WangJi spoke, “Wei Ying.”


    Wei WuXian, “What?”


    Lan WangJi, “There is something I have never told you.”


    Wei WuXian somehow felt his heart skip a beat, “What is it?”


    Lan WangJi stopped and stared straight at him. Just as he was about to speak, from behind the two of them came a series of rushed footsteps. Wei WuXian, “Goodness, somebody’s already caught up with us?”


    Somebody had caught up indeed, but it was much better than expected. Lan SiZhui ran over, panting, “H-HanGuang-Jun, Senior Wei!”


    Wei WuXian propped his arm on the donkey’s head, “SiZhui-er, I’m eloping with HanGuang-Jun. Why are you here? Aren’t you scared Old Mr. Lan would scold you?”


    Lan SiZhui blushed, “Senior Wei, do not be like this. I-I came to ask a very important question!”


    Wei WuXian, “What is it?”


    Lan SiZhui, “I remembered a few things that I could not confirm, so… so I came to ask HanGuang-Jun and Senior Wei.”


    Lan WangJi glanced at him before he looked to Wen Ning. Wen Ning nodded. Wei WuXian, “What things?”


    Lan SiZhui puffed up his chest and drew in a deep breath. He began, “Claimed he had top-notch cooking skills, yet made dishes that were pungent both to the eye and to the stomach.”


    Wei WuXian, “Huh???”


    Lan SiZhui added, “Buried me in a field of carrots, saying I would grow taller quickly with water and sunlight, and maybe a few more children would sprout and play with me.”


    Wei WuXian, “…”


    Lan SiZhui continued, “Promised to treat HanGuang-Jun to a meal but ran off before paying, leaving HanGuang-Jun to pay again.”


    Wei WuXian widened his eyes. He almost couldn’t steady himself on the donkey’s back. He stammered, “You… You…”


    Lan SiZhui’s eyes were glued to Wei WuXian and Lan WangJi, “Maybe because I was too young, I cannot remember most of the things from back then. But, I am sure that… my surname used to be Wen.”


    Wei WuXian’s voice trembled, “Your surname was Wen? Isn’t it Lan? Lan SiZhui, Lan Yuan…” He murmured, “Lan Yuan… Wen Yuan?”


    Lan SiZhui nodded heavily. His voice was shaking as well, “Senior Wei, I… I am A-Yuan…”


    Wei WuXian hadn’t yet wrapped his mind around what was going on, still confused, “A-Yuan… Didn’t he die? He was left alone on Burial Mound back then…”


    Before he finished, Lan XiChen’s words echoed beside his ears, ‘They say those years were him reflecting on his mistakes, but in reality he was entirely bedridden. Even so, when he knew of your passing away, he still dragged such a body to Burial Mound to take one last look, no matter what…’


    He spun to look at Lan WangJi, “Lan Zhan, was it you?!”


    Lan WangJi, “Yes.” He gazed at Wei WuXian, “This was what I never told you.”


    For a long time, Wei WuXian couldn’t say anything.


    At least, Lan SiZhui couldn’t hold it any longer. With a loud cry, he leaped up. One hand around Wei WuXian and the other around Lan WangJi, he pulled the two into a tight embrace. Wei WuXian and Lan WangJi bumped into each other from the hug. Both of them were surprised.


    Lan SiZhui buried his head between their shoulders, “HanGuang-Jun, Senior Wei, I… I…”


    Hearing his muffled voice, Wei WuXian and Lan WangJi exchanged a look, only inches apart. They both saw something soft within each other’s eyes.


    Wei WuXian fixed his mood and put his hand on Lan SiZhui’s back, patting, “Enough, what are you crying for?”


    Lan SiZhui, “Not crying… Just… I suddenly feel so frustrated, but so happy as well… I do not know how to describe it…”


    After some silence, Lan WangJi laid his hand onto his back as well and patted. Lan WangJi, “There is no need to describe it then.”


    Wei WuXian, “That’s right.”


    Lan SiZhui didn’t say anything. He hugged them even tighter.


    Soon, Wei WuXian exclaimed, “Hey, hey, hey, why are your arms so strong? Definitely deserving of HanGuang-Jun’s teachings…”


    Lan WangJi glanced at him, “You taught him as well.”


    Wei WuXian, “No wonder he grew up so nicely.”


    Lan SiZhui, “Senior Wei never taught me anything.”


    Wei WuXian, “Who said I didn’t? You were just too young back then. You forgot everything I taught you.”


    Lan SiZhui, “I did not forget. Now I remember. I think you did teach me.”


    Wei WuXian, “Right?”


    Lan SiZhui had on a serious face, “You taught me how to disguise pornography as normal books.”


    Wei WuXian, “…”


    Lan Wangji glanced at Wei WuXian.


    Lan SiZhui added, “You also taught me that when pretty maidens walked by…”


    Wei WuXian, “Absolute nonsense. Why do you remember these things only? You must be dreaming. How could I teach these to young children?”


    Lan SiZhui looked up, “Uncle Ning can testify. He should also have been present when you taught me these things.”


    Wei WuXian, “Testify what? No such things happened.”


    Wen Ning, “I… I don’t remember anything…”


    Lan SiZhui swore, “HanGuang-Jun, every word of mine is true.”


    Lan WangJi nodded, “I know.”


    Wei WuXian threw a tantrum atop the donkey, “Ugh, Lan Zhan!” With another thought, he asked, “Speaking of it, How did you remember, SiZhui?”


    Lan SiZhui, “I do not understand either. Something just felt really familiar when I saw Chenqing.”


    As expected, it was Chenqing. Wei WuXian, “Oh, of course it’d feel familiar. You loved eating Chenqing back then. You always drooled on it and made it so that I couldn’t play it.”


    Lan SiZhui’s face flushed red at once, “R-Really…”


    Wei WuXian, “Yup, or else why did you remember everything the moment you saw it? You wanna listen to more stories of when you were young?” He made two butterflies with his hands, “HanGuang-Jun, do you remember the time I treated you to a meal, when he held a pair of butterflies and mumbled around, saying ‘I like you’, ‘I like you too’…”


    Lan SiZhui’s face grew even redder. Wei WuXian added, “Oh right, that time you even called HanGuang-Jun ‘Dad’ in front of everyone’s eyes. Poor HanGuang-Jun. What a pure, wholesome young man he was back then, yet he inexplicably became someone’s dad…”


    “Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhh!” Lan SiZHui yelled, blushing, “HanGuang-Jun, I apologize!”


    Lan WangJi looked at the grinning Wei WuXian and shook his head, his eyes gentle.


    Wei WuXian spoke again, “Right, Wen Ning, you knew about this?”


    Wen Ning nodded. Wei WuXian was shocked, “Then why didn’t you tell me?”


    Wen Ning gave Lan WangJi a glance, speaking carefully, “Young Master Lan didn’t say to tell you, so…”


    Wei WuXian was infuriated, “Why do you listen to him so much? You’re the Ghost General—why should the Ghost General be afraid of HanGuang-Jun? Doesn’t it make me lose face?”


    Lan SiZhui was still shouting, “HanGuang-Jun, I apologize!”


    …


    The four parted ways in a forest at the edge of Yunping City.


    Wen Ning, “Young Master, we’ll be going this way.”


    Wei WuXian, “Which way?”


    Wen Ning, “Didn’t you ask me what I wanted to do when everything ended? I’ve talked to A-Yuan about it. We’ll be going to Qishan first to bury the ashes of our people. I also wanted to look around there to see if I could find the things from when my sister was still alive, to build her a cenotaph.”


    Wei WuXian, “A cenotaph. I built one for you and her back on Burial Mound, but they were burned down. We can go to Qishan too.”


    He turned around to ask Lan WangJi, yet Wen Ning answered, “There’s no need.”


    Wei WuXian hesitated, “You won’t be going with us?”


    Lan SiZhui, “Senior Wei, you should go with HanGuang-Jun.”


    Wei WuXian was about to speak again when Wen Ning spoke again, “Really, it’s fine, Young Master Wei. You’ve done enough.”


    After a moment of silence, Wei WuXian asked, “Then what about after you’ve done these things?”


    Wen Ning, “Send A-Yuan back to the Cloud Recesses, and then I can take some time to think about what to do next. You can let me walk the rest of the way on my own.”


    Wei WuXian nodded slowly, “… I might as well.”


    It was the first time in all these years that Wen Ning made his own decision and stopped walking the same path he walked. Wei WuXian guessed that perhaps he had something he wanted to do out of his own will.


    It was what he hoped all this time. Each to their own path. But now that they day really came, watching Wen Ning and Lan SiZhui’s figures walk slowly, slowly away until they finally disappeared, he felt somewhat dejected.


    Lan WangJi was now the only one who stood by his side. Luckily, Lan WangJi was also the only one he wished to have by his side.


    Wei WuXian, “Lan Zhan.”


    Lan WangJi, “Mn.”


    Wei WuXian, “You taught him very well.”


    Lan WangJi, “There will come many instances for you to meet again.”


    Wei WuXian, “I know.”


    Lan WangJi, “After Wen Ning sends SiZhui back to the Cloud Recesses, he can settle down nearby. You will be able to see him often.”


    Wei WuXian looked at him, “Lan Zhan, you’re really scared of me telling you ‘thank you’, aren’t you? I suddenly remembered. Many of the times we parted ways in my past life, I said ‘thank you’ to you right before. And every time we separated, I worsened the next time we met.”


    The time they killed Wen Chao and Wen ZhuLiu at the courier station, the time they met each other through the flowers at the tower in Yunmeng, the time they parted at Yiling’s Burial Mound. Every time, he used the word to mark a clear line between him and Lan WangJi, stretching out the distance between them.


    With a long while of silence, Lan WangJi replied, “Between you and me, there is no need for ‘thank you’ and ‘sorry’.”


    Wei WuXian grinned, “Sure, then let’s talk more about some other things, like…”


    His voice lowered as he gestured with his hand for Lan WangJi to approach him, as if he was going to whisper something to him. Lan WangJi approached as expected. Yet, Wei WuXian reached out his right hand, lifted Lan WangJi’s chin, and bent down to press his lips onto Lan WangJi’s.


    Only after a long time did Wei WuXian part the tiniest bit. Eyelashes brushing against each other’s, he whispered, “How is it?”


    Lan WangJi, “…”


    Wei WuXian, “HanGuang-Jun, give me some reaction, won’t you?”


    Lan WangJi, “…”


    Wei WuXian, “You’re so cold. Right now, shouldn’t you be pinning me onto the ground…”


    Before he could finish, Lan WangJi wrapped his hand around his neck. With rough motions, he pressed Wei WuXian’s head down, and the two started kissing again.


    Lil’ Apple was flabbergasted. Even his apple-chewing mouth was left hanging. He was as frozen as donkey statue. Soon, Lil’ Apple was no longer able to hold up Wei WuXian. Lan WangJi held his back with his left hand and knees with his right. At once, he carried Wei WuXian off of the donkey.


    As he wished, Wei WuXian was pinned onto the ground and smooched for a long while. Suddenly, he exclaimed, “Wait, wait!”


    Lan WangJi, “What?”


    Wei WuXian squinted, “I suddenly have a feeling…”


    Woods, bushes, grass, forceful motions, intertwined tongues. It felt like deja vu. He thought for a while. It felt more familiar the more he thought about it. He concluded that he had to ask the question, and tried, “The hunt at Phoenix Mountain, the time I covered my eyes, Lan Zhan, you…?”


    He didn’t finish asking. Lan WangJi didn’t answer either, but his fingers twitched slightly. The moment Wei WuXian felt something was off about his expression, he propped his upper body up with his elbow and pressed his ear onto his chest. As expected, he heard thundering throbs.


    “…” Wei WuXian was shocked, “Oh, it was really you?!”


    Lan WangJi’s Adam’s Apple bobbed, “I…”


    Wei WuXian was astonished, “Lan Zhan, who could’ve known? You’d do such a thing?”


    Lan WangJi, “…”


    Wei WuXian, “You know, I’ve always thought some shy girl did it because she had a crush on me and didn’t dare say it.”


    Lan WangJi, “…”


    Wei WuXian, “You’ve had dirty thoughts about me ever since then?”


    “…” Lan WangJi’s voice sounded muffled, “I, back then, knew I was wrong. Very wrong.”


    Wei WuXian recalled how Lan WangJi broke a tree in half alone in the woods when he later found him, “That was why you were so mad?”


    Wei WuXian thought he was mad about someone else. He had no idea that Lan WangJi was mad at himself—mad that he acted upon his urges, that he couldn’t control himself, that he took advantage of another in a way that was neither righteous nor abiding by his sect rules.


    Seeing how low Lan WangJi’s head was buried, almost as if he was reflecting upon his mistakes again, Wei WuXian scratched his chin, “Alright, stop struggling so much. Well, I’m beyond happy that you kissed me so early. It was my first kiss, after all. Congratulations, HanGuang-Jun.”


    Lan WangJi suddenly looked at him, “First kiss?”


    Wei WuXian, “Yeah, or else what did you think?”


    Lan WangJi stared straight at him. Something strange glowed in his eyes. He started, “Then…”


    Wei WuXian, “Then what? Stopping in the middle of the sentence isn’t your style, Lan Zhan.”


    Lan WangJi, “Then, back then, why did you… did you…”


    Wei WuXian was confused, “Why what?”


    Lan WangJi’s lips moved, “… Why did you not resist?”


    Wei WuXian paused.


    Lan WangJi’s voice sounded muffled again, “You… clearly did not know whom the person was, so why did you not resist? And afterward, why did you tell me…”


    Tell him what?


    Wei WuXian finally remembered.


    Back when he ‘ran into’ Lan WangJi, he proudly showed off to him, saying things like he had lots of experience, like nobody would’ve dared kiss Lan WangJi and Lan WangJi definitely wouldn’t kiss someone else, even something like how he thought Lan WangJi would never give anyone his first kiss for the rest of his life…


    All of a sudden, he bent over and broke into roaring laughter.


    Wei WuXian pounded the ground, “Hahahahahahahahaha…”


    Lan WangJi, “…”


    Laughing, Wei WuXian hugged him and gave him a kiss, “With all that, back then you were really that angry because you thought I’d really kissed someone else, weren’t you? Are you an idiot, Lan Zhan?! You fucking believed all that nonsense! Only a lil’ fuddy-duddy like you would believe me hahahahahaha…”


    His laughter was too loud, too unbridled. Finally out of patience, Lan WangJi pressed him onto the ground. Abandoning Lil’ Apple on the spot, the two rolled behind a shrub.


    So soon after the storm, a few droplets of water still hung amid the grass, dampening Lan WangJi’s white robes. Regardless, the robes were stripped off by Wei WuXian right away. He breathed, “Don’t move.”


    The fresh scent of grass enveloped Wei WuXian’s neck and perfused within his lips, while on Lan WangJi, it was the cold fragrance of sandalwood. Wei WuXian kneeled between Lan WangJi’s legs and proceeded to kiss downward, starting from his forehead. In between his brows, the tip of his nose, both of his cheeks, his lips, his chin. His Adam’s apple, his collarbones, the center of his chest.


    He kissed down the rises and falls, seeming ever so devout.


    As he kissed the firm abdomen and ventured down, a few thin strands of hair slid off his shoulders and teased at the dangerous area along with his soft, thin breaths. Lan WangJi seemed like he couldn’t take it any longer. He reached to grab Wei WuXian’s shoulder, but Wei WuXian caught his wrist instead, “Don’t move, I told you already. I’ll do it.”


    He pulled off his hair tie to refasten his somewhat disheveled hair before bending down again. Lan WangJi realized what he wanted to do. With a slightly unsettled expression, he lowered his voice, “No.”


    Wei WuXian, “Yes.” He gently took Lan WangJi into his lips.


    Making sure to not bite Lan WangJi with his teeth, he carefully wrapped him inside his mouth. As he tried to swallow as deeply as possible, he felt a bit strained with it rubbing against his throat. Lan WangJi noticed his discomfort at once and reached out to push him away, worried that he was forcing himself, “Enough.”


    Wei WuXian moved his hand away and started to slowly suck on it.


    Lan WangJi, “You…”


    Soon he was no longer able to say anything.


    The number of pornographic collections that Wei WuXian had read ever since he was young could add up to fill a whole room in the GusuLan Sect’s Library Pavilion. As he was also quite a clever person, he used his lips and tongue according to what he’d seen and learned, diligently attending to the burning erection. With the most sensitive part of his body held inside warm, moist lips and treated with such effort, it was terribly tormenting just for Lan WangJi to control himself from doing some awful act of violence.


    Wei WuXian felt Lan WangJi’s breaths become faster. The fingers that gripped his shoulders tightened as well. Speeding up, just as his cheeks and his neck were starting to feel sore, he finally felt a warm stream pour into his throat.


    The fluid was thick and steaming, full of the strong odor of musk. As it suddenly hit the walls of his throat, Wei WuXian choked on it and immediately let the shaft out of his mouth. Lan WangJi patted on his back as he coughed, speaking in a surprisingly discomposed manner, “Spit it out, quick. Spit it out.”


    Wei WuXian covered his mouth with his hand and shook his head. A while later, he took his hand away and stuck out his tongue toward Lan WangJi, showing him the inside of his mouth, “I swallowed it.”


    The tip of his tongue was a bright red while his lips crimson, corners brimming with a speck of white and many traces of a smile. Lan WangJi stared at him blankly, unable to produce any words.


    He was one of the most disciplined cultivators, yet at the moment, his usually cold composure was completely crushed. Even the tips of his eyes and brows were tinted a soft shade of pink. With a few touches of color added, it made him seem as if he’d been bullied in some cruel way. Seeing his appearance, Wei WuXian was more than delighted. Stripped to the waist, he put his arms around Lan WangJi’s shoulders, kissing the corners of his lips and the lids of his eyes, “Good boy, don’t be scared. Next time, when it’s your turn to taste mine, you’ll need to perform as good as this, understood?”


    His lips were stained with Lan WangJi’s ejaculation. After the kiss, it dotted the corner of Lan WangJi’s lips as well. On top of his somewhat glazed expression, he seemed quite pitiful. Wei WuXian kissed him again, “Lan Zhan, I love you so much.”


    Lan WangJi turned to him slowly.


    Wei WuXian didn’t know if it was an illusion or not, but there seemed to be a layer of red over his eyes.


    Wei WuXian didn’t notice the forced, almost insufferable endurance in his gaze. He thought he hadn’t had enough yet, adding, “Let’s forever be like this from now on, yeah?”


    Suddenly, Lan WangJi flipped him over and forced him down onto the grass.


    In the instant, the two switched positions. As he felt Lan WangJi begin to bite all over his body, Wei WuXian pushed his head away with a grin, “There’s no need to hurry so much. I said next time you can…” With a sudden throb from below, he exclaimed with an ‘ah’, frowning slightly, “Lan Zhan, what did you put inside?”


    He could tell that it was someone’s slim finger, only asking out of convenience. Involuntarily, he drew his legs together, but the foreign sensation felt even stronger. The second finger went in as well.


    Wei WuXian had viewed quite the selection of pornography, but he hadn’t seen any on the topic of homosexuality. He never thought he had such interests or was curious about it, and thus he naturally thought that was all there was to the love-making between men—kissing, hugging, at most with hands or lips. As he was pressed onto the ground by Lan WangJi, being massaged finger by finger, he finally managed to realize that it wasn’t the case. On top of the slight pain, he found it somewhat surprising and perhaps funny as well.


    But at the addition of the third finger, Wei WuXian couldn’t laugh any longer.


    He was already feeling quite sore and uncomfortable, yet the three fingers were still quite a few sizes smaller than what he’d been swallowing. He interrupted, “Lan Zhan, Lan Zhan, uh, s-stop for a bit. Is it really alright like this? You sure you didn’t get it wrong? It’s here? I think it’s a bit…”


    But it seemed like Lan WangJi was no longer able to listen to Wei WuXian’s words, curtly muffling Wei WuXian’s mouth with his own. Sinking down, he thrust inside.


    Wei WuXian widened his eyes. His legs sprang up. The two lay flesh against flesh, their hearts and their breaths racing.


    Lan WangJi’s voice was hoarse, “… Sorry… I could not hold back.”


    Seeing his blood-shot eyes, clearly from holding himself back, Wei WuXian knew that it was all because of his teasing. He clenched his teeth, “Don’t hold back if you can’t… Then what should I do now?”


    Only out of desperation did Wei WuXian ask him of all people. Lan Wangji, “… Relax.”


    Wei WuXian murmured, “Okay, relax, relax…”


    He relaxed a bit, and Lan WangJi tried to push inside some more. Immediately, Wei WuXian couldn’t help but tense the muscles around his hips and abdomen.


    Lan WangJi, “… Does it hurt?”


    Arms clinging to him, Wei WuXian couldn’t help from shivering, holding back tears, “Yes, it’s my first time—of course it hurts.”


    With this, he felt Lan WangJi grow harder within his body.


    One could easily imagine what it’d feel like when the soft, fragile insides were forcefully invaded by a hard, foreign object. But the moment he thought of how Lan WangJi reacted to just those simple words of his, Wei WuXian burst out with a laugh again.


    As a man, he knew how uncomfortable Lan WangJi felt right now, stuck inside yet still constraining himself from forcing his way in. Wei WuXian felt his heart go soft. He took the initiative to draw his neck forwards, whispering by his ear, “Lan Zhan, my good Lan Zhan, Er-gege, I’ll tell you what to do. Kiss me right now. It won’t hurt if you kiss me…”


    A bright red flushed Lan WangJi’s fair earlobes.


    He spoke through much difficulty, “… S-Stop calling me like that.”


    Hearing that he even stammered a bit, Wei WuXian broke into laughter, “You don’t like it? Then I’ll call you something else. WangJi-didi*, Zhan-er, HanGuang, which one do you… Ahhhnmff!”


    TN: Younger brother.


    Biting his lips, Lan WangJi sent it all the way inside.


    All of Wei WuXian’s cry was sealed within his throat as he clutched tight onto Lan WangJi’s shoulders, brows knitted, tears seeping from his eyes. His legs wrapped stiffly around Lan WangJi’s waist, afraid to move. Mind finally clearing up a bit, Lan WangJi breathed in a few times, “Sorry.”


    Wei WuXian shook his head, forcing a smile, “You said before. Between you and me, there’s no need for this.”


    Carefully, Lan WangJi went to kiss him, his movements somewhat clumsy. Wei WuXian closed his eyes, opening his mouth to let him in deep. After a while of tongues twirling around, out of the blur he saw the brand mark below Lan WangJi’s collarbone.


    He put his hand there, covering up the scar. His smile had mostly faded, “Lan Zhan, tell me. Is this related to me as well?”


    With a moment of silence, Lan WangJi responded, “Nothing. I was drunk.”


    After he brought Wei WuXian back to Burial Hill after the massacre at Nightless City, what awaited him was three years of confinement. Yet in those days, he heard the news that what went around always came around, that one’s deeds would be paid no matter what—that the YiLing Patriarch finally died, both body and soul.


    His confinement hadn’t ended yet when he forced his way out of the Cloud Recesses and towards Yiling with that still-wounded body of his. He searched for many days atop the entire mountain. Apart from Wen Yuan, whom he fished out still from a half-burned tree hole, still unconscious due to a high fever, he could find nothing. Not even a piece of bone, a scrap of flesh, a single strand of a weak, dissipating soul.


    On the way back to the GusuLan Sect, Lan WangJi bought a jar of ‘Emperor’s Smile’ from Caiyi Town.


    The wine was fragrant. And mellow. It was clearly not of the pungent kind, yet his throat burned the moment it went down, on fire from his eyes all the way to his heart.


    He didn’t like the taste, but he felt he understood why that person liked it.


    That night was the first time Lan WangJi ever drank, as well as the first time he was inebriated. He had no memories of what he did when he was drunk. For a long time, all of the Lan Sect’s people, no matter disciple or cultivator, held disbelief in their eyes when they looked at him. Some said that night he broke through the storage room of the Cloud Recesses, ransacking the chests in search of who-knew-what. When Lan XiChen asked, he said he wanted a flute, his eyes lost.


    Lan XiChen gave him the finest flute made of white jade, yet he threw it away in fury, saying this wasn’t the one he wanted. He couldn’t find it no matter what, when all of a sudden, he saw the iron rods that had been sealed away after being confiscated from the QishanWen Sect.


    After he sobered up, a scar the same as the brand mark Wei WuXian received in the cave of the Xuanwu of Slaughter appeared over his chest as well.


    Lan QiRen seemed both upset and angered, but he never ended up scolding him for it.


    No matter reproach or punishment, he’d had more than enough.


    With a sigh, he no longer opposed Lan WangJi’s decision to keep Wen Yuan. Lan WangJi saluted him and went to receive his punishment, kneeling in silence at the Cloud Recesses for a day and a night.


    He drank the wine he drank, suffered the wounds he suffered.


    Until now, it’d been thirteen years since scab grew over this wound.


    Lan WangJi began to thrust, while Wei WuXian shut his eyes tightly, gasping to fix his breaths to Lan WangJi’s motions. When he was just getting used to the overwhelming object, Wei WuXian moved his hips involuntarily and a sudden bout of pleasure ripple from down below, crawling across his whole body through his spine.


    Wei WuXian immediately discovered how to enjoy such a position. He buried his hands inside Lan WangJi’s sweat-drenched hair, lifting the forehead ribbon as he grinned, his voice velvet, “… Does it feel good? Inside of me?”


    Lan WangJi bit down on his lower lip, answering question with even fiercer thrusts.


    Wei WuXian was fucked so hard sweat dripped down his back, glistening from top to bottom. Gasping, he rambled on, “Lan Zhan… You’re doomed. We’re still missing the last prostrate of the three. We haven’t even married yet. To do such a thing before we’re married—you know what it’s called? If your uncle knew he’d drown you in a pig cage*.”


    *TN: An Ancient Chinese torture method often used to punish people for sexual promiscuity. The person/people is put inside a cage made for pigs then sunken underwater, either just with the head above the water to keep them alive or drown them entirely. More often than not used as an idiom to warn people against such acts.


    Lan WangJi almost glowered as he forced a response, “… I have long since been so.”


    What followed was another deep plunge. Wei WuXian threw his head back in both pain and pleasure, exposing his defenseless throat. Lan WangJi bit down on it.


    The almost too intense pleasure made Wei WuXian’s mind go blank for a short while. Amid the haze, his first thought was, … Can’t believe it. Why the fuck didn’t I do this with Lan Zhan back when I was fifteen? I’ve really pissed away all my days, haven’t I?


    During such activities, Lan WangJi was definitely the ‘doer’—more action than talk and flirtation. After some daze, Wei WuXian regained his composure and began to ramble on about the dirtiest things, right beside Lan WangJi’s ear, “Second Young Master Lan, when did you start having feelings for me? If you liked me since such a long time ago, why didn’t you take me sooner? The back mountains of your Cloud Recesses would be quite a good location, wouldn’t it? When I snuck out to fool around alone, you should’ve tied me up and dragged me away, pinned me onto the grass like right now to do whatever you want to me… Ah… Go softer. It’s my first time. Be nicer to me…


    “Where was I? Let’s continue. You’re so strong, so I couldn’t have resisted. If I screamed, you could’ve silenced me. Or your Library Pavilion also would’ve been a great place, right in the middle of the scriptures scattered on the ground. We could’ve bought a few cut-sleeve booklets to compare and learn, any position at all… Brother! Brother! Er-gege! Spare me, spare me please. Fine, fine, I’ll stop talking. You’re too much, you’re way too much. I can’t take it, I really can’t, so don’t…”


    Lan WangJi couldn’t take his teasing at all. With the thrusts, Wei WuXian felt like everything inside him had been stirred together. He begged nicely, yet Lan WangJi went even harder. Having been held down for almost an hour without changing positions at all, Wei WuXian’s back and buttocks had been slammed numb. After the numbness came pain and itch, almost as though millions of ants crawled within his bone marrow.


    Now that he finally had a taste of the seed he’d sown, Wei WuXian pleased him with kisses and rambled on, lacking all pride, “Er-gege, do me a favor and spare me a last breath. We’ve got so much time on our hands. Let’s continue next time, let’s continue with you hanging me up, yeah? Spare this virgin today, won’t you? HanGuang-Jun is too strong and the YiLing Patriarch has lost miserably. They shall fight again next time!”


    Veins stood out from Lan WangJi’s forehead as he spoke with difficulty, a word at a time, “… If you truly want to stop… then… shut your mouth and stop talking…”


    Wei WuXian, “But I’ve got a mouth and mouths do nothing but talk! Lan Zhan, when I said I wanted to sleep with you every day, can you pretend like you didn’t hear it?”


    Lan WangJi, “No.”


    Wei WuXian felt his heart shatter, “How could you do this? You’ve never turned me down before.”


    Lan WangJi offered him a faint smile, “No.”


    Seeing the smile, Wei WuXian’s eyes lit up again, so ecstatic that he almost forgot where he was. But the next second, Wei WuXian was forced to cry from the fierce motions providing stark contrast to the smile that was like sunlight on snow. He gripped the grass with both hands, shouting hoarsely, “Then four days, how about once every four days? If not four days then three works too!”


    At last, Lan WangJi concluded with resonating determination, “Everyday means everyday.”


    
  


  Chapter 112: WangXian — Part Two


  
     


 
    Three months later, at Guangling.



    Over a mountain, a crowd of villagers holding torches and farm tools as weapons slowly surrounded a patch of woods on the mountain.



    There was a nameless graveyard atop the mountain, which hadn’t been peaceful for the past few months. Having been continuously haunted by ghosts, the villagers down the mountain couldn’t take it any longer and asked a few cultivators who were passing by to go up the mountain together and destroy the root of the hauntings.



    As dusk fell, the chirps of insects grew even clearer. Rustles now and then came from within the waist-high grass, as though some unknown creature lurked within, ready to attack. But when one parted the grass nervously, casting the torch light on it, it’d prove to be another false alarm.



    Holding swords, the cultivators led the villagers carefully across the grass and into the woods.



    Right inside the forest was the graveyard. The tombstones made of either stone or wood were partly falling and partly fallen. Dark, gloomy winds blew across the scene. Exchanging a look, the cultivators took out their talismans and prepared to start exorcising the spirits. Seeing their calm composure, a few of the villagers let out a sigh of relief, inferring that the situation shouldn’t be too difficult.



    But before the were relieved for long, they heard a loud slam. A badly mutilated corpse crashed into a pile of dirt before them.



    The villager closest to the pile of dirt shrieked, throwing his torch as he scrambled away. Immediately after, a second, a third, and a fourth bloody corpse had landed as well. Almost as if raining down from the sky, the corpses fell to the ground ceaselessly. Screams at once echoed throughout the woods. The cultivators had never seen such a situation before, but they remained unafraid despite the shock. The leader shouted, “Don’t run! Don’t panic! It’s only a few small ghosts…”



    Before he finished, as though his neck had been strangled, his voice was cut off.



    He saw a tree.



    A person sat on on the tree, dangling a slice of his black robes. A slim, black boot swung lightly back and forth, in a relaxed, almost amused way.



    Beside the person’s waist was a dark, gleaming flute, and below the flute hung a blood-red tassel, swishing slowly alongside his leg.



    The cultivators’ expressions changed at once.



    The villagers had originally been losing their minds. With the shout, just as they felt somewhat soothed, they saw the pale-faced cultivators and bolted at once, rushing out of the woods and down the mountain like a gust of wind. They abandoned the cultivators with the assumption that there must be some terrible creature atop the mountain that these cultivators couldn’t even manage. Within the blink of an eye, they scattered like a crowd of frightened animals. One of the villagers ran a bit slower, falling behind as he tripped on the ground, eating a mouthful of mud. He thought he was dead for sure, having ended up alone, but he suddenly saw a young man in white stand before him. His eyes immediately lit up.



    Hanging a sword at his waist, the man seemed like he was enveloped in a hazy light, almost heavenly amid the dark forest. He didn’t seem like the average person. The villager hurried to call for help, “Young Master! Young Master! Help me, there’s a ghost! H-H-Hurry and…”



    Before he finished, another corpse landed in front of him. The bleeding features stared straight into his eyes.



    Just as the villager was about to pass out from fear, the man said one word to him, “Go.”



    It was only a single word, but the villager felt a inexplicable sense of ease, almost as though he was saved from death. Strength suddenly gushed back into his body as he crawled up and fled without looking back.



    The man in white glanced at the corpses crawling in the woods, as if he didn’t know what to think of it. He looked up. The black-clothed person who’d been sitting atop the tree hopped off as well, instantly darting beside him and pinning him onto a tree. He whispered, “Huh, isn’t this the pure and noble HanGuang-Jun, Lan WangJi? What brings you to this territory?”



    Surrounded by corpses creeping on the ground, either cruel or confused or committed, the person propped one hand on the tree trunk. Lan WangJi was stuck in the space between his arm and the tree, expressionless.



    The person continued, “Since you’re making such a nice little home delivery, I’ll… Hey, hey, hey!”



    With a single hand, Lan WangJi had locked both his wrists.



    The tables turned. The one in black exclaimed, having been overpowered, “Good Heavens, HanGuang-Jun, you’re too powerful. I can’t believe it—this is shocking, this is unthinkable! You conquered me with only one hand and I can’t resist at all! What a scary man!”



    Lan WangJi, “…”



    His hands involuntarily tightened, and the other’s surprise turned into terror, “Ow, it’s so painful. Let me go, HanGuang-Jun. I won’t dare do such a thing ever again. Don’t seize me like this, and please don’t tie me up, or force me onto the ground…”



    Watching his words and actions become even more exaggerated, Lan WangJi’s eyebrow twitched. He finally interrupted him, “… Stop fooling around.”



    Wei WuXian was right in the middle of his plea, surprised, “Why? I haven’t finished begging for mercy yet.”



    “…” Lan WangJi, “You beg for mercy every day. Stop fooling around.”



    Wei WuXian drew nearer toward him, whispering, “Isn’t it what you wanted… Everyday means everyday.”



    His face was so close it seemed like he was going to kiss Lan WangJi, yet he refused to make direct contact. Their lips were near yet apart, separated by a mere paper’s width, as if an amorous but stubborn butterfly flitted around a prim petal, denying it a kiss. With the tease, Lan WangJi’s light eyes flickered. He moved slightly, as though he couldn’t hold back any longer and the petal was finally going to touch the butterfly’s wings out of its own will. Yet, Wei WuXian lifted his face all at once and dodged his lips.



    He raised a brow, “Call me Gege.”



    Lan WangJi, “…”



    Wei WuXian, “Call me Gege. I’ll let you kiss me if you do.”



    “…” Lan WangJi’s lips fluttered.



    He’d never used this soft, saccharine honorific to call anyone. Even when talking to Lan XiChen, he’d always used the proper ‘Brother’*. Wei WuXian coaxed, “Just let me hear you say it. I’ve said it to you so many times. We can do other things after we kiss, if you say it.”



    *TN: Gege and Xiongzhang—what LWJ uses—both mean Brother, although Gege is cuter and Xiongzhang is more formal.



    Even if Lan WangJi was almost going to say it, after this, he was still defeated by Wei WuXian and couldn’t open his mouth. After a long while, the only thing that came out was, “… Shameless!”



    Wei WuXian, “Aren’t you tired of holding me with one hand? It’s so inconvenient doing everything with just one hand left.”



    Regaining his composure, Lan WangJi asked in quite a polite manner, “Then what should I do?”



    Wei WuXian, “Let me teach you. Wouldn’t it be convenient if you take off your forehead ribbon and tie my hands up?”



    Lan WangJi looked quietly at the grinning face. He slowly took off his forehead ribbon and spread it out for Wei WuXian to see.



    And then, as swift as lightning, he tied a knot around the wrists and firmly positioned Wei WuXian’s troublemaking hands over his head before sinking into his neck. Right at this point, a shriek came from within the grass.



    The two parted at once. Lan WangJi put his hand on Bichen’s handle, but he didn’t unsheath it rashly, for the shriek just now was crisp and dainty, clearly that of a child. It’d be awful if they accidentally hurt an ordinary person. The waist-high grass rustled and the ripples of movement went farther and farther. It seemed like they snuck away. Wei WuXian and Lan WangJi followed for a few strides before a woman’s ecstatic voice came from below the hill, “MianMian, are you alright? How could you run around somewhere like this? Mommy was scared to death!”



    Wei WuXian paused, “MianMian?”



    He felt like the name sounded familiar. He had to have heard it somewhere before. A man’s voice scolded, “Told you not to run around on night-hunts, and you still rushed out all on your own. What should your mom and I do if you were eaten by a ghost?! … MianMian? What’s wrong? Why is she like this?” The last sentence was likely directed at the woman, “QingYang, come take a look. Did something happen to MianMian? Why is she like this? Did she see something that shouldn’t be seen up there?”



    … She indeed saw something… that shouldn’t be seen…



    Lan WangJi glanced at Wei WuXian, who returned the look with an innocent face, mouthing, “What a sin.”



    He clearly felt no guilt about having tarnished a child’s eyes. Lan WangJi shook his head. The two of them left the graveyard together and walked downhill. The three below looked at them with both shock and caution. The man and woman were husband and wife, both squatting on the ground, while standing in the middle was a young girl around ten years old, wearing looped pigtails. The woman was a young mother with fair features, wearing a sword at her waist. The moment she saw Wei WuXian, she unsheathed her sword, pointing it at him as she yelled, “Who is it?!”



    Wei WuXian, “No matter who I am, I’m a person after all, and not something else.”



    The woman wanted to speak again, but she saw Lan WangJi standing behind Wei WuXian. She immediately hesitated, “HanGuang-Jun?”



    Lan WangJi wasn’t wearing his forehead ribbon, so for an instant she couldn’t be sure. If not for just how unforgettable his face was, she might’ve hesitated just a bit longer. She turned her eyes back to Wei WuXian, a bit dazed, “T-Then you’re- you’re…”



    It was long since the news that the YiLing Patriarch returned to the living spread across the world. Whomever stood beside Lan WangJi right now had to be him, so he didn’t feel strange that he was recognized. Seeing that she seemed somewhat excited, along with the familiar face, Wei WuXian thought, Perhaps the madam knows me? Have I wronged her? Have I upset her? No, I never knew a maiden called QingYang… Ah, MianMian!



    Wei WuXian realized, “You’re MianMian?”



    The man stared, “Why are you calling my daughter’s name?”



    So it turned out that the little girl who ran around and accidentally saw them was MianMian’s daughter. Her name was MianMian as well. Wei WuXian found it quite amusing, There’s a big MianMian and a small MianMian.



    Lan WangJi nodded in salutation to the woman, “Maiden Luo.”



    The woman brushed the somewhat disheveled hair by her cheek behind her ear, returning the salute, “HanGuang-Jun.” She then looked to Wei WuXian, “Young Master Wei.”



    Wei WuXian grinned at the woman, “Maiden Luo. Oh, now I know what your name is.”



    Luo QingYang smiled shyly, like she suddenly recalled some old, embarrassing stories. She pulled the man up, “This is my husband.”



    Noticing that they held no malicious intent, the man softened visibly. After some chatter, Wei WuXian asked out of convenience, “Which sect do you belong to and which kind of cultivation do you practice?”



    The man answered frankly, “None of them.”



    Luo QingYang gazed at her husband, smiling, “My husband isn’t of the cultivating world. He used to be a merchant. But, he’s willing to go night-hunting with me…”



    It was both rare and admirable that an ordinary person, and a man at that, would be willing to give up his originally stable life and dare travel the world with his wife, unafraid of danger and wander. Wei WuXian couldn’t help feeling respect for him.



    He asked, “Did you come here to night-hunt as well?”



    Luo QingYang nodded, “Yes. I heard spirits are haunting a nameless graveyard on this mountain, disturbing the lives of the people here, so I came to see if there’s any way I could help. Have you two cleaned it up already?”



    If Wei WuXian and Lan WangJi had already dealt with it, further intervening would be needless. Yet, Wei WuXian said, “You were fooled by the villagers.”



    Luo QingYang paused, “How so?”



    Wei WuXian, “They told outsiders there were spirit hauntings, but in reality they themselves robbed the graves and messed with the bodies of the dead first, before they were faced with a counterattack from those who were buried.”



    Luo QingYang’s husband sounded confused, “Really? But even if it were a counterattack, they wouldn’t have taken so many lives, would they?”



    Wei WuXian and Lan WangJi exchanged a glance, “This was a lie too. No lives were lost. We looked it up. Only a few villagers who robbed the graves were bedridden for a while after being scared by the ghosts, and another broke his own leg when running away. Apart from these, there were no casualties. All those lives were made up for dramatic purposes.”



    Luo QingYang’s husband, “So this was what happened? That’s absolutely shameless!”



    Luo QingYang sighed, “Oh, these people…” She seemed as if she remembered something, shaking her head, “They’re the same everywhere.”



    Wei WuXian, “I scared them a bit earlier on. They probably won’t be robbing the graves again after this, so of course the spirits won’t disturb them either. It’s finished.”



    Luo QingYang, “But if they find other cultivators to forcefully suppress them…”



    Wei WuXian grinned, “I’ve shown my face.”



    Luo QingYang understood. If the YiLing Patriarch had shown his face, the cultivators would definitely spread the news after they saw him. The others would only think that he’d taken this place as his own territory. Which cultivator would have the guts to come over and provoke him?



    Luo QingYang smiled, “So this was the case. When I saw how scared MianMian was, I thought she ran into some spirit. If there was any discourteousness, please don’t mind.”



    Wei WuXian thought, No, no, no, I think we’re the more discourteous ones here. Yet on the surface, he spoke in all seriousness, “Of course not, of course not. Please also excuse us for scaring little MianMian.”



    Luo QingYang’s husband picked up his daughter. Sitting on her father’s arm, MianMian glared at Wei WuXian with puffed cheeks, clearly mad from the embarrassment but too ashamed to say it. She wore a light pink dress, with deep black eyes that looked like crystal grapes adorning her sweet, snowy face. Seeing this, Wei WuXian felt a strong urge to go squeeze her cheeks, but as her father was watching, he only pinched her dangling pigtail, grinning with a hand behind his back, “MianMian looks so much like you when you were young, Maiden Luo.”



    Lan WangJi glanced at him and said nothing. Luo QingYang broke into a smile, “Young Master Wei, don’t you feel guilty saying it? Do you really remember what I looked like when I was young?”



    The smiling face seemed to overlap with that of the young girl back then who wore the pink gauze robes. Wei WuXian didn’t feel the slightest bit of shame, “Of course I do! You weren’t so different from right now. Right, how old is she? I should give her some money to ward off evil spirits*.”



    *TN: The folklore of an old couple using money to ward off evil spirits from their child eventually led to the tradition of giving red envelopes of money to children on New Year’s Eve.



    Luo QingYang immediately declined with her husband, “It’s fine, it’s fine.”



    Wei WuXian laughed, “It’s not, it’s not. I’m not the one who’s paying anyways. Haha.”



    The couple paused in surprise. Before they knew what was going on, Lan WangJi had already put something into Wei WuXian’s hand. Wei WuXian took the heavy coins from his hand and insisted on giving them to MianMian. Seeing that she couldn’t decline it, Luo QingYang turned to her daughter, “MianMian, go thank HanGuang-Jun and Young Master Wei.”



    MianMian, “Thank you, HanGuang-Jun.”



    Wei WuXian, “MianMian, I was the one who gave them to you, wasn’t I? Why didn’t you thank me?”



    MianMian offered him a furious glare. No matter how much he teased her, she refused to talk to him as she looked down and tugged on a red string hanging around her neck, pulling out a delicate little perfume pouch. With much care, she put the money inside. Soon, the group had gone down the mountain, and Wei WuXian could only say goodbye to them with some regret, continuing on another path alongside Lan WangJi.



    After their silhouettes disappeared, Luo QingYang lectured her daughter, “MianMian. You were so impolite. That was someone who saved your mother’s life.”



    Her husband was shocked, “Really?! MianMian, you heard her? Look at how impolite you were!”



    MianMian mumbled, “I… I don’t like him.”



    Luo QingYang, “If you really didn’t like him, you would’ve thrown away the money a long time ago.”



    MianMian buried her small, ruddy face against her father’s chest, whining, “He did bad things!”



    Luo QingYang didn’t know whether to laugh or not. Just as she was about to speak, her husband mused, “QingYang, I heard you mention this HanGuang-Jun before. I remember he was an important person from a prominent sect. Why would he appear at such a small place and hunt such small prey?”



    Luo QingYang explained to her husband patiently, “This HanGuang-Jun is different from the other famous cultivators. He always appears wherever the chaos is. As long as there’s a haunting, no matter the level of the night-hunt’s target or if he’d receive credit, he’d always provide assistance.”



    Her husband nodded, “What a true cultivator.” He continued to ask, both anxious and confused, “Then what about that Young Master Wei? You said he saved your life, but I don’t think I’ve ever heard you mention such a person? Has your life ever been in danger?!”



    Luo QingYang took over MianMian, an unusual gleam in her eyes. She smiled, “That Young Master Wei…”



    On the other path, Wei WuXian spoke to Lan WangJi, “Can’t believe the little girl from back then already has a daughter who’s a little girl as well!”



    Lan WangJi, “Mn.”



    Wei WuXian, “But this isn’t fair. Back then she should’ve seen that you were the one doing bad things to me. Why does she find me more disagreeable?” Before Lan WangJi answered, Wei WuXian spun in a circle and faced Lan WangJi, walking backwards as he continued, “Oh, I know. She definitely likes me in secret. Just like a certain somebody from back then.”



    Lan WangJi brushed the nonexistent dust from his sleeve, his voice cool, “Please give me back my forehead ribbon, Wei YuanDao*.”



    *TN: To those who don’t remember, the poem goes “mian mian si yuan dao”, which translates roughly into “the ceaseless bounds of grass yearn for miles and miles on”. WWX tells her his name is YuanDao, since then it’d mean MianMian yearns for him. 



    Hearing the unfamiliar name, Wei WuXian only understood after a moment of thought. He clicked his tongue, laughing, “Hey, Second Young Master Lan, you’re drinking vinegar*, aren’t you?”



    *TN: Drinking vinegar is an idiom for being jealous in Chinese. It’s just a really accurate metaphor so I thought I’d keep it the way it is.



    Lan WangJi looked down. Wei WuXian stopped in front of him, one arm around his waist and the other lifting his chin, face serious, “Tell me the truth. How long have you been drinking from this bottle for? How have you hidden it so well? I couldn’t smell a single trace of the vinegar.”



    As usual, Lan WangJi cooperated and raised his chin, only to feel a certain naughty hand slide to his chest. As he looked down, however, Wei WuXian’s hand had left already, holding a particular object. He feigned surprise, “What’s this?”



    It was Lan WangJi’s money pouch.



    Wei WuXian spun the delicate little pouch in his right hand as he pointed at it with his left, “HanGuang-Jun, oh, HanGuang-Jun, to take without asking is to steal. What did they call you back then? Heir of a prominent sect? Leading all disciples by example? What a disciple, who drinks strong vinegar in secret and stole the perfume pouch a little girl gave me to make it his own money pouch. No wonder I couldn’t find it wherever I looked, after I woke up. If the perfume pouch hanging at little MianMian’s chest weren’t the exact same as this one, I wouldn’t even have remembered. Just look at you, tsk tsk. Tell me. How did you take it from me when I was unconscious? How long did you spend taking it?”



    Tiny ripples flashed across Lan WangJi’s face as he reached out to grab it. Wei WuXian tossed the money pouch, avoiding his hands as he stepped back, “Grabbing it by force since you can’t argue against me? Why the embarrassment? Getting embarrassed by something like this—I finally know why I’m so shameless. We’re really destined to be together. It’s definitely because all my shame is left in your care so that you can store it for me.”



    Soft pink tinted Lan WangJi’s earlobe, but his face was still tight. His hands were quick, but Wei WuXian’s feet were quicker, refusing to let him have it, “In the past, you wanted to give me your money pouch yourself. Why won’t you give it to me now? Just look at you. You not only stealing in secret, but you’re also having an affair in secret.”



    Lan WangJi plunged over and finally caught him, holding him tight in his arms as he protested, “We have prostrated thrice, so we already are… husband and wife. It does not count as an affair.”



    Wei WuXian, “You can’t keep on forcing me like you’ve done, even between husband and wife! You always make me beg you, and you never stop even if I do. Now that you’ve become this, all of the GusuLan Sect’s ancestors must be furious…”



    Unable to take it any longer, Lan WangJi finally muffled his mouth with his own.


  


  Chapter 113: WangXian — Part Three


  
 

    

    


    The day after they met Luo QingYang and her husband, the two arrived at a small town in Guangling.



    Wei WuXian put his hand above his brows, peering at the flapping flags promising good wine, “Let’s take a rest over there.”



    Lan WangJi nodded, and the two walked over, side-by-side.



    After the night at Yunmeng’s Guanyin Temple, Wei WuXian and Lan WangJi roamed around night-hunting along with Lil’ Apple, being ‘wherever the chaos was’ as before. They’d visit wherever they heard was haunted by the creatures of the dark and deal with the disturbances, touring the region and getting to know the local customs while they were at it. Three months passed as such, with blissful freedom and no regard to matters of the cultivation world.



    They went in the wine shop and sat down at a table in a plain little corner. A servant in the shop approached them. Seeing their appearance and bearing, along with the sword at Lan WangJi’s waist and the flute at Wei WuXian’s, he couldn’t help but connect them with the two figures whose stories had been spread far and wide these days. But after he scrutinized them for quite a while, he still couldn’t be sure, seeing that the white-clothed customer wasn’t wearing the GusuLan Sect’s forehead ribbon.



    Wei WuXian asked for wine, and Lan WangJi ordered a few plates. Wei WuXian listened to his deep voice state the names of the dishes, with one hand propping up his cheek and another underneath the table, fingers wrapped around a snowy white ribbon. He had a big grin on his face. Only after the servant was gone did he begin, “So many of them are spicy. Can you eat them?”



    Lan WangJi picked up a teacup from the table and took a sip, his voice calm, “Sit properly.”



    Wei WuXian, “There’s no tea in the cup.”



    “…” Lan WangJi filled the teacup and took it to his lips again. A while later, he repeated, “… Sit properly?”



    Wei WuXian, “I’m still not sitting properly? It’s not like I’m putting my legs on the table like before.”



    After a moment of endurance, Lan WangJi spoke, “Do not put them elsewhere either.”



    Wei WuXian’s expression looked confused, “Where did I put them?”



    Lan WangJi, “…”



    Wei WuXian, “You’ve got so many demands, Second Young Master Lan. How about you tell me how to do it?”



    Lan WangJi put down the teacup and glanced at him. Smoothing out his sleeves, just as he was about to stand up and teach him properly, roars of laughter suddenly exploded from the table in the center.



    One of the few sitting at the table gloated, “I knew Jin GuangYao had to plummet sooner or later with the things he did! I’ve been waiting for this day for so long, and now he’s finally exposed, hah! One’s deeds will be paid, one way or another—what goes around always comes around!”



    Hearing this, Wei WuXian felt quite reminiscent. Both the tone and content of the criticism felt quite familiar, and only the target was changed. He couldn’t help but pay attention. Another cultivator picked up his chopsticks and pointed, “As expected, there’s no fault in those past sayings! Of the ones above, the cleaner they looked, the dirtier they were behind their backs!”



    “That’s right. There’s not a single good one. No matter what ‘venerated gentlemen’ they are, is there a single one of them who’s not wearing a second outer skin?”



    Drinking large gulps of wine and swallowing large chunks of meat, another person spat, “Speaking of it, that SiSi used to be quite the well-known prostitute back in the days. With how old she is, I couldn’t even recognize her. What a fucking hag. It was quite the torturous death for Jin GuangShan too, hahahahaha…”



    “Props to Jin GuangYao for thinking of such a way to kill his dad. A perfect match. Absolutely perfect!”



    “It’s quite a mystery—why didn’t Jin GuangYao kill that old prostitute? Witnesses should be silenced. Is he an idiot?”



    “Why should he be an idiot? He’s the seed of Jin GuangShan, after all. Maybe he’s a lover of affairs too. Maybe he’s got special tastes and has… haha, an unspeakable relationship with SiSi?”



    “Hah, I think so too, but don’t the stories say? Because he engaged in incest with his sister-by-blood, Jin GuangYao was so shocked he somehow fell ill in an unspeakable way, so even if he wanted to, he couldn’t, hahaha…”



    These stories and rumors were indeed familiar. Wei WuXian recalled how back then countless people told stories of him kidnapping a thousand virgins to his demonic cave at Burial Mound, ravishing them day and night to cultivate the dark path. He found it somewhat funny, Fine. No matter what, the things they said about me were definitely better than what they’re saying about Jin GuangYao.



    The conversation grew in an even more revolting direction. Lan WangJi began to frown as well. Fortunately, the more normal people on the table could also no longer take it. One of them whispered, “Quiet down a bit… It’s not music to the ears or anything.”



    The laughing few couldn’t care less, “What’s there to be scared of? Nobody knows us here.”



    “That’s right! And what if someone heard it? Do they really have so many fucks to give?”



    “You think the LanlingJin Sect right now is same as before? Could they really shut anyone up? Could they really play the tyrant again? You don’t wanna hear it? Then suck it up!”



    Someone switched the subject, “Enough, enough. Why talk about these things? Eat up, eat up No matter how powerful that Jin GuangYao used to be, right now he could be stuck in a coffin brawling with Nie MingJue.”



    “I don’t think so. They loathe each other to the core, after all. I bet his bones have already been torn apart by Nie MingJue.”



    “Indeed! I went to the sealing ceremony. The resentful energy in that coffin was so strong that no life grew within five hundred feet of it. I’m doubting it, really—could the coffin really seal them for a hundred years?”



    “No matter what, it’s none of your business. It’s all a matter of those few sects. Anyways, the LanlingJin Sect is over now. The skies have completely changed, haven’t they?”



    “Still, during the ceremony, ZeWu-Jun looked absolutely terrible.”



    “What would you expect? In the coffin were his two sworn brothers, while his sect’s juniors kept on running around with a fierce corpse—they even need its assistance on night-hunts! No wonder he’s in secluded cultivation so often. If Lan WangJi still doesn’t go back, I bet Lan QiRen’s gonna start cursing…”



    Lan WangJi, “…”



    Wei WuXian into laughter. 



    The discussion continued, “Speaking of it, the ceremony impressed me indeed. Nie HuaiSang did quite a good job, didn’t he? When he volunteered in the first place, I thought he was definitely gonna mess things up. He’s the head-shaker, after all.”



    “Me too! Who would’ve known he hosted it no worse than Lan QiRen did?”



    Hearing their astonishment, Wei WuXian commented in silence, What’s so special about this? After all, in the next few decades, perhaps this leader of the QingheNie Sect’s would gradually begin to show his edges, bringing the world even more surprises.



    Both the food and the wine had arrived. Wei WuXian filled a cup to the brim and downed it slowly.



    Suddenly, he heard a young man’s voice, “Then is the Tiger Seal really inside the coffin?”



    A cloud of silence fell over the wine shop. A moment later, someone answered, “Who knows? Perhaps. What could Jin GuangYao have done with the Tiger Seal except for carrying it on him?”



    “But there’s no way of telling. Didn’t they say the Seal’s become just a piece of scrap iron? There’s no use for it anymore.”



    The boy sat alone at a table, holding a sword in his arms, “Is the coffin really firm enough? What would happen if someone wants to see if the Tiger Seal is inside or not?”



    Immediately, someone raised his voice, “Who’d dare?”



    “The QingheNie Sect, the GusuLan Sect, and the YunmengJiang Sect all sent people to guard the cemetery. Who in the world would have the guts to do it?”



    Everyone expressed their agreement. The boy didn’t speak up again. He took the teacup from his table and sipped, as though he gave up on his idea. Yet, his eyes hadn’t changed at all.



    Wei WuXian had seen those types of eyes on many faces. And he knew that this definitely wouldn’t be the last time he saw them.



    After they left the shop, Wei WuXian still sat on Lil’ Apple while Lan WangJi held the reins in front.



    Swaying left and right atop the donkey, Wei WuXian took the flute from his waist and placed it by his lips. The limpid notes flew across the sky like birds. Lan WangJi halted and listened quietly.



    It was the song he sang for Wei WuXian when they were stuck in the Xuanwu cave. It was also the song that Wei WuXian just so happened to have played at Dafan Mountain, the song that enabled Lan WangJi to confirm his identity.



    When he finished, Wei WuXian winked his left eye towards Lan WangJi, “How was it? Beautiful, huh?”



    Lan WangJi slowly nodded, “For once.”



    Wei WuXian knew that ‘for once’ referred to how his memory was good for once. He couldn’t help but smile, “Don’t always be so angry about it. It was my fault in the past, alright? Besides, my terrible memory should be accredited to my mom.”



    Wei WuXian propped his arm on Lil’ Apple’s head, spinning Chenqing in his hand, “My mom said you have to remember the things others do for you, not the things you do for others. Only when people don’t hold so much in their hearts would they finally feel free.”



    This was one of the only things he remembered about his parents.



    After his thoughts wandered for a bit, Wei WuXian pulled them back together again. Seeing how devoted Lan WangJi’s gaze was, he continued, “My mom also said…”



    Hearing how he refused to continue, Lan WangJi asked, “Said what?”



    Wei WuXian curled his finger at him, his expression solemn. Lan Wang walked closer. Wei WuXian bent down and spoke beside his ears, “… that you’re mine now.” The tip of Lan WangJi’s brows twitched. Just as his lips were about to part, Wei WuXian interrupted, “Shameless, impudent, frivolous, ridiculous, spouting nonsense again—right? Alright, I’ve said it for you. Back and forth it’s always the same words. You really haven’t changed at all. I’m also yours. We’re even, yeah?”



    With words, Lan WangJi could never beat Wei WuXian. His voice was cool, “If you say so.”



    Wei WuXian tugged the donkey’s reins, “But really, I’ve come up with almost ten names for this song. And there’s not a single one of them you like?”



    Lan WangJi stated firmly, “No.”



    Wei WuXian, “Why not? I think it’d be great if it’s called Love Song of Lan Zhan and Wei Ying.”



    Lan WangJi said nothing. Wei WuXian blathered on, “Or Everyday Song of HanGuang and YiLing also sounds great. You just know it’s got a story behind it…”



    Lan WangJi seemed like he didn’t want to hear another name, “There is.”



    Wei WuXian, “There is what?”



    Lan WangJi, “A name.”



    Wei WuXian was surprised, “There is? Then you should’ve said its name earlier. Why didn’t you tell me for so long? You made me try for so long to come up with a name, wasting my wisdom.”



    After a moment of silence, Lan WangJi answered, “WangXian.”



    Wei WuXian, “Huh?”



    Lan WangJi, “The song is named WangXian.”



    Wei WuXian widened his eyes.



    Soon, he exploded into laughter, “Hahahahahahahahahaha, no wonder you never told me. So you gave it a name like this all on your own. The reason behind it is just so obvious. Good for you, Lan Zhan! When did you come up with it? Hahahahahahahahahaha…”



    Lan WangJi seemed like he’d long since expected Wei WuXian to react like this. Watching him convulse in laughter on Lil’ Apple’s back, he could only softly shake his head. His expression seemed to be of surrender, yet a light curve had already bloomed soundlessly at the corners of his lips. Something hazy drifted through his eyes as well.



    He raised his arm to hold Wei WuXian’s waist so that he didn’t plunge from the donkey’s back. When he finally laughed enough, Wei WuXian spoke in all seriousness, “WangXian, good, wonderful! I like it. Yes, that’s what it should be called.”



    Lan WangJi was expressionless, “I like it too.”



    Wei WuXian, “It sounds very righteous, very GusuLan-esque. In my opinion it should be straight-up recorded into the song collections and made a required piece for all of the GusuLan Sect’s disciples to study. If they ask, HanGuangJun, how should we interpret the name of the song? You can then tell them how the song came to be.”



    Listening to his nonsense, Lan WangJi only grasped the reins of Lil’ Donkey with Wei WuXian on it and clenched the thin rope in his palm, continuing on their way. Wei WuXian was still talking, “Where are we going next? I haven’t had Emperor’s Smile in a long time. How about we go back to Gusu and first play around for a bit in Caiyi Town?”



    Lan WangJi, “Sure.”



    Wei WuXian, “It’s been so many years. The waterborn abyss there should be completely cleaned up, right? If your uncle can bear looking at me, then hide me along with those jars of wine in your room; if he can’t, then let’s go tour some other place. I heard SiZhui and the others are having loads of fun night-hunting with Wen Ning.



    Lan WangJi, “Mn.”



    Wei WuXian, “But I heard there’s a renewed version of the GusuLan Sect’s rules? Hey, is there even more room on that Wall of Rules in front of the mountain to your sect…”



    A gentle breeze came, and both their robes rippled like spring water. 



    Facing the wind, Wei WuXian squinted at Lan WangJi’s silhouette. As he criss-crossed his legs, he shockingly found that he could somehow manage to balance himself in such an odd position on the back of Lil’ Apple.



    It was only something trivial, yet he looked as if he just discovered a new and interesting occurrence. He couldn’t hold himself back from sharing this with Lan WangJi, calling, “Lan Zhan, look at me, look at me now!”



    Just like before, Wei WuXian called his name with a grin, and he looked over as well.



    From then on, he could never move his eyes away again.


    


    ---



     

    TN: this is the end to the main story of GDC, there are still some extras we will translate. The “last” chapter will be Chapter 127.

  


  Chapter 113.5: Author's Postscripts


  
 
    New Version


    Finally finished editing.


    Having finally completed such an important task after such a long time, I should’ve screamed my message across three times with one exclamation mark after each word. Still, I said it this plainly.


    The first version had 520k words in its main story, and the edited version 570k. To me, it was a huge undertaking. Both the writing and the editing took a couple of months. I can’t say which one was harder or which one I struggled with more, but with both there was bliss amidst the pain.


    During the serialization, because of reality’s pressure on top of the rush in one update per day, I had to hurry across many places I originally wanted to expand upon. There were also many details and problems with logic I didn’t have time to go through. Now, I’ve finally written to my contentment, having added the plot and rivalry scene I wanted. For example: the uncontrollable kiss that happened at the hunt competition in WWX’s past life was one I skipped because during the serialization I didn’t have the energy to slowly think through how such a large-scale competition/recruitment fair would work; the path of how NMJ and JGY turned from friends to enemies; LWJ following WWX to Burial Mound and the battle of the blood corpses at Burial Mound in WWX’s present life were ones I skipped because I didn’t have the patience to write fight scenes; acknowledging SiZhui’s background was simply one I forgot…


    The areas where I got lazy were filled up one by one during the editing process. In summary, the new version that came the edits is in my heart closer to this story’s original form. In other words, to me, this one right now is the ‘original’ MDZS.


    I know too many people have read the old version and that some impressions were too deeply rooted for all of its effects to be removed without difficulty, as well as that there’d definitely be many voices of doubt. But I’ve heard my fair share of voices of doubt back when MDZS was serializing. They were there the whole way. I know there are lots of things that can’t satisfy everyone, so I chose to satisfy myself. When I look back at this story, at least I’ve written everything I wanted to write, and there wouldn’t be too many regrets.


    Apparently when writing summaries and postscripts one has to reminisce the past times, so I’ll be reminiscing a bit as well. When I started to work out the outline of this story was the last year of university. Every night over at the field, I’d take a stroll listening to music, worrying about the goddamn graduation thesis as I uncontrollably made things up in my head.


    What first drove me to write such a story seemed to be a blurry scene that appeared in my head: in a forest surrounded by rain and darkness, a person in black with a pale complexion and blood on his face snapped in half something in his hand, his expression cold. It was either a flute or an arrow.


    I don’t remember how this scene appeared either. There was no logic to support it. I neither knew whom the person was nor why he had such an expression on his face, but I was indeed touched by an inexplicable feeling. And then I suddenly grew interested. I began to think what kind of person he’d be, what kind of journeys he would’ve come through, trying hard to create detailed, logically-complete plots for him, transform everything into words, and then attempt to touch others.


    First there was an emotion, then a character, and at last a story. In the process of transformation, expression, and conveyance, the energy would naturally be shifted and lost. But with my current self, I’ve tried my best.


    Anyways, there are many things I’d need to fumble and learn.


    Thinking and writing about scenes with chemistry or conflict (also known as flirting and fighting) were beyond wonderful experiences. The former were like smuggling Emperor’s Smile, copying scriptures sitting across each other when they were young, Caiyi Town (yes I adore every single scene from when they were students), getting all touchy-bitey in the Xuanwu cave, as well as scenes of Forceful President HanGuang-Jun and His Mad Yet Passionate Runaway Wife (???), and so on. The latter were like Madam Yu against Wang LingJiao, Yi City’s candidates doing the you-stab-me-and-I-stab-him, Jiang Cheng attacking WangXian at the ancestral hall in Lotus Pier for being shameless gays (hey!), and so on…


    All these were the biggest joys the MDZS story has brought me. They’re joys no other thing could ever compare to.


    To me, MDZS was definitely an especially important story. At first, I had no idea that so many people would come across this story. Because of it, I experienced many unthinkable things and got to know many great people. It was a rollercoaster of emotions both inside and outside the story. There was a time when I seemed like I came right out of an asylum. Because it was an experimental work, it had too many immature sections. In some places, no matter how hard I try to change things, the framework was already set and it was very difficult for me to edit it until I was completely satisfied. But looking back on it now, it was another footprint of my growth.


    But I really don’t want to write or edit it again. Not only does it not correspond with how online novels are read, it also brings me a second round of torture… So from now on, I’ll complete the draft and publish it after all edits.


    During the first period of serialization when I tried to get used to things, I wrote with quite a lot of choppiness and caution, but the more I wrote, the deeper connections I felt with the characters of the story. While serializing and editing I felt tired to death, wondering why haven’t I finished yet, but after I really finished, typing the Enter key a couple of times at the end of the Word document and writing ‘The End’, I instead felt rather unwilling to part.


    Even though I knew it was only the end of the main story and there’d be extras to come, I still didn’t want to part with it.


    The day the main story was completed, in feigned culture, I originally decided to end with a line from a poem. The line was “the melody ceases and none is to be seen; the river streams beneath columns of mountains green”*. But in the end, I never ended up using it, probably because even though the poem was beautiful, sophisticated, and very meaningful, it wasn’t the ending I hoped for. It was too lonely, too melancholy.


    *TN: Translated with reference to unknown translation “The song is ended, no one is to be seen. On the river the mountain peaks are so blue!” from dict.cn.


    And what I hoped for was “on and on the WangXian melody drifts; the song ceases yet the figures persist”.


    The clamour will take its exit, while you and I will persist.


    —Mo Xiang Tong Xiu 2016.08.12


    Old Version


    Finally finished writing…


    This is my second long series as well as my second original danmei. During the serialization process, there have been many ups and downs. After the last chapter, I do feel a sense of being freed from suffering, but when I saw the page that recorded my outline finally be blank after deleting it bit by bit, I also feel somewhat unwilling to part with it.


    After I finished Scum Villain, I’d been mulling over this story for half a year. This is the first time I challenged a story with a greater number of characters and more complex relationships. I spent a long time writing the outline, always feeling unsatisfied with it and changing things here and there. In the end, I really couldn’t drag things on anymore, and grit my teeth and published it. The first few chapters were fairly rushed, and my drafts were intermittent as well. The longest draft was the part where they killed that turtle, with seven thousand words. The rest were mainly raw updates without any drafts. It was all thanks to Mr. Outline that I could keep up with daily updates for a while. But after all, the outline wasn’t detailed enough. There were still times when I felt so stuck I could ram my head and hands into the wall.


    Nice details and interactions need to be perfected by time and energy, and time and energy were exactly what frequent updates lacked. During the serialization, it wasn’t that I couldn’t see the many problems, but rather that I knew, yet I couldn’t pay attention to them and could only force my way forward. And so… after a period of rest, I’ll make heavy edits on the entire story, enriching the details, adding plot elements, changing places that didn’t logically make sense, editing sentences. At around May or June, I’ll replace the old version on JJWXC altogether. If any readers would like to come back and revisit it, they’d probably find many Easter eggs in the edited version XD.


    The following includes some of my thoughts during the writing process.


    First, on the fantasy setting:


    One good thing about fantasy stories is that you don’t have to be too historically correct and you can make changes to certain customs however you want. The conventions in this story are mainly from the Wei, Jin, Southern and Northern Dynasties as well as the Tang Dynasty. Chairs were rare. To ‘sit’ usually means to sit on one’s knees. The ceremonial clothes were mostly the Tang cap and the round-collar robe. However, chilli peppers and apples appeared even though they only happened in the Ming Dynasty. The hip-and-gable roof on the buildings were named in the Qing Dynasty. The vocabulary and poem allusions were even more examples of time-travelling. And the age at which one was given a courtesy name was lowered to fifteen. Anyhow, the author pretty much massaged together all of the Ancient China elements she liked and brewed them in a pot. There’s no accuracy at all. So whatever. Just read about the characters and the story.


    But there’s just one thing. People from the past really did call their mothers ‘Mom’.


    Second, on character:


    Both WWX and LWJ are highly ideal characters, so there wouldn’t be too much dispute on their moral standing. They’re perfect as the protagonists. Of course, I do like WWX a lot, but if I’m looking for a boyfriend, sorry, I’ll only have LWJ please.


    All of their character elements were created in binary opposition. The bold and the principled, the concealed yearning and the flaunting coquetry, the red rose and the white rose, the cold, dignified one and the devilish, untamed one… The more different they were, the better. Still, their core was the same. Which usually means their outlook on life is the same? In any case, this isn’t the point. The point is that I love the chemistry between them!


    The characters Xiao XingChen and Xue Yang are pretty much old friends of mine. In high school, every evening self-studying session* I’d pay no attention to studying, sneakily writing things down on a notebook. That was when I settled on their names and overall personalities. But back then, there wasn’t a full plot or any context. There were only a few fragments of their interactions, some of which I directly put into the story, such as drawing sticks to determine who to purchase the vegetables. To have characters and pieces of dialogue that previously only existed in my head be seen by everyone and discussed so fervently is a curious feeling indeed.


    *TN: In China, a day in class may last for quite a long time. Apart from class, there are also morning and evening self-studying sessions where you have to remain at school. The evening ones can last until nine or ten.


    When writing paragraphs about Xue Yang, I had to adjust my mentality to be in the darkest, cruellest state, while it was the exact opposite for Xiao XingChen, from whom I felt holy light every time I wrote about him. Switching between the angel and the devil brought quite some satisfaction. But ever since XY officially walked onstage, the comments section suddenly exploded. He’s indeed the owner of Jiangzai*.


    TN: Jiangzai, XY’s sword, means to release catastrophe.


    There was only one key word in A-Qing’s original character setting: ‘bouncy’. Apart from this, there was almost nothing. I only came up with her name they day before she appeared. After the details were fleshed out, I sometimes even feel that she’s kind of cute. But writing about her really felt so noisy… almost as if there was really a girl chirping around in a high pitch.


    Before I finished coming up with anything else about Wen Ning, what I first decided on was, “He has to die!” “I’m going to make him die!” The original plan was to make him turn into ash on the boat leaving Lotus Pier, but when I wrote up to that point, I turned around and found that there wasn’t enough foreshadowing. And there wasn’t a reason he had to die, was there? Killing him off would be very abrupt, almost as if I was angsting for the sake of angst. So even though I really wanted him to die, I could do nothing but give up. It was the same with our little princess Jin Ling. He was also supposed to die. In order to defeat the big villain, he turned himself into a fierce corpse to replace Wen Ning. But since Wen Ning didn’t die, he wouldn’t have to replace him either.


    Everyone should know what Jiang Cheng’s keyword is without me saying it. In the beginning, I thought with with XY’s existence, Jiang Cheng’s negative energy would definitely seem skimpy. Who knew he became the ultimate superstar of the comment section? Compared to him, XY was almost a poor, has-been idol. Only now and then would someone decide to drag him out again. Of course, in the end, under the combined PDA attacks of WWX and LWJ, the past and present superstars were obliterated.


    LXC. I have no idea why some readers think he’s someone who ‘hides his wit deep inside. In truth… I’ve never shown any traits of his that could be interpreted this way. To be able to see through his brother’s little thoughts doesn’t mean it’s the same with others, and to become sect leader didn’t require deep thoughts and acute perception. Perhaps it was only because he had a high birth, nice personality and excellent performance… Maybe it was because I accidentally made him too favourable in the beginning that in the end everyone was like ‘WTF you’re actually just sweet, pure, and oblivious?!’ I feel so bad for him with how much fans he lost on his way. Pat pat, LXC.


    JGY. Fine. Sometimes I do feel a bit bad for you but sorry please return to your glorious state of death.


    NHS. Ugh… I really feel sorry for him. I deleted so much of his part and I even got rid of a good partner for him… Let me see if I could fix things up in the edited version… Anyways, NHS, I’m sorry.


    Those who caused the most debate were mostly round characters, and so there is of course flat characters to foil them, like Wen Chao, JiaoJiao, and the people who only follow the herd. Flat characters actually have an important responsibility. Their standpoint is clear. Everyone could curse at them to let off some steam unlike the former, whom some hated and some loved, creating endless dispute. And thus, this was the type of character that SQH* likes to write about. If all of the characters in a book are complex and round, I don’t know if the readers would feel tired. Anyways, with my current abilities, it’d definitely tire me out when writing them…


    TN: Here the author refers to Shang QingHua, one of the characters in her previous novel The Scum Villain’s Self-Saving System who is an author himself. His pen name has been translated differently by different translators and the pun’s kind of hard to deal with, but just generally it means “fapping towards the sky”. Yep. 


    Third, on practice:


    I’ve said in the ‘Author’s Notes’* of the first few chapters that this is a work of self-fulfilment written to improve my abilities.


    *TN: Most of these haven’t been translated because they either only pertain to the drama of the Chinese fandom (false plagiarism accusations, problems with copyright, attempts to regulate the actions of toxic fans, etc.) or just simple comments that don’t matter all that much. You’re not missing out on anything, trust me.


    When I was stuck at the outline, I’ve already anticipated many negative comments that I’d soon receive, preparing myself for what was to come. For example: the main character is too forgiving; too much holding back and not enough lashing out; the flashbacks are just too annoying; why do the side characters get so many scenes; too easy to forget about what happened before after reading what happened next… A lot of these did indeed happen.


    What I was most worried about was that she might not be good.


    Scum Villain had the advantage of including popular elements, such as parody, tsukkomi*, and transmigrating into a novel. But, after all, parody and tsukkomi aren’t intrinsic things. So this story was an attempt to see if without these things, what I write would still be readable.


    *TN: The Japanese term for a comedian in a double-act who plays the ‘straight man’ who berates and comments on the acts of the boke, or the ‘funny man’. This has a Chinese alternative which is called tucao. The two are similar in many ways, and tucao humor is quite popular in net-novels.


    During the practicing process, more and more questions were dug up.


    Like Empathy. The goal of Empathy is simple—to insert the stories of side characters. I was using it like a variation of the point-of-view switch, but the technique is so simple that it’s almost a shortcut.


    And also like the agonizingly long flashbacks that so many criticized. It’s not a favored writing method. Ever since the first section, readers have abandoned the story because of it. More and more happened as time went on, and the controversy got bigger and bigger as well, but I still followed the outline and insert three uber-long flashbacks.


    When I was writing the outline, I’d also considered if I should disassemble the plot of WWX’s past life and the pieces bit by bit inside the story. My conclusion was that if it were disassembled, the structure and timeline would be even messier and it’d be even harder to read. The completeness of the plot would be destroyed, and the emotions wouldn’t flow smoothly either. Strictly speaking, this story consists of two parallel stories of the past and present lives, of two segments of life. A few minor memories could be fragmented, but the important phases and the transitional events couldn’t be summarized. And in the end, I still decided to use a method I thought could express things the best. When writing, on some things one should take suggestions, but on others it’s best to persist. No matter if others think it was ‘the best’ or ‘the worst’, it was still my attempt.


    There were also a few plot elements that I blurred over because I wasn’t in the best state, and a few characters didn’t end up as strong as they could’ve been… I hope I could fix all these things during the editing process.


    Fourth, on gratitude:


    The perception of the author and the reader are often poles apart. It’s rather difficult for the author to predict what comments they’d receive after the story is published or whether or not it’d be liked and acknowledged by the reader. The author might feel great, but the reader might not get it at all; a plot element on which the author spent tons of effort might not be received well in the eyes of the reader. Situations where the author scribbled around and the reader enthusiastically chased after it were very common.


    I wrote this story with the determination that it’d fail and that’d be alright. Inserting so many flashbacks into a net-novel was an absolute indicator that it was going to fail. On top of that, even though the hot element of rebirth was tagged, it unfortunately had none of the pleasure-points that most rebirth novels include. This was why ever since the first few chapters I’d been emphasizing over and over again that this would be different from the last book, worried that readers who liked Scum Villain might not find this one palatable. I wouldn’t want you to be disappointed after you come all the way here to support me.


    But I never expected that even though the last book was completed more than a year ago, the readers on JJWXC are still as passionate as ever. It’s just like what I said. You really give me an utmost surprise every single time.


    Thank you!


    There are too many subjects, too many characters, and too many stories I want to write about. There’s a whole pile in my notes, of which I don’t know which one to begin first. I’m currently still searching around, writing and learning at the same time. I hope every story is different, so I can’t guarantee every book I write the readers will love. I can only guarantee that I’ll pour my heart in every one of them. If you just so happen to find it decent, I’m happy to inform you that we’ll be able to walk yet another path together :).


    
  


  Chapter 114: Extra — Banquet (Part One)


  


    Lan WangJi turned to Wei WuXian, “Wait for me.”


    Wei WuXian, “How about I go in along with you?”


    Lan WangJi shook his head, “He will be angrier if you go in as well.”


    Wei WuXian thought about it and agreed. Whenever Lan QiRen saw him, it was as if he was a flickering candle about to have a heart attack. Even his breaths became heavier than usual. Wei WuXian felt he should do him a favor and save him the exasperation by getting out of his sight.


    Lan WangJi looked at him, as though he wanted to say something. Wei WuXian immediately added, “Fine, I know. No walking too fast, no speaking too loud, no this, no that, am I right? Don’t worry. Now that I’m back with you, I’ll definitely be as careful as possible to not violate any of the sect rules on your Wall. As careful as possible.”


    Lan WangJi didn’t even think about it, “It is fine. Even if you violate them…”


    Wei WuXian keenly picked up, “Hm?”


    Lan WangJi seemed as if he finally realized that what he said wasn’t too appropriate. He turned his head to the side for a moment before turning back, his face serious, “… Nothing.”


    Wei WuXian looked confused, “What did you say would happen even if I violate them?”


    Lan WangJi knew he was asking even though he knew the answer. He maintained the strict face, “Wait for me outside.”


    Wei WuXian waved his hand, “Waiting it is, then. Don’t be so aggressive. I’ll go play with your rabbits.”


    And so, Lan WangJi went to face Lan QiRen’s lecture alone, while Wei WuXian was dragged behind Lil’ Apple, sprinting. Ever since Lil’ Apple entered the Cloud Recesses, it seemed especially excited and full of strength. Wei WuXian couldn’t even slow it down as it hauled him onto the verdant patch of grass.


    Quietly curled-up within the grass were more a hundred plump little snowballs. Their pink, three-petaled mouths twitched now and then, at times shaking their long, rosy ears. Head held high, Lil’ Apple squeezed amongst them and found an area for itself, while Wei WuXian squatted on the ground and randomly grabbed a rabbit, scratching its stomach as he thought, Were there so many the last time I came? Is this one male or female? Oh… Male.


    When he thought so, Wei WuXian finally realized that he’d never cared to notice whether Lil’ Apple was male or female. He couldn’t help but glance at it. But before he could get a nice view, he suddenly heard something and turned around to look.


    Holding a little basket, a young, petite girl was hesitating on coming over. Seeing that Wei WuXian turned to face her so suddenly, she momentarily didn’t know what to do, her entire face glowing red shyly.


    The girl was clothed in the GusuLan Sect’s uniform and also wore with formality a white forehead ribbon without the pattern of flowing clouds. Wei WuXian, This is extraordinary! Can’t believe I ran into a real one!


    This was a female cultivator. A female cultivator of the GusuLan Sect.


    Known for its stringentness, the GusuLan Sect had recited things like men and women were different and thus should not be over-intimate with each other for tens of thousands of times by the ears of its disciples. The studying and resting quarters for male and female cultivators were strictly separated so that nobody could walk a step over the line. They rarely wandered out of their own areas, and even night-hunts were mostly separated by gender, either all men or all women, almost never both. The inflexibility was almost horrifying. Back when Wei WuXian was studying at the Cloud Recesses, he’d almost never seen any maidens here, holding quite heavy doubts about whether or not female cultivators really existed in the Cloud Recesses. A couple of times, he thought he heard the sound of girls reciting from the scrolls and curiously wanted to see. Immediately, a few acute disciples who were patrolling the grounds discovered him and called Lan WangJi over. After a few times, Wei WuXian had lost all enthusiasm and never went out exploring again.


    But right now, he actually ran into a real female cultivator in the Cloud Recesses. A real! Female cultivator!


    Wei WuXian straightened up at once, his eyes glowing. Just as he was about to gravitate over, Lil’ Apple had already shot up and rushed over to the girl, almost having ran over him.


    Wei WuXian, “?”


    After it approached the girl, it meekly lowered its head and moved its forehead and ears towards her hand out of its own will.


    Wei WuXian, “???”


    Blushing, the girl looked at Wei WuXian and paused in surprise, not knowing what to say. Wei WuXian squinted, feeling that she looked somewhat familiar. A moment later, he remembered—wasn’t this the round-faced girl whom he met on his departure from Mo Village and ran into quite a couple of times at Dafan Mountain?


    Even if she were a complete stranger, he’d be able to make a few jokes and immediately warm up, let alone she was a maiden with a nice personality he’d met a few times. He immediately waved at her, “It’s you!”


    The girl clearly had a solid impression of him, whether with a clean face or not. After some embarrassment, fingers twisting around the basket, she replied quietly, “It is me…”


    Wei WuXian tossed to the side the rabbit he pet and determined the gender of. Hands behind his back, he walked a few steps closer. As he saw the carrots and cabbage in her basket, he smiled, “Here to feed the rabbits?”


    The girl nodded. With Lan WangJi gone, Wei WuXian was just in the middle of having nothing to do, his interest growing, “Do you want me to help?”


    The girl didn’t know what to do. In the end, she nodded, and Wei WuXian took out a carrot. The two squatted down together on the grass. Lil’ Apple poked its head into the basket and searched around. Having failed to find any apples, he made do and caught a carrot with his teeth, nibbling on it.


    The carrots in the basket were extremely fresh. Wei WuXian first bit a chunk off himself before putting it near the rabbits’ mouths, “Have you been feeding these rabbits?”


    The girl, “No… I only began recently… When HanGuang-Jun is here, HanGuang-Jun is the one who cares for them. When he is not, it is Young Master Lan SiZhui and the rest. When even they are gone, then we come and help…”


    Wei WuXian, How did Lan Zhan feed the rabbits? Since when did he start taking care of them? Did he also come over here, holding a little basket?


    Shaking a few scenes overloaded with cuteness out of his head, Wei WuXian asked again, “You’re a disciple of the GusuLan Sect now?”


    The girl replied meekly, “Yes.”


    Wei WuXian, “The GusuLan Sect’s pretty nice. When did you come?”


    The girl stroked a fluffy rabbit as she spoke, “Soon after that time at Dafan Mountain…”


    At this point, both of the two heard the soft noise of boots stepping over grass. Wei WuXian turned around to look. As expected, Lan WangJi was walking towards them.


    Hurrying, the girl stood up at once, saluting with respect, “HanGuang-Jun.”


    Lan WangJi nodded, while Wei WuXian was still sitting on the grass, grinning at him. The girl seemed to be quite scared of Lan WangJi—this was only normal, as not a single one of the juniors her age weren’t afraid of Lan WangJi. Flustered, she held up her dress hems and ran. Wei WuXian called from behind, “Maiden, Meimei*! Your basket! Hey, Lil’ Apple! Come back, Lil’ Apple! What are you running for?! Lil’ Apple!”


    *TN: Female counterpart of Gege.


    No person or donkey was stopped by him. Wei WuXian could only poke the remaining few carrots in the basket, turning to Lan WangJi, “Lan Zhan, you scared her away.”


    If Lan WangJi didn’t want his footsteps to be heard, how could he have let both of the two hear them?


    Wei WuXian grinned as he held a carrot towards him, “You want some? You’ll feed the rabbits, and I’ll feed you.”


    “…” Lan WangJi looked down at him, “Get up.”


    Wei WuXian tossed the carrot backwards, lazily extending a hand, “Pull me up.”


    With a pause, Lan WangJi reached out to pull him, yet Wei WuXian suddenly exerted strength and pulled him down instead.


    Their territory having been seized by strange humans, the rabbits seemed as though they faced a great enemy, aimlessly running around the two piled on the ground. The few that were especially familiar with Lan WangJi even stood up and clung to his side, as if worried why their master would collapse so suddenly. Lan WangJi gently shooed them away, his voice calm, “The seventh sect rule on the Wall of Rules of the Cloud Recesses—disturbing female cultivators is prohibited.”


    Wei WuXian, “You said it’s fine even if I violate them.”


    Lan WangJi, “I did not.”


    Wei WuXian, “Why are you like this? Just because you didn’t finish your sentence means you never said it? What happened to the HanGuang-Jun who always did what he promised?”


    Lan WangJi, “‘Everyday’.”


    Wei WuXian caressed his face, his tone tender, “Did your uncle scold you? Tell me. Let your


    Gege spoil you dearly.”


    Even with such an abrupt change of topic, Lan WangJi didn’t expose him, “No.”


    Wei WuXian, “Really? Then what did he say to you?”


    Lan WangJi hugged him soundlessly, “Nothing. It is rare that we are all together and a banquet will be held tomorrow.”


    Wei WuXian grinned, “A banquet? Alright, alright, I’ll definitely be on good behavior and not lose face for you.” Suddenly, he thought of Lan XiChen and asked, “What about your brother?”


    After a moment of silence, Lan WangJi replied, “I will see him afterwards.”


    ZeWu-Jun had been in secluded mediation for days on an end. Lan WangJi was definitely going to have a long, heartfelt talk with him. Wei WuXian hugged Lan WangJi back and patted his back softly. Soon, he began again, “Speaking of it, why didn’t I see SiZhui and the squad this time back?”


    In the past, these juniors would’ve crowded around them and begun chirping all the way from the entrance of the mountain. Hearing him mention SiZhui and the juniors, Lan WangJi’s brows relaxed somewhat, “I can take you to see them.”


    After he led Wei WuXian to find Lan SiZhui, Lan JingYi, and the others, the juniors didn’t do anything apart from calling out in delight. It wasn’t that they didn’t want to do anything, but rather they really couldn’t.


    The dozen-or-so all stood on their hands in the veranda hallway. All of them had taken off their outer robes, dressed in light, snowy strip. Head at the bottom and feet on top, they faced a few blank pieces of paper and a cake of ink. They supported themselves with their left hands and held a brush with their right, writing tight-knit characters on the paper with much difficulty.


    Since they couldn’t let their forehead ribbons touch the ground, they clenched the ribbon tails in their mouths, dripping with sweat. Thus, they couldn’t say anything either. The so-called ‘calling out’ was only some muffled noise accompanied by bright eyes. Watching the teetering, trembling bodies, Wei WuXian asked, “Why do they have to do handstands?”


    Lan WangJi, “As punishment.”


    Wei WuXian, “I know it’s punishment. I can see that they’re copying the Lan Sect’s rules—I’ve memorized Righteousness already. What did they do to be punished?”


    Lan WangJi’s voice was cool, “They returned to the Cloud Recesses after the prescribed time limit.”


    Wei WuXian, “Oh.”


    Lan WangJi, “They accompanied General Ghost on a night-hunt.”


    Wei WuXian, “Hah! You’ve really got guts.”


    Lan WangJi, “For the third time.”


    Wei WuXian touched his chin, thinking it was only natural that Lan QiRen who hated all evil would punish him like this. Merely copying the sect rules while doing a handstand was already quite easy.


    He squatted before Lan SiZhui, “Oh SiZhui, why is the pile in front of you especially thick? Am I imagining things?”


    Lan SiZhui, “No…”


    Lan WangJi, “He led the rest.”


    Wei WuXian wanted to give Lan SiZhui’s shoulder a few pats, but there was no place for him to put his hand. After a pause, he put his hand underneath and patted from bottom to top, confident, “I knew it.”


    Lan WangJi walked before the boys, glancing at their papers to examine them somewhat. He spoke to Lan JingYi, “The script is improper.”


    Biting his forehead ribbon, Lan JingYi replied through tears, “Yes. HanGuang-Jun. I’ll recopy this one.”


    The rest who hadn’t been picked on had passed the examination. All of them let out sighs of relief. As the two left the hallway, Wei WuXian recalled the suffering he went through when he himself received punishment back then, feeling quite sorry, “Just maintaining the position is hard enough. I might not be able to write when I’m upside-down. And I might not be able to write properly even when I’m sitting.”


    Lan WangJi glanced at him, “Indeed.”


    Wei WuXian knew he also remembered the days when he supervised him when they copied sect rules, “Was it the same when you were young?”


    Lan WangJi, “Never.”


    Of course. Lan WangJi had been the leading example of the disciples ever since he was young. Every word and every act of his seemed like they’d been measured by a ruler. How could he make a mistake? And if he never made any mistakes, how could he receive punishment?


    Wei WuXian grinned, “I thought your shocking arm strength was trained by this.”


    Lan WangJi, “There was no punishment. But it was still trained by this.”


    Wei WuXian wondered, “Why would you do handstands if you’re not punished?”


    Lan WangJi stared straight forward, “It calms the mind.”


    Wei WuXian was right beside Lan WangJi’s ear, his voice almost like a hook, “Then what exactly was it that made the icy HanGuang-Jun feel less than calm?”


    Lan WangJi looked at him without saying anything. Wei WuXian gloated, “With what you said, if you began to practice your arm strength ever since so young, you can do absolutely anything upside-down, can’t you?”


    Lan WangJi, “Mn.”


    Seeing his eyelids droop, almost as if he was a bit embarrassed, Wei WuXian grew even bolder in his words, “You can even do me upside-down?”


    Lan WangJi, “I can try.”


    Wei WuXian, “Hahahahahaha… What did you say?”


    Lan WangJi, “I can try tonight.”


    Wei WuXian, “…”


    
  


  Chapter 115: Extra — Banquet (Part Two)


  



    Despite everything, that night, the two didn’t immediately get the chance to ‘try’. Lan WangJi first had to see and and talk to Lan XiChen, who had been in secluded meditation for a while.


    These days, Wei WuXian adopted a strange habit. He liked to sleep on top of Lan WangJi’s body, no matter lying on him or clinging to his chest face-to-face. Anyhow, without this human pillow, he wasn’t able to sleep. Shamelessly, he turned the jingshi upside-down, and did indeed manage to dig out some things.


    Lan WangJi had been prim and proper with everything he did, ever since he was young. His calligraphy, paintings, and essays were all extremely organized, ordered by year. Wei WuXian started from the handwriting practice he did when he was young, laughing as he flipped through them with relish. He’d feel his teeth ache every time he saw Lan QiRen’s red comments. But, even after thousands of pages, he only found one piece of paper with a mistake on it. Afterwards, Lan WangJi used another piece of paper to copy with all seriousness the mistaken character a hundred times. Wei WuXian clicked his tongue, Poor kid. He probably didn’t even recognize the character after so much copying.


    He was going to continue flipping through these old, yellowing pages when a faint light lit up amid the darkness outside the Jingshi.


    He didn’t hear footsteps, but Wei WuXian skilfully rolled onto Lan WangJi’s bed, hauling the blanket from his feet up to his head. When Lan WangJi gently pushed the door open and entered, what he saw was the illusion that the person inside the room was sleeping soundly.


    Lan WangJi’s motions were absolutely noiseless in the first place. Seeing that someone was already ‘asleep’, he held back his breathing and slowly shut the Jingshi’s door. After a moment of silence, he finally approached the bed.


    Before he even got near, his entire upper body was wrapped into a flying blanket.


    Lan WangJi, “…”


    Wei WuXian leaped down, tightly hugging Lan WangJi whose entire head was covered, and pushed him onto the bed, “Rape!”


    Lan WangJi, “…”


    Wei WuXian’s hands vulgarly touched and fumbled around his body, yet Lan WangJi still lay as quiet as dead, letting him do whatever he pleased. Wei WuXian lost interest just a while later, “HanGuang-Jun, why don’t you even resist a bit? If you’re just lying there not even moving, what’s the fun of me raping you?”


    Lan WangJi’s muffled voice came through the blanket, “What do you want me to do?”


    Wei WuXian advised, “When I hold you down, you’re gonna push me and not let me get on top of you, and squeeze your legs together and struggle as hard as you can, at the same time scream for help…”


    Lan WangJi, “Making noise is forbidden in the Cloud Recesses.”


    Wei WuXian, “Then you can call for help lightly. And also, when I rip your clothes apart, you should try your best to resist and protect your chest.”


    The blanket was silent for a while.


    A moment later, Lan WangJi replied, “It sounds rather difficult.”


    Wei WuXian, “Really?!”


    Lan WangJi, “Mn.”


    Wei WuXian, “I’m out of ideas, then. How about we change things up and you rape me instead…”


    Before he finished, his view spun and the blankets flew off. Lan WangJi had already pushed him onto the bed.


    Because he was smothered inside the blanket by Wei WuXian for quite a while, even his eternally-neat hair tie and forehead ribbon were somewhat crooked. His hair was somewhat disheveled, a few strands dangling down, and his originally jade-white cheeks shone through with soft pink. Under the candlelight, he was quite the bashful beauty. Unfortunately, though, the beauty’s arm strength was absurdly great, firmly locked around Wei WuXian like clamps of iron as he begged, “HanGuang-Jun, HanGuang-Jun, to forgive is a virtue.”


    Lan WangJi’s eyes didn’t waver, while the two bright flames of the candle trembled in their reflection. His expression was calm, “Yes.”


    Wei WuXian, “Yes what? Handstand? Rape? Hey! My clothes.”


    Lan WangJi, “You said so yourself.”


    As he spoke, he set his body between Wei WuXian’s legs and stayed for a while. Wei WuXian waited for a while, but nothing came, “What!”


    Lan WangJi straightened up slightly, “Why do you not resist?”


    Wei WuXian squeezed his waist with his legs, rubbing slowly and refusing to let him leave. He grinned, “Well what can I do? When you push me down, my legs open themselves involuntarily. I can’t close them at all, so how do I have the strength to resist? It’s hard for you, but it’s hard for me too… Stop, stop, come here, let me show you something first.” He fished out a piece of paper from his lapels, “Lan Zhan, let me ask you—how could you make a mistake on such an easy character? Not studying properly? What was going on in that head of yours?”


    Lan WangJi glanced at the paper and said nothing, but the meaning of his gaze was more than clear—how faceless that someone like Wei WuXian, who used a wild cursive when copying scriptures and made so many mistakes in the process of slacking off, would berate him for making a mistake on one character.


    Wei WuXian pretended to not understand those eyes as he continued, “Look at the date you wrote at the bottom. Let me see… You were already fifteen or sixteen at that time, weren’t you? To make a mistake like this at such an age, you…”


    But when he thought about the date at the bottom more carefully, he found that it just so happened to match up with the three months he spent studying at the Cloud Recesses.


    Wei WuXian was immediately overjoyed, speaking on purpose, “Could it be that when Lan Er-gege was young, he didn’t pay attention to reading and writing because I was the only thing he could think about?”


    Back when Wei WuXian was grounded at the Library Pavilion, he threw tantrums and lounged around every day in front of Lan WangJi, harassing him in a hundred ways. He stirred up Lan WangJi’s peace and quiet so much that it was difficult for Lan WangJi not to ‘think about’ him, but just not that sort of ‘think about’. Under such circumstances, it was extremely admirable that Lan WangJi managed to pull through, supervising Wei WuXian’s scripture-copying as he himself kept on doing his own things, making only one mistake.


    Wei WuXian, “Huh, why is it my fault again? You’re gonna blame it on me again.”


    “…” Lan WangJi’s voice was low, “Your fault!”


    His breaths hitched as he tried to grab the piece of paper that was a stain in his otherwise-perfect life. Wei WuXian loved it when Lan WangJi was forced into a corner. He immediately stuffed the paper inside his clothes and hid it near his flesh, “Come at me if you’re so good.”


    Lan WangJi didn’t hesitate at all as he reached inside. And he didn’t take his hands out.


    Wei WuXian, “You’re incredible indeed!”


    The two messed around for over half of the night. Only in the second half were they able to hold a serious conversation.


    Wei WuXian still clung to Lan WangJi’s chest, face buried at his neck as he felt the sandalwood aroma on Lan WangJi’s body grow even richer. He felt lazy all over, eyes closed, “Is your brother alright?”


    Lan WangJi embraced his naked back, stroking again and again. After a while of a silence, he answered, “Not really.”


    Both of the two were sticky with sweat. Wei WuXian felt an itch crawl from his skin all the way to the bottom of his heart as Lan WangJi stroked him. He twisted somewhat uncomfortably, swallowing Lan WangJi even deeper.


    Lan WangJi lowered his voice, “In the years when I was in secluded meditation, Brother had always been the one to comfort me.”


    Yet now the situation was the exact opposite.


    Wei WuXian didn’t need to ask what Lan WangJi did during the years he was in secluded meditation. He kissed Lan WangJi’s fair earlobe and pulled up the blanket at the side, covering the two under it.


    The second morning, Lan WangJi got up at five as usual.


    In the few months he and Wei WuXian begun living together, he’d tried to set Wei WuXian’s sleeping habits right, but it was always in vain. After a disciple brought over the warm water used for bathing, Lan WangJi, who’d long since dressed himself, peeled the stark-naked Wei WuXian out of the thin blanket and carried him into the wooden tub. Somehow, Wei WuXian could continue to sleep even as he was steeped in water. Lan WangJi pushed him gently, and he’d catch Lan WangJi’s hand, kissing it both on its palm and its back, rubbing it on his cheek before he went back to sleep. When the pushing really began to annoy him, he’d whine a couple of times and pull Lan WangJi down, eyes still shut, cupping Lan WangJi’s face as he kissed a few more times, murmuring, “Good boy, stop messing with me. Pretty please? I’ll get up in just a bit. Yeah.”


    And with a yawn, he’d fall back asleep, clinging to the edge of the tub.


    Although he knew, even if the room burned down, Wei WuXian would probably find some other place and sleep, Lan WangJi still persevered in waking him up starting at five, then endure dozens of pecks expressionlessly.


    He brought breakfast to the Jingshi and laid it on the desk that in the past only held ink, paper, and brush, then fished the dead-asleep Wei WuXian out of the tub to wipe him clean, dress him, and tie his sashes. Only then did Lan WangJi finally take a book from the shelves and flip open to the page with the dried flower bookmark, sitting by the desk and slowly beginning to read.


    As expected, at almost eleven, Wei WuXian jerked up from the bed with extreme punctuality before feeling his way down the bed almost as though he was sleep-walking. He first felt Lan WangJi, hauling him into his arms for a few rubs, then squeezed his thigh out of habit. After a lightning round of washing his face and brushing his teeth, he was finally a bit more awake, floating towards the desk. Wei WuXian first finished an apple in just a couple of bites. When he saw the amount of food piled in the meal box, a corner of his lips twitched, “Don’t you have a banquet today? Is it alright to eat so much beforehand?”


    Calmly, Lan WangJi fixed the hair tie and forehead ribbon that Wei WuXian messed up while rubbing, “Fill your stomach first.”


    The food of the Cloud Recesses was something that Wei WuXian had once encountered. With watery broth and vegetables as the main dish, it was green and only green across the table, full of medicinal herbs ranging from root to bark. Every single dish emitted a pungent bitterness, and amid that bitterness was an odd tinge of sweet. If it weren’t for this, back then Wei WuXian wouldn’t have gotten the idea to barbeque the two rabbits either. A banquet at their sect probably wouldn’t do much to satisfy one’s hunger.


    Wei WuXian knew that the GusuLan Sect valued this aspect of things quite heavily. Whether or not they let him attend the sect banquet was basically whether or not they acknowledged his status as Lan WangJi’s partner in cultivation. Lan WangJi definitely pressed Lan QiRen over and over again to gain him such a right. He let out a breath and grinned, “Don’t worry. I’ll definitely do my best and not lose face for you.”


    It was called a sect banquet, but the Cloud Recesses’ sect banquet was completely different from what Wei WuXian thought sect banquets were.


    The sect banquet of the YunmengJiang Sect involved setting up a dozen big, square tables at Lotus Pier’s outdoors training field. Everyone sat wherever they wanted and called one another whatever they wanted. The kitchen was brought outside as well. The fire and the smell shot up high in the air from an entire row of pots and stoves. One had to go over and take whatever they wanted to eat. More would be cooked if there wasn’t enough. Although he’d never gone to the LanlingJin Sect’s banquet, their sect never spared spreading the extravagant details everywhere, like famous sword-dancing acts as entertainment, trees of coral and pools of wine, or miles and miles of red brocade carpets. It was an astonishing scene.


    In comparison, the sect banquet of the Cloud Recesses was neither lively nor lavish.


    The GusuLan Sect’s discipline had always been terrifyingly strict, allowing no speaking when eating or sleeping. Even though the banquet hadn’t begun yet, nobody amongst the seats said anything. Apart from those who just entered the hall, who’d whisper as they saluted at their seniors, almost nobody talked, and laughter was nonexistent. They wore the same white clothes, the same white forehead ribbons adorned with patterns of flowing clouds, the same solemn, almost numb expressions—almost as if they were carved from the same template.


    Looking at the entire hall of ‘mourning clothes’, Wei WuXian pretended like he couldn’t see the looks of surprise or even hostility from the others, commenting in silence, Is this a sect banquet? It’s even graver than a funeral.


    At this point, Lan XiChen and Lan QiRen entered the banquet hall. Lan WangJi, who’d been sitting quietly beside Wei WuXian, finally moved slightly.


    Likely because Lan QiRen got a heart attack whenever he saw Wei WuXian, he simply decided not to look at him, staring straight forward. Lan XiChen was pleasant as always, holding the hint of a smile at his lips that always seemed like spring wind. Yet, perhaps because of the secluded meditation, Wei WuXian felt that ZeWu-Jun looked a bit frail.


    After the sect leader was seated, Lan XiChen began with a few simple words of courtesy, and the banquet began.


    The first course was a soup.


    To drink soup before the meal was a habit of the GusuLan Sect’s. The dish was held in a plain bowl made of black, smooth porcelain, small enough to be held in one’s palm. Under the dainty lid was, as expected, a whole lot of green and yellow leaves, roots, and bark.


    Just looking at it made Wei WuXian’s brows twitch. After he brought a spoonful into his mouth, even though he prepared himself for it, he couldn’t help but closed his eyes and buried his forehead in his hand.


    Only a while later did he return from the daze to which his heavily-attacked tastebuds sent him. He managed to prop up his body with his elbow, thinking, If the Lan Sect’s founder was a monk, he was definitely an ascetic.


    Wei WuXian couldn’t control himself from reminiscing the big pot filled to the brim with lotus root and pork rib soup on the training field when Lotus Pier held sect banquets. The aroma wafted miles and miles, luring all of the nearby children over as they clung to Lotus Pier’s outer walls and peeked inside, saliva drooling down their mouths. When they went home, they all sobbed and begged to be disciples at the YunmengJiang Sect. In comparison, at this moment, he didn’t know whether to pity himself, who was so full of the strange bittersweet taste, or Lan WangJi, who grew up on this since birth.


    But as he watched all of the other Lan Sect members finish the medicinal soup without a change of face, their motions and expressions a mixture of calm, elegant, and natural, Wei WuXian didn’t have the face to leave so much in his bowl either. On top of that, in the four thousand—no, he didn’t know how many thousands there were now—sect rules, he recalled there were regulations to dining courtesy either, such as no picking, no wasting, and no eating more than three bowls. Although he felt these rules were absolutely ridiculous, he didn’t want to be spurned by Lan QiRen just yet.


    However, just as he was about to brave up and down the entire bowl of the weird medicinal soup all in one gulp, he suddenly realized that the bowl in front of him was already empty.


    Wei WuXian, “???”


    He couldn’t help but picked up the delicate little bowl, thinking, I did just drink one tiny sip, didn’t I? Is there a hole on the bottom and everything leaked out?


    But the table was spick and span, without a single trace of soup.


    Wei WuXian looked to the side. At the same time, Lan WangJi had his last sip of the soup as though nothing happened. After he closed the porcelain lid, he looked down, and was currently using a snowy handkerchief to wipe the corner of his mouth.


    But Wei WuXian clearly remembered that Lan WangJi had long since finished his bowl.


    He also discovered that Lan WangJi’s table seemed to be a lot nearer to his than before the banquet started. It was like it’d been shifted stealthily.


    Wei WuXian, “…”


    He raised a brow, mouthing towards Lan WangJi—HanGuang-Jun, your moves are pretty fast, huh?


    Lan WangJi laid down the handkerchief. He looked over here for a moment before he calmly averted his gaze.


    ---


    *Heights (attached by author at the end of this particular chapter):


    Nie MingJue 191 (6’3)


    Lan XiChen 188 (6’2)


    Lan WangJi 188 (6’2)


    Wei WuXian 186 (6’1)


    Jin ZiXuan 185 (6’1)


    Jiang WanYin 185 (6’1)


    Xiao XingChen 185 (6’1)


    Wen QiongLin 183 (6’0)


    Mo XuanYu 180 (5’11)


    Nie HuaiSang 172 (5’8)


    Jin GuangYao 170 (5’7) (without cap, but it’s dubious whether or not there are height-increasing wedges in his shoes)
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    The more serious he was, the more Wei WuXian couldn’t suppress the desire to make mischief within him.


    He knocked lightly on the black porcelain bowl with his finger, letting out crisp sounds only the two of them could pick up. Hearing the noise, Lan WangJi’s eyes moved a few unnoticeable inches towards him.


    Wei WuXian knew that no matter how much Lan WangJi’s eyes shifted, he wouldn’t miss a single movement of his through the corner of his eye. And so, he lifted the bowl and pretended to take a sip. Turning it in his hand, he stopped where Lan WangJi drank, and covered the edge of the bowl with his lips.


    As expected, although Lan WangJi’s hands were originally placed properly on his lap, right now his position still hadn’t changed, but the fingers quietly hidden underneath the white sleeves curled up slightly.


    Seeing this, Wei WuXian felt his heart grow wings. Momentarily relaxed, he was just about to lean against Lan WangJi uncontrollably when a harsh cough suddenly came from Lan QiRen. Wei WuXian immediately straightened his half-slanted body, returning to the proper seating posture.


    Only a while after the soup had been finished was the main course finally brought forth. On every table were three dishes placed in small plates, either green or white. They were no different from the food served when Wei WuXian was studying here. After all these years, apart from the increasing bitterness, there was no change at all. Partly because of geography and partly because of personality, Wei WuXian liked strong tastes, especially spice, and regarded meat as a necessity. When faced with such plain dishes, he didn’t really didn’t have an appetite, munching them down without even knowing what he ate. Meanwhile, Lan QiRen’s eyes swept by once in awhile, glaring at him just like back when he taught him, ready to pick on him and make him leave at all time. It was because Wei WuXian was abnormally well-behaved that he couldn’t do anything and had to give up.


    After the tasteless meal, the servants took away the plates and tables. As usual, Lan XiChen started to summarize the recent plans for the sect. But after listening for just a few sentences, Wei WuXian began to feel that he was a bit absent-minded. He even remembered two night-hunting locations wrong and didn’t realize after he spoke, causing Lan QiRen to throw a couple of sideway looks at him and puff his goatee into the air. A while later, he finally couldn’t help but interrupt him. Fortunately, the sect banquet finally ended, although somewhat hastily.


    A dreary beginning, a dreary process, and a dreary ending—Wei WuXian was forced to be dreary for over two hours. There was neither delicious food nor good entertainment. It was so suffocating that he felt he’d had fleas on his body for half a year. And even afterwards, Lan QiRen strictly called Lan XiChen and Lan WangJi away, likely going to give them a lecture again, and two of them at once at that. He had no-one to mess with. After he strolled around a bit, he spotted a few juniors walking together. Just as he was about to greet them and snatch them away to have some fun, however, something changed on Lan SiZhui, Lan JingYi, and the rest of the juniors’ faces the moment they saw him. They spun around and proceeded to leave.


    Wei WuXian understood. He ventured to a somewhat more secluded piece of woods. He waited for a while, and the kids from back then finally snuck out again. Lan JingYi, “Senior Wei, we did not ignore you on purpose, but Sir said anyone whoever talks to you will copy the Lan Sect’s rules from top to bottom…”


    ‘Sir’ was the honorific by which all disciples and cultivators of the GusuLan Sect referred to Lan QiRen. Any mention of ‘Sir’ meant him and only him. Wei WuXian gloated, “It’s fine, I knew. It’s not the first day your Sir is fireproof, thief-proof, and Wei-Ying-proof. You’ve seen his success rates? He probably feels like his well-nurtured cabbage was dug up by a pig*. It’s only natural he’s a bit more fiery than usual, hahahaha…”


    *TN: This is a common saying in China used to describe what parents feel when their cherished daughter falls in love.


    Lan JingYi, “…”


    Lan SiZhui, “… Hahaha.”


    Wei WuXian had finished laughing, “Right, you said back then you were punished because you went night-hunting with Wen Ning.” He asked Lan SiZhui, “How has he been doing?”


    Lan SiZhui, “He is probably hidden in some corner down the mountain, waiting for us to find him again the next time we go night-hunting.” After some thought, he continued with a tone of worry, “But when we parted, Sect Leader Jiang seemed to be quite mad still. I hope we did not make things difficult for him.”


    Wei WuXian, “Huh? Jiang Cheng? How did you run into him while night-hunting?”


    Lan SiZhui, “We invited Young Master Jin to join our night-hunt last time, so…”


    Wei WuXian immediately understood.


    One could even guess that while Lan SiZhui led the group in the night-hunt, Wen Ning naturally wouldn’t be idle either. He must’ve followed them in the dark to protect them, so that he could provide assistance when they encounter danger during the night-hunt. Jiang Cheng must’ve been sneaking behind Jin Ling as well, scared something would happen to him again. And so the two ran into each other under dangerous circumstances. He asked, and this was exactly what happened. Wei WuXian didn’t know whether or not he should laugh.


    After a pause, he asked again, “How have Sect Leader Jiang and Jin Ling been?”


    Following Jin GuangYao’s death, the most pure-blooded heir of the LanlingJin Sect was Jin Ling. However, there were still many elders in side branches of the sect that watched hungrily, eager for the opportunity. The LanlingJin Sect was scorned by others on the outside, and on the inside held a mixture of different self interests. Jin Ling was still young. How could he keep everything down? In the end, Jiang Cheng still went up Koi Tower, Zidian in hand, and walked once around, for him to finally be able to temporarily secure his position as sect leader. As for what would happen in the days to come, nobody knew.


    Lan JingYi pouted, “They seem pretty fine. Sect Leader Jiang is the same as before, always lashing out at people with his whip. Young Mistress’s temper has been getting better. In the past he could talk back thrice to his uncle after he scolds him once. Now he can do ten times.”


    Lan SiZhui reproached, “JingYi, how could you call someone like that behind their back?”


    Lan JingYi protested, “I clearly call him the same thing to his face.”


    Hearing Lan JingYi say so, Wei WuXian relaxed slightly. In truth, he knew that these weren’t what he really wanted to ask. But as it sounded like Jiang Cheng and Jin Ling had been doing quite well, there was nothing left to say. He stood up and dusted off the lower hem of his clothes, “Sure, then. It’s pretty fine indeed. They can keep up the good work. You guys can continue. I need to go take care of something.”


    Lan JingYi disdained, “You have always been lounging about here in the Cloud Recesses. What things do you need to take care of”


    Wei WuXian didn’t even turn around, “Nibble my cabbage!”


    It was rare he woke up so early in the morning. After he returned to the Jingshi, he first slept for a long while. The result of such a lopsided sleep schedule was that when he woke up, it was already dusk. He missed dinner and there wasn’t anything else for him to eat. Wei WuXian didn’t feel hungry either. He continued to search through Lan WangJi’s old calligraphy prints and essay drafts as he waited. Yet, even until nightfall, his big cabbage didn’t return.


    Finally, Wei WuXian felt how empty his stomach was. But the time had already passed the Cloud Recesses’ curfew. According to sect rules, unauthorized people weren’t allowed to roam outside, much less climb the wall and venture outside—if this were back then, no matter what he ‘couldn’t’ do, no matter what was ‘forbidden’, Wei WuXian only cared about eating when he was hungry, sleeping when he was tired, teasing when he was bored, running when he got into trouble. But the situation now was different. Those would count as faults of Lan WangJi now. No matter how hungry, how bored he was, he could only let out a long sigh and endure it.


    At this point, a slight noise came from outside the Jingshi. The door was pushed a slit open.


    Lan WangJi returned.


    Wei WuXian pretended to be dead on the ground.


    He heard Lan WangJi walk gently towards the desk and place something on top, never saying anything. Wei WuXian wanted to continue playing dead, but it seemed as if Lan WangJi opened the lid of something as a strong savor of spice overwhelmed the cold sandalwood that originally perfused the Jingshi.


    At once, Wei WuXian got up from the ground with a roll, “Er-gege! I’ll do everything you say for the rest of my life!”


    Expressionless, Lan WangJi took out the dishes from within the box and laid them on the desk. Wei WuXian gravitated towards him. The sight of the red color atop the half-a-dozen white plates made him so joyous that his eyes glowed red, “You’re too kind, HanGuang-Jun, it’s so thoughtful of you to go out of your way and bring back food for me. You can order me around no matter what you do from now on.”


    At last, Lan WangJi took out a pair of ivory white chopsticks and placed them horizontally over the bowl, his voice cool, “Speech is forbidden when dining.”


    Wei WuXian, “And you say speech is forbidden when sleeping. Every night when I say so much and make so much noise why have you never stopped me?”


    Lan Wangi glanced at him. Wei WuXian, “Fine, fine, fine, I’ll stop. We’re like this already, so why is your face still so thin? You get embarrassed so easily, but that’s exactly what I like about you. Did you bring this from the Hunan cuisine at Caiyi Town?”


    Lan WangJi didn’t say anything, so Wei WuXian took it as a silent confirmation. He sat down at the desk, “I wonder if that restaurant is still open. In the past, we always ate there, or else if we only ate your sect’s food, I might not even have pulled through those few months. Oh just look at this. This is what a sect banquet should really be.”


    Lan WangJi, “‘We’?”


    Wei WuXian, “Jiang Cheng and I. Sometimes Nie HuaiSang and the other few as well.”


    Sweeping his eyes over Lan WangJi, Wei WuXian grinned, “Why are you looking at me like this? HanGuang-Jun, don’t forget. Back then I’ve invited you to dine out together before. How passionately I tried! You were the one who refused to go. Every time I talked to you you’d glare at me, and everything you said started with a ‘no’. I’ve really met so many obstacles. I haven’t even squared things with you yet, and here you are unhappy. Speaking of it…” He slipped to Lan WangJi’s side, “I only forced myself not to sneak out because I didn’t want to violate any sect rules, waiting for you inside so obediently. Yet who would’ve thought you violated the rules yourself and went out to find food for me, HanGuang-Jun. Violating the rules like this—if your uncle knew, his heart’s gonna hurt again.”


    Lan WangJi lowered his head and wrapped his arms around Wei WuXian’s waist. He looked quiet and motionless, yet Wei WuXian could feel his fingers stroke his waist, whether intentional or not. The fingers were so warm that the heat seeped through his clothes and went straight into his skin. The sensation was extremely clear. Wei WuXian embraced him as well, whispering, “HanGuang-Jun… I drank your sect’s soup and now my whole mouth is bitter. I can’t eat anything. What do I do?”



    Lan WangJi, “One sip.”


    Wei WuXian, “Yes. I did only drink one sip, but this soup of yours truly has a strong aftereffect. The bitterness slid all the way from the tip of my tongue down into my throat. Tell me—what should I do?”


    After some silence, Lan WangJi replied, “Balance it.”


    Wei WuXian asked with humility, “How should I balance it?”


    Lan WangJi raised his head.


    A mild, medicinal aroma was weaved in and out of both of their lips. The slight bitterness made the kiss especially lingering.


    When they finally managed to part, Wei WuXian breathed, “HanGuang-Jun, I just remembered. You drank two bowls of that soup. You’re even more bitter than me.”


    Lan WangJi, “Mn.”


    Wei WuXian, “But you still taste quite sweet. How strange.”


    “…” Lan WangJi, “Eat first.” After a pause, he added, “We can do it after you finish.”


    Wei WuXian, “I’ll eat the cabbage first.”


    Lan WangJi frowned slightly, as though he was confused as to why he’d mention cabbages so suddenly. Wei WuXian laughed as he curled his arm around his neck.


    Those so-called banquets were best held behind shut doors.

  


  Chapter 117: Extra — Incense Burner


  


    Wei WuXian found an old incense burner in the treasure pavilion of the Cloud Recesses—the ‘Chamber of Ancients.’


    The incense burner had the body of a bear, nose of an elephant, eyes of a rhinoceros, tail of a bull, and limbs of a tiger. With its stomach as the main unit, it spouted soft smoke from its mouth after the incense was lit up.


    In the Jingshi, Wei WuXian played with it for a while, “This thing looks kind of fun. It’s got no killing intent or malicious energy, so it’s definitely not something used to harm people. Lan Zhan, do you know what this is for?”


    Lan WangJi shook his head. Wei WuXian sniffed the scent. He didn’t find anything wrong with it either. Since neither of the two saw it as suspicious, they put the incense burner away and decided to investigate it further at some later date.


    Yet before the two had laid down for long, they felt extremely tired and fell into a deep sleep. An unknown period of time later, Wei WuXian woke up and discovered that he and Lan WangJi weren’t at the Jingshi of the Cloud Recesses, but rather amidst the wilderness of a forest.


    Wei WuXian crawled up from the ground, “What’s this place?”


    Lan WangJi, “Not the real world.”


    Wei WuXian, “Not the real world? No way,” he shook his sleeve, feeling it quite clearly, “What could this be if not reality?”


    Lan WangJi didn’t answer. He walked in silence towards a river and gestured for him to look down. Wei WuXian walked over and glanced at his reflection. He was immediately startled.


    Reflected against the river’s surface was how he looked in his past life!


    Wei WuXian immediately looked up, “Because of the incense burner?”


    Lan WangJi nodded, “Likely so.”


    After staring for a while at the familiar features in the water, Wei WuXian finally averted his gaze, “It’s fine. I tested the incense burner. There’s no resentful energy, so it’s definitely not a weapon of evil. Some master probably made this either to cultivate or just for the sake amusement. Let’s walk around for now and look into our situation.”


    And the two began to stroll within this forest that was an illusion or otherwise. Soon, a small, log cabin came into their view.


    Wei WuXian saw the log cabin and exclaimed with a ‘huh’. Lan WangJi, “Yes?”


    Wei WuXian scrutinized the cabin, “The cabin looks a little familiar to me.”


    The cabin was a home that looked more than common, which was why even though he was suspicious, he couldn’t determine if he’d seen it or not. At this point, the squeaks of the loom came from the cabin.


    The two exchanged a glance with each other. Without more words, they approached together. But at the door of the cabin, as they looked inside, both of them stopped in surprise.


    What was within the cabin was far from even the worst case scenario they imagined. There were neither villains nor beasts. In fact, there was only one person, and a person they were both rather familiar with, at that.


    In the cabin sat a ‘Lan WangJi’!


    This ‘Lan WangJi’ had the same handsome features and the same tall build as the one beside Wei WuXian. The plain yet not at all crude garb of blue and white cotton, when over his body, seemed to become the heavenly robes of a renowned cultivator. At the side, the loom moved on its own like it was manoeuvred using a spell, squeaking as it weaved cotton. On the other hand, he himself sat at the side with a book in his hand, reading attentively.


    The two had already walked in front of the door and even made quite some noise, while ‘Lan WangJi’ seemed as though he didn’t notice anything. With a distant expression, he flipped over a page with fair, slim fingers.


    Wei WuXian looked at the Lan WangJi beside him, then at the ‘Lan WangJi’ inside, reaching an epiphany, “I see, I see!”


    Lan WangJi’s brows raised just a bit. The slight motion meant that he was surprised. He asked, “What?”


    Wei WuXian, “Th-Th-This, this is my dream!”


    Before he finished, a slender figure clothed in black swept into the cabin, extending his speech, “Er-gege, I’m back!”


    Looking at the beaming ‘Wei WuXian’ who carried a hoe on his shoulder, a creel in his hand, and a straw in his mouth, Lan WangJi was even more silent. If this was Wei WuXian’s dream, it was only natural that the people inside the dream couldn’t see them. The weaving ‘Lan WangJi’ finally looked up. When he saw ‘Wei WuXian’, he even curled his lips slightly, but the smile faded at once. He stood up and poured him a cup of water.


    ‘Wei WuXian’ spat out the straw in his mouth and sat down at the wooden little table, grabbing the cup and downing it in a few gulps. He finally began, “Today the sun’s way too bright outside. I’m absolutely scorched. I left the things at the field. Not gonna work anymore. Maybe I’ll pick it up again later.”


    ‘Lan WangJi’ replied, “Mn.” Then he took out a snowy towel and handed it to him. ‘Wei WuXian’, however, moved his face over with a grin. It was more than obvious that he wanted ‘Lan WangJi’ to wipe his face for him.


    And ‘Lan WangJi’ didn’t refuse either. He really began to wipe his face, earnest and dedicated. ‘Wei WuXian’ enjoyed it as he rambled on, “I played around over at the river and got two fish. Cook me fish stew tonight, Er-gege!”


    “Mn.”


    “How are crucians usually cooked over at Gusu? Do you know how to cook chilli pickled fish*, Lan Zhan? I like that. But please don’t make it sweet. I tried it once and almost threw up.”
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    “Mn. I do.”


    “The weather’s getting hotter and hotter. There’s no need to boil the bathwater so hot today, so I only cut half the usual amount of firewood.”


    “Mn. That is fine.”


    “…” Lan WangJi stared at the two making casual conversation, “Your dream?”


    Wei WuXian was laughing so hard he might suffer from an internal injury, “Pwahahahahahahahaha, uh, yes. For a certain period of time, for some reason, I keep on having these dreams. I’d dream that we retired to seclusion to the countryside. I go out to hunt and farm, while you stay at home to guard the house, weaving and cooking food for me. Oh right, you’re also in charge of my money and doing accounts for me. At night you even mend my clothes. Every time I dream about telling you to boil the bathwater so that we could bathe together at night, but every time we were about to take off our clothes I’d wake up. What a shame, hahahahahahahahahahaha…”


    He didn’t at all feel embarrassed that such a dream was seen by Lan WangJi. Instead, he was quite pleased with himself. Seeing how giddy he was, Lan WangJi’s eyes grew soft, “One might as well.”


    This dream of Wei WuXian’s was full of trivial odds and ends, like cooking, eating, feeding chicken, cutting firewood. As expected, when the bathwater had finished boiling, the dream halted abruptly. The two walked just a few steps out of the cabin and arrived at an elegant pavilion. Outside stood a magnolia tree with branches drawn out, effusing a quiet, refreshing fragrance.


    The dream’s location changed, this time somewhere both of the two should definitely recognize. This place was the Library Pavilion of Gusu’s Cloud Recesses.


    Candlelight leaked out a wooden window on the second floor, along with indistinct voices. Wei WuXian looked up, “Let’s go inside and check things out?”


    For some reason, Lan WangJi had surprisingly stopped. He stared at the window, lost in thought, as if he was hesitating. Wei WuXian found this strange. He couldn’t think of a reason why Lan WangJi might not want to go in, asking, “What’s wrong?”


    Lan WangJi shook his head vaguely. After some silence, just as he was about to speak, a string of unrestrained laughter suddenly exploded from within the Library Pavilion.


    Hearing this, Wei WuXian’s eyes lit up. He dashed into the Pavilion and leaped up the stairs in just a few strides.


    Now that he entered, of course Lan WangJi wouldn’t stay outside all by himself either, so he went in as well. Together, the two walked into the lamp-lit chamber, and they indeed saw something very interesting.


    On a light-colored sitting mat beside a surface set for the punishment of copying scriptures, a sixteen-year-old Wei Ying was roaring with laughter as he slammed the desk, “Hahahahahahahahahahahahahahaha!”


    Thrown onto the ground was a yellowing booklet, which a similarly young Lan Zhan treated as if it were a snake or scorpion. He had already backed away up to a corner of the Pavilion, currently howling in anger, “Wei Ying——!”


    Young Wei Ying laughed so hard he almost rolled under his deck. He finally managed to raise his hand, “Here! I’m here!”


    And over here, Wei WuXian was also splitting his sides with laughter. He tugged at Lan WangJi who stood beside him, “What a nice dream! I can’t anymore, Lan Zhan, look at you, look at how you were back then, that expression, hahahahahaha…”


    For some reason, Lan WangJi’s face looked even stranger. Wei WuXian pulled him over to sit on a mat at the side, grinning as their adolescent versions fought and argued, propping his chin on his hand.


    There, young Lan Zhan had already unsheathed Bichen. Wei WuXian hurriedly grabbed Suibian, revealing a few inches of its sheath as he reminded, “Manners! Second Young Master Lan! Watch your manners! I brought my sword today as well. If we start fighting, do you think your Library Pavilion will end up fine?”


    Lan Zhan raged, “Wei Ying! Just… Just what sort of person are you?!”


    Wei Ying raised a brow, “What sort of person could I be? I’m a man!”


    “…” Lan Zhan lashed out, “You have no shame!”


    Wei Ying, “So I have to feel ashamed about this? Don’t tell me you’ve never read something like this before. I won’t believe you.”


    After trying to hold it back for a while, Lan Zhan charged over with his sword, face cold as frost. Wei Ying was astonished, “What, you’re really gonna fight?!” He attacked as well. Just like this, the two really began to spar within the Library Pavilion. 


    At this point, Wei WuXian exclaimed with a ‘huh’. He turned sideways to look at Lan WangJi, musing, “Is this what happened? Why don’t I remember us actually fighting back then?”


    Lan WangJi didn’t make a single sound. Wei WuXian looked at him, but he unnoticeably averted Wei WuXian’s gaze. The feeling that something had been off about him tonight deepened within Wei WuXian.


    Just as he was about to ask, he heard young Wei Ying joke as he fought, “Nice, nice, nice! Firm yet free, curb after release—beautiful swordsmanship! But Lan Zhan, oh, Lan Zhan, look at how red your face is. Is it because of fighting with me, or is it because of what you just looked at?”


    Young Lan Zhan wasn’t blushing at all. He swung his sword across, “Nonsense!”


    Wei Ying leaned backwards with extreme flexibility to dodge the attack. Then he straightened up and nimbly pinched Lan Zhan’s fair cheek, “How was it nonsense? You should feel yourself. Your face is almost burning, haha!”


    Lan Zhan’s face switched between red and white. He was just about to slap the hand away when Wei Ying retreated first. His slap landed on nothing as he almost ended up slapping himself. Turning around, Wei Ying continued with all the ease, “Lan Zhan, oh, Lan Zhan, no offense, but look at the other people your age. Is there any one of them who blushes so easily? Can’t take it after just this tiny bit of thrill—you’re such an amateur.”


    If this situation was neither something that really happened nor one of his dreams, it had to be one of Lan WangJi’s dreams. Wei WuXian enjoyed the spectacle, “Lan Zhan, you get me so much. This is indeed something I’d say.”


    Yet, he didn’t notice that the current Lan WangJi almost looked somewhat anxious.


    Over there, Wei Ying rambled on, “Copying scriptures is so boring. Why don’t I teach you about these things while you copy them? Let’s just say it’s to thank you for supervising me…”


    Having endured his blather for so long, Lan Zhan finally couldn’t take it any longer. Bichen zipped forward. The two swords clashed, and both were knocked out the window. Seeing that Suibian fell out of his hand, Wei Ying was slightly surprised, “Hey, my sword!”


    As he shouted, he was about to leap out the window and grab his sword when Lan Zhan plunged toward him from behind and pushed him onto the ground. Wei Ying’s head bumped against the ground. He hastily began to struggle, and the two quickly became a brawling mess. Wei Ying kicked as hard as he could, elbows thrashing, but he couldn’t break free from the constraint of Lan Zhan’s limbs no matter what, almost as if he was wrapped inside an impenetrable net of iron, “Lan Zhan! What are you doing, Lan Zhan! I’m kidding, I’m kidding! Why are you so serious?!”


    Lan Zhan grabbed his wrists, pressing his body onto his back. His voice was low, “What, did you, want to teach me?”


    His tone sounded cold, but it seemed volcanoes were about to erupt within his eyes.


    The were originally quite matched in terms of skill. Out of carelessness, Wei Ying had been pinned down on the ground, vulnerable. He could only feign ignorance, “No? Did I say something?”


    Lan Zhan, “You did not?”


    Wei Ying replied with confidence, “I didn’t!”


    He began again, “Don’t be so straight, Lan Zhan, don’t take every single thing I say so seriously. I can’t fathom how you’d believe all that nonsense. What’s there to be angry about? I’ll stop, alright? Hurry up and let me go. I haven’t even finished copying today’s scriptures. I’ll quit, I’ll quit.”


    Hearing this, Lan Zhan’s face calmed as he seemed to relax his arms slightly. Yet, right after Wei Ying pulled his wrists out, he grinned mischievously and struck with his palm.


    However, almost as if he was long since on guard, Lan Zhan caught Wei Ying the moment he attacked, holding him down once more. This time, he went even harder, and Wei Ying’s wrist was twisted into a even greater curvature. He exclaimed, “I already said I was kidding! Lan Zhan! Can’t you even take a joke?!”


    Flames seemed to dance within Lan Zhan’s eyes. Without saying anything, he tore off the ribbon on his forehead and wrapped it thrice around the hands of Wei Ying who was underneath him, locking them in place with a fast knot.


    With such a turn of events, Wei WuXian was absolutely dumbfounded, watching from the side!


    A few moments later, he finally turned around to look at Lan WangJi beside him, only to find that although Lan WangJi’s face was still snowy white, tinged with not a single trace of red, his earlobes had already become pink.


    Wei WuXian slithered over, up to no good, “Lan Er-gege… something seems to be wrong with this dream of yours, huh?”


    “…” Lan WangJi suddenly stood up, “Stop looking!”


    Wei WuXian immediately grabbed him, who was just about to get up and leave, “Don’t go! I still want to see what would happen in your dream. We haven’t even arrived at the best part yet, have we?”


    By the desk in the Library Pavilion, Wei Ying howled for a while, tied up by Lan Zhan. After he quieted down, he tried to reason with the other, “Lan Zhan, a gentleman uses his tongue instead of his fists. You’d be narrow-minded if you’re like this. Think about it. Did I say anything about you?”


    Lan Zhan breathed soundlessly, his voice cold, “Think on your own, what you said about me.”


    Wei Ying protested, “I only said that you were an amateaur, that you didn’t know about some things. Isn’t it the truth? There are some adult things that you really don’t understand, right? Treating me like this just because you were exposed—what could you be if not narrow-minded?”


    Lan Zhan was indifferent, “Who said I do not understand?”


    Wei Ying raised a brow, smirking, “Ohhhhh, really? Stop being so stubborn. It’d be beyond mind-blowing if you actually do hahahahahaha… Ah!”


    He suddenly exclaimed, for Lan Zhan suddenly gripped a part of him down below.


    Lan Zhan’s handsome yet still somewhat callow features were cold as he repeated, “Who said I do not understand?”


    Wei WuXian clung onto Lan WangJi, almost biting his earlobe, “Yeah, who said you didn’t understand? What you think about in the day you dream about at night. Lan Zhan, tell me the truth, you really want to do this to my past self, don’t you? I can’t believe… that you’re this kind of HanGuang-Jun.”


    Although Lan WangJi was still expressionless, the pink had already snuck up to his fair neck. The fingers resting at his knee also curled up unnoticeably.


    Over there, with his manhood having been seized, young Wei Ying gasped a few times, “What the Hell are you doing, Lan Zhan?! Are you mad?!”


    Lan Zhan’s entire body had already jammed between Wei Ying’s legs. Such a position indeed made one feel threatened. Seeing his disadvantage, Wei Ying immediately changed his words, “… No, no, no! Nobody said you didn’t understand! L-L-L-Let go of me first—let’s talk things over!”


    He swung his arms agitatedly, but the GusuLan Sect’s forehead ribbon was made of fine cloth. No matter how he floundered about, he couldn’t break out of the bondage. With a few more swings, he saw the book that landed nearby and grabbed it immediately, throwing it onto Lan Zhan in hope that the holy illustrations would knock him sober, “Calm down first!”


    The book first crashed into Lan Zhan’s chest before it landed between Wei Ying’s wide open legs, flipping a few pages. Lan Zhan looked down, and he could no longer move his eyes.


    Coincidentally, the page just so happened to land on an illustration that depicted an extremely obscene position in an extremely bold way. On top of that, both of the illustrated figures were men!


    Wei WuXian remembered that the collection he showed Lan WangJi back then had nothing to do with cut-sleeves, so there definitely wasn’t such a page. He couldn’t help but once again marvel at this. The details within Lan WangJi’s dream were… so comprehensive that he could almost gasp in admiration!


    Lan Zhan looked down, staring at the page without a single blink. Wei Ying saw the illustration as well. Immediately, he felt a bit awkward, “… Umm…” He wailed again and again within his heart. Insisting that actions were more powerful than words, he used all his strength to pull out a foot and kick forward. Yet, with only one hand, Lan Zhan grabbed the back side of his knee and opened his legs into a wider position. He stripped Wei Ying’s belt and trousers with just a few motions.


    Wei Ying only felt his bottom half go cold. Looking down, he felt as if his heart went cold as well, exclaiming, “What are you doing, Lan Zhan?!”


    Over at the side, Wei WuXian was absolutely engrossed as he watched, so excited that he shouted in silence, What do you think?! He’s gonna do you!


    Stripped of his pants, Wei Ying’s legs, slim and white, were stark naked as he kicked them around. Lan Zhan pressed his legs down. Referring to the illustrations, his right hand searched for the tight, fleshy spot within the two snowy cheeks.


    Wei Ying’s entire lower half was restrained firmly. Even when such a private region was forcefully touched, he had nowhere to hide. With two fingers, Lan Zhan rubbed the pink spot. Wei Ying shivered. A flash of embarrassment buzzed across his face, yet he forced it down and struggled as hard as he could, writhing madly. The youth on top of Wei Ying, however, continued to massage the region calmly with his right hand, eyelids lowered and lips sealed shut. Slowly, he exerted more strength, until the spot gradually softened. From the rubbing, a pink slit opened slightly, swallowing a small segment of the fair finger almost shyly.


    Wei WuXian glanced at Lan WangJi with a smirk, “So this is why you refused to come in here earlier on, HanGuang-Jun. To do such a thing to me in your dream and have it seen by me—you’re really gonna want to go hide in a hole, huh?”


    Lan WangJi sat straight by his side. He looked down, and his eyelashes seemed to tremble.


    Resting his chin on his hand, Wei WuXian faced the scene, watching his young self be pinned down fingered by a young Lan Zhan. He grinned, “If you were able to dream about it afterwards, HanGuang-Jun, you should’ve just did it to me back then. I…”


    Before he could finish, Lan WangJi grabbed his hands and pushed him onto the ground, covering his lips with his own. Wei WuXian could feel his boiling cheeks as well as the fiercely beating heart within his chest. He found it somewhat amusing. As the moist lips parted, he murmured, “What, embarrassed again?”


    Lan WangJi’s breaths were abnormally rough. He didn’t answer. Wei WuXian, “Or… Are you hard instead?”


    At the same time, Wei Ying let out a long, crying moan by the desk.


    Lan Zhan had already leaned his entire body on top of Wei Ying. The two were tightly connected below, clearly in the process of intrusion. As the hard, foreign object penetrated his body bit by bit, Wei Ying felt so uncomfortable that both his legs curled up, yet because his hands were tightly bound by the forehead ribbon, he couldn’t move at all. In pain, he slammed his head loudly against the wall a few times. Lan Zhan put his hand under Wei Ying’s head to act as cushion. At the same time, he sent his member entirely inside Wei Ying’s body.


    In the beginning, it was difficult for the fleshy spot to even take in a single finger, yet now it was stretched open with a large object both hot and hard. The delicate creases were also spread smooth. Wei Ying was still somewhat dazed, as if he didn’t know what was going on. But when Lan Zhan slowly began to thrust, consulting the illustrations, Wei Ying began to let out soft, subconscious whimpers.


    Wei WuXian turned to Lan WangJi, “You were small back then, Lan Zhan, but your size definitely wasn’t. ‘I’ am a virgin, after all, so I say this is gonna be a rough round.”


    He spoke as he rubbed and nudged his knees against Lan WangJi’s legs on purpose. Now that he’d seen with his own eyes a live session with him being the protagonist, he was very much turned on and wanted to experience the prowess of the erection again.


    Before long, Lan WangJi ripped apart his trousers and the lower hem of his clothes without saying a word, while Wei WuXian naturally parted his legs and coiled them around his waist. Lan WangJi held the shaft of his erection and kneaded it against the entrance.


    The two made love almost every single day. Both Wei WuXian’s body and heart were long since acquainted with Lan WangJi’s. He hugged Lan WangJi’s neck tightly and drew in a deep breath, and he was pierced through by the blade.


    The entry proceeded quite smoothly. The soft entrance and the warm, moist inside tightly sucked on the intruding object, almost as if he was born to hold the one on top of him. Soon, from where they were connected came moist squelches and the sound of flesh beating flesh.


    Lan WangJi’s member was quite impressive in its weight, and the shape of its shaft also curved slightly upwards. With every thrust, it’d accurately grind against the weakest, most sensitive spot on the inner wall. Every time the spot was hit, it was a whirling wave of pleasure for the both of them.


    Wei WuXian felt light-headed from Lan WangJi’s thrusts, his insides contracting sporadically. He shivered from the top of his head to the tip of his toes, arching his neck with relish. From this angle, he could just barely see the sixteen-year-old Wei Ying of Lan WangJi’s dream, who was also in the middle of suffering such pleasure.


    He lay amongst the books scattered on the ground, wrists bound together and weakly fixed above his head. His red ribbon had long since disappeared. Hair disheveled, he was on the verge of crying, tears blurring his squinting eyes. Atop him, Lan Zhan worked for a while. As if he thought Wei Ying’s legs weren’t far enough apart, he held Wei Ying’s leg and put it over his shoulder before plunging in again. The leg couldn’t hang any longer, and fell to the curve of his elbow. Both the smooth lines of the leg and the muscles at the inner thigh twitched slightly. It was obvious that Wei Ying was also driven mad by the curved, burning object that drilled through him ceaselessly. This being his first time, he could do nothing but hold tightly onto Lan Zhan’s shoulders as though he was drowning. He probably couldn’t even figure out where he was right now, much less recall that his current agony was afflicted by the one wreaking havoc within his body.


    As he watched his sixteen-year-old self blush and tremble while being fucked by the sixteen-year-old Lan Zhan, Wei WuXian felt that it still wasn’t enough. Young Lan Zhan should be even rougher, even fiercer, and bully young Wei Ying until he cried out loud. Right now was far from enough.


    Within the small area of the Library Pavilion, the two titillating acts played out. Wei Ying, who had been feeling quite hazy, seemed as if he was somewhat brought back by the sounds of the slapping meat. Staring at the ceiling of the Library Pavilion, he shivered before he slowly shifted his gaze down, as though he wanted to see what the situation below his body was like but didn’t have the courage to do so. Coincidentally, after Lan Zhan toiled for a while, he raised both of Wei Ying’s thighs and hung them at his shoulders. After he leaned forward and charged again, Wei Ying’s waist was bent into a flexible curvature. Through the blur of the tears, he could see what it was like between his buttocks.


    The clean little spot of pink was now a ripe shade of deep red from the work of Lan Zhan’s member, its edges so swollen that it almost seemed pitiful. The weapon, long and hard, was still thrusting in and out. The milky secretion, the thin streaks of blood, and a clear fluid of unknown origin swished around where the two connected, making a mess of things. And in the front, his own member was also raised slightly, spouting some white at its head.


    Seeing the horror, Wei Ying was shocked speechless. Soon, he suddenly struggled as hard as he could, conjuring up all his strength, and fought out of Lan Zhan’s grip. Flipping around, he crawled forward on his knees, wanting to escape.


    For a long while he’d been fucked roughly, pressed on the ground. He’d long since lost all energy. His thighs and his knees quivered as he fumbled only a bit forward before he straight-up collapsed on the ground. The position displayed his round, snowy buttocks high in the air. White and red instantly dribbled out of the opening, rolling down the thighs. Inside the thighs was covered with red and purple handprints, able to induce one’s sadism with just one look.


    And all of this fell right inside the eyes of Lan Zhan right behind him. With searing eyes, he chased after him without saying a word. Wei Ying felt something tighten around his waist. He was locked in place, and the place that had been empty for a few seconds was immediately filled again.


    He moaned, whispering, “No…”


    Having endured so much torment, he was already soft and slick, easily able to swallow whole the erection that had just been violating him. Wei Ying groveled on the mat, his body shifting forward with each thrust. Terror flashed across his face. In the past, when he went out into the mountains to fool around, he always saw beasts mate in this position. And thus, being entered from behind, it was only natural he felt even more embarrassed, his insides clenching tight. Pinching his waist, Lan Zhan fucked even harder, still without any method. After a while at such a level of intensity, Wei Ying finally couldn’t take it any longer.


    Half his face and his upper body were pressed down on the ground with extreme force. He rambled incoherently, “S-Spare me, spare me… Lan Zhan, Second Young Master Lan, spare me…”


    Apart from bringing about deeper and faster dives, of course this kind of plea was utterly useless. Wei WuXian laughed, “Good Heavens, I’m almost gonna get hard. Please don’t spare him no matter what. The right thing to do is to fuck him all the way… Ah…”


    Lan WangJi picked him up so that Wei WuXian sat on him. The weight of his body made Wei WuXian swallow the rod even deeper, so deep that his brows knit together and his face twitch slightly. He quickly diverted his attention to riding Lan WangJi, adjusting his position. He no longer had the spare energy to spout shameless comments.


    As the squelches and the sounds of body slapping against body became even louder, Wei Ying’s cries also became more miserable, “Lan Zhan… Lan Zhan… Did… Did you hear me… It’s too deep… Don’t come in all the way… My stomach hurts…”


    Every time Lan Zhan went in, it was as if he was going to pierce him through. The absolute force was the exact opposite of that face of his. Wei Ying was already all red and numb from the onslaught. His entire lower body almost couldn’t feel anything anymore. He tried hard to move forward, but every time he’d be dragged back roughly, forced to take Lan Zhan’s shaft into the depths of his body. With a few such repetitions, he mumbled almost as if he was on his last breath, “Listen… Listen to me, outside, o-outside there are people waiting for me. Jiang Cheng and the rest… are still waiting for me outside… Ah!”


    Hearing this, Lan Zhan withdrew from his body all of a sudden and turned him over.


    Wei Ying let out a tear-streaked whimper and immediately curled into a ball, almost as if he wanted to hide himself like an infant. He was mostly erect at the front, on the verge of coming. Fluids were sprawled across the end of his thigh, trickling down. It was quite the spectacle. The hole that’d been forcefully used for so long was swollen, yet it still opened and closed intermittently, seeping white and red. It was as if it was hungry and didn’t want Lan Zhan to leave his body.


    Wei WuXian, on the other hand, had his waist and hips be supported by Lan WangJi as he rode atop his body. Even now, Lan WangJi’s face was cold and elegant. If not for his somewhat scattered breathing, it was impossible to tell what he was doing just by looking at his face. It’d be even harder to guess that right now, he cupped Wei WuXian’s buttocks with both hands as he squeezed and kneaded without at all controlling his force, leaving blue and purple prints on the two round halves. He then lowered his head and held the spot of red at Wei WuXian’s left chest into his lips, nipping gently. As Wei WuXian swallowed his member in and out, the wet, purplish rod disappeared again and again into the deep crevice. It felt so good his scalp tingled.


    Over there, Lan Zhan stared for a while at Wei Ying, who seemed like he was about to pass out. Suddenly, he tore apart the clothes in front of him and pinched the pink at his left chest before burying into his body again.


    Wei Ying finally got the time to catch his breath. Right now, his entire body was sensitive to an extreme. How could he be treated like this? With a whimper, his insides squeezed tight. Tears immediately rolled down.


    It seemed as if Lan Zhan was angry at the two buds on his chest, rubbing and pinching them so hard that they were erect and swollen red. Every time he was touched. Wei Ying’s inner walls contracted fiercely. The warm, delicate flesh sucked the blade tightly, perfectly outlining the shape of Lan Zhan.


    Wei Ying cried, “Lan Zhan, I was wrong, I was wrong. I shouldn’t have called you an amateur, I shouldn’t have said you didn’t understand, I won’t teach you anymore. Lan Zhan, Lan Zhan did you hear me? Second Young Master Lan, Lan Er-gege…”


    Hearing the sweet, nasal tone of the last word, Lan Zhan’s motions slowed slightly. He indeed showed some mercy. With blurred eyes, he drew towards Wei Ying’s face and gently kissed his thin, pleading lips.


    Wei Ying felt as though his entire lower body had been crushed by a boulder. He felt searing hot down below and sore around his waist, while his nipples were still being teased. He was just starting to drift off when he suddenly felt the attacks below him slow down somewhat. The two’s foreheads bumped against each other as two cold lips approached. They tasted a bit sweet. He opened his eyes. As he saw how Lan Zhan’s long, dark eyelashes were less than inch away as he kissed him dedicatedly, he somehow felt a tinge of comfort.


    And so, Wei Ying opened his mouth as well, sucking on Lan Zhan’s lips softly. He murmured, “… I want more…”


    What he meant was the kiss, yet Lan Zhan understood him wrong, increasing speed. Wei Ying gasped a few times. He quickly hugged his neck and took the initiative in the kiss.


    In the beginning, Wei Ying only thought that it was absolutely terrifying for such a long, hard object to jab around his insides. But after so long, he also discovered a sensation apart from soreness, pain, and fatigue, gradually getting aroused. Especially when Lan Zhan’s somewhat curved erection pressed hard against a certain spot inside him, it felt as if currents passed through his entire body, sending so much pleasure that he trembled. He got harder and harder in front, secreting more and more of the white fluid. He couldn’t control his body from moving his hips,. Sometimes when even Lan Zhan didn’t hit the right spot, he’d send his lower half forth and try his hardest to accommodate. What went out of his mouth also ceased to be pleas.


    Wei Ying, “… Ge… Er-Gege… Lan Er-Gege… Pl-… Please…”


    Lan Zhan caught his breath, his voice deep, “What?”


    Wei Ying cupped his cheeks and kissed unstoppably, whispering, “Do it up there, just like before, hit that spot, alright…?”


    As he wished, Lan Zhan ground his hips in the direction he wanted. These few thrusts seemed especially heavy. Wei Ying cried in surprise, limbs wrapping around his body as he called, “What…”


    Lan Zhan had already blocked his lips, concentrating on the kiss.


    Wei WuXian also lingered in the kiss with Lan WangJi, his tongue sketching the outline of the other’s lips. Hearing what happened over there, Wei WuXian spoke, “HanGuang-Jun, you came over there.”


    A sweaty Lan Zhan embraced a similar Wei Ying, lying quietly on the mat that had already been wrinkled. Wei Ying’s chest heaved up and down, his eyes still somewhat hazy. The two hadn’t parted yet. He was still sucking tightly on Lan Zhan’s member. The semen was sealed tightly inside and not a single drop had leaked.


    Wei WuXian grinned, “Look over here. Shouldn’t we also…”


    Lan WangJi nodded and laid him flat on the mat. Hips steady, he lunged a few times before letting it out inside Wei WuXian’s body.


    Wei WuXian let out a breath of relief. It felt wonderful, yet his back and buttocks weren’t made of steel. After messing about for so long, watching the two younger ones, he was pretty much drained of all energy. Yet, Lan WangJi didn’t pull out just yet. Instead, still inside of him, he adjusted him into another position.


    Wei WuXian, “HanGuang-… Jun?”


    Lan WangJi let out a small smile. He approached his ear and said a few soft words.


    Wei WuXian, “… Umm, wait? By fuck him all the way, I meant for the young Lan Zhan in your dream to fuck the me in the dream all the way? I didn’t mean… Lan Zhan? Er-Ge-… Ge? Spare me!!!”

  


  Chapter 118: Extra — Villainous Friends


  

  


    13 Years ago


    Xue Yang sat beside the small, wooden table of a street side vendor, one leg stepping on the bench as he ate a bowl of glutinous rice dumplings soaked in rice wine. He tapped his spoon on his bowl. It was quite a satisfactory meal in the beginning, but in the end, he suddenly realized that even though the dumplings were sticky, the rice wine wasn’t sweet enough.


    Xue Yang stood up and kicked the stall over.


    The vendor himself had been busying himself all over the place. He was shocked speechless by the kick. He stared as the young man perpetrated his assault and, after the kick, said nothing as he turned around to leave, a wide grin on his face. Only a few moments later did the vendor realize what happened. He caught up and scolded, “What are you doing?!”


    Xue Yang, “Wrecking your stall.”


    The vendor was half-dead with anger, “You’re sick! You’re mad!”


    Xue Yang didn’t move an inch. Pointing at his nose, the vendor continued, “You little bastard! You eat my food, you don’t give me money, and you have the guts to wreck my stall?! I…”


    Xue Yang’s thumb shifted. The sword at his waist was unsheathed with a ‘clank.’


    The sword shone coldly. He gently patted the vendor’s cheek with Jiangzai’s blade, his voice saccharine, “The dumplings were nice. Add more sugar next time.”


    After he finished, he turned around and continued to march forth.


    The vendor was a mixture of shock and fear. He was mad, but he didn’t dare say anything, gaping as he walked into the distance. Suddenly, he was filled with rage and frustration. A moment later, he let out a furious roared, “… Under broad daylight without rhyme or reason—why, why?!”


    Xue Yang waved his hand without even looking back, “There’s no why. There are lots of things in this world that happen without rhyme or reason. This is called an unexpected disaster. Goodbye!”


    With light paces, he walked past a few blocks. A while later, someone came up from behind him and calmly caught up to his strides, hands folded behind.


    Jin GuangYao sighed, “I only turned around for a second and you stirred up so much trouble for me. I only had to pay for a bowl of dumplings in the beginning, and now I have to pay for his table, chairs, pots and pans, and even bowls.”


    Xue Yang, “You’ll miss the couple of coins?”


    Jin GuangYao, “No.”


    Xue Yang, “Then why are you sighing?”


    Jin GuangYao, “I don’t think you’ll miss the couple of coins either. Why can’t you try being a normal customer once in a while?”


    Xue Yang, “Back in Kuizhou I never paid for anything I wanted. Just like this.” As he spoke, he casually plucked off a stick of sugared haws off a vendor’s pole. It might be the first time the vendor saw such a shameless person. As he stared open-mouthed, Xue Yang took a bite, “Besides, you can deal with the trouble of me wrecking a tiny stall, can’t you?”


    Jin GuangYao smiled, “You little delinquent. Wreck stalls however you want. I wouldn’t even care if you burned down the entire street. Just one thing—don’t wear the Stars Amidst Snow robes and cover up your face. Don’t let anyone know who did it, or it’d be trouble for me.”


    He tossed the money to the vendor. Xue Yang spat out a mouthful of haw pits. Through the corner of his eye, he saw a small area of purple at Jin GuangYao’s forehead that wasn’t hidden properly. He laughed, “Where did that come from?”


    Jin GuangYao glanced at him in a somewhat reproachful way. He straightened his cap and hid the bruise properly, “It’s a long story.”


    Xue Yang, “Nie MingJue did it?”


    Jin GuangYao, “If he were the one who did it, do you think I could still be standing here and talking to you?”


    Xue Yang felt that it very much made sense.


    The two left Lanling City and approached a strange building amongst the wilderness. The building wasn’t pretty. After the tall walls was a row of long, black houses. Before the row was a square, enclosed by steel fencing as high as one’s chest. The fences were packed with red and yellow talismans. Within the field were all kinds of odd tools, like cages, guillotines, like tacked boards. A few “people” dressed in rags also walked slowly by.


    All of the “people” had blue skin and empty gazes. They walked around the clearing without any purpose, bumping into one another at times and leaking strange noises from their throat.


    It was a corpse training ground.


    Back then, Jin GuangShan lusted after the Stygian Tiger Seal. He beat around the bush a couple of times, using all his skills, yet Wei WuXian didn’t give in no matter what, and it made him run into a bunch of obstacles. He thought, If you can do it, why can’t others? I don’t believe that you Wei Ying are the only person in this world who can do it. The day will come when you’re surpassed by someone and laughed at by everyone. Will you still be so arrogant then?


    And so, Jin GuangShan sought after all those who imitated Wei WuXian in cultivating the ghostly path and gathered them under his rule. He spent a great amount of money and resources and these people, ordering them to study and analyze the structure of the Tiger Seal in secrecy so that they could replicate and restore it. Among them, not many achieved anything, while the one who walked the furthest was the youngest Xue Yang, recommended by Jin GuangYao alone.


    Jin GuangYao was overjoyed. He accepted him as a guest cultivator and gave him high rights and freedom. The corpse training ground was an area of land Jin GuangYao specially requested for Xue Yang for him to research in secrecy, which meant for him to fool around however he wanted to.


    When they approached the corpse training ground, two fierce corpses were currently engaged in a fight in the center of the square.


    These two were evidently different from the other walking corpses. They were perfectly clothed and had white eyes, holding blades. As the two swords clashed, sparks were sent flying everywhere. Before the steel fence were positioned two chairs. The two sat down at the same time. Jin GuangYao fixed his collar, and a quivering corpse shifted over, presenting a tray.


    Xue Yang, “Tea.”


    Jin GuangYao glanced at it. A purplish, peculiar object rested sunken in the bottom of the teacup, swollen from the soak, whatever it was.


    With a smile, he pushed the teacup away, “Thank you.”


    Xue Yang pushed the teacup here again, asking affectionately, “This is tea I made with my own hands. Why don’t you want to drink it?”


    Jin GuangYao pushed the teacup away once more, explaining in a kind tone, “It’s precisely because you made the tea with your own hands that I don’t dare to drink it.”


    Xue Yang raised a brow. He turned around and continued to watch the corpse battle.


    The two fierce corpses fought even harder, using both their swords and their claws as the tore off blood and flesh. The boredom on his face grew even denser. A short moment later, he suddenly snapped with his fingers and made a certain gesture. The two corpses immediately turned their swords around, bodies twitching, and slashed off their own heads. The remaining headless bodies plummeted to the ground, still shaking.


    Jin GuangYao, “Hadn’t they just gotten to the interesting part?”


    Xue Yang, “They were too slow.”


    Jin GuangYao, “They were a lot faster than the two I saw last time.”


    Xue Yang reached out with the hand wrapped in a black glove, extended a finger, and wagged it, “That depends on what you compare them against. Something like this—let alone Wen Ning, they wouldn’t even last long against the average fierce corpses that Wei WuXian controlled with his flute.”


    Jin GuangYao smiled, “Why the hurry? Even I’m not hurried. You can take it easy. Tell me if you need anything. Right—”


    He took out something from within his sleeve and passed it to Xue Yang, “Perhaps you need this?”


    As he skimmed through what it was, Xue Yang’s body suddenly sat upright from the chair, “Wei WuXian’s manuscripts?”


    Jin GuangYao, “That’s right.”


    Xue Yang flipped through the pages, his eyes glowing. Soon, he looked up, “Is this really his actual manuscripts? The ones he wrote when he was nineteen?”


    Jin GuangYao, “Of course. Everyone fought for it as hard as they could. It took me quite some effort to gather all of them.”


    Xue Yang whispered something vulgar, the excitement in his eyes growing even stronger. After he flipped through, he spoke, “It’s not complete.”


    Jin GuangYao, “The fight and fire on Burial Mound were more than destructive. It’s fortunate enough that I could find these fragments. Cherish them carefully.”


    Xue Yang, “What about his flute? Can you get me Chenqing?”


    Jin GuangYao shrugged, “Not Chenqing. Jiang WanYin took it.”


    Xue Yang, “Doesn’t he hate Wei WuXian the most? Why would he need Chenqing? Didn’t you also get that sword of Wei WuXian’s? Give him the sword in exchange for the flute. It’s long since Wei WuXian stopped using his sword, while Suibian sealed itself and nobody can pull it out. What’s the use of keeping a fucking piece of decoration?”


    Jin GuangYao, “You really ask me to do the impossible, Young Master Xue. Do you think I haven’t tried? How could anything be that simple. That Jiang WanYin has already gone mad. He still thinks Wei WuXian hasn’t died. If Wei WuXian returned, he might not search for his sword, but he’d definitely come for Chenqing. And so, he would definitely not give up Chenqing. A few more words of mine, and he might blow up.”


    Xue Yang sniggered, “A mad dog.”


    At this point, two of the LanlingJin Sect’s disciples dragged over a cultivator with hair all tangled.


    Jin GuangYao, “Weren’t you going to rebuild your fierce corpses? I’ve come just in time to bring you the materials.”


    The eyes of the cultivator were almost flickering with red, and as he struggled, those pupils that looked at Jin GuangYao were about to spew out fire. Xue Yang, “Who’s this?”


    Jin GuangYao’s face didn’t change a bit, “Those I bring to you are sinners, of course.”


    Hearing this, the cultivator lunged forth, somehow managing to spit out the cloth that gagged his mouth along with a mouthful of blood, “Jin GuangYao! You vile, treacherous scum—how dare you call me a sinner? What sins have I committed?!”


    One syllable at a time, he spoke as though his words became nails that could potentially pierce through Jin GuangYao. Xue Yang laughed, “What’s up with him?”


    The cultivator was restrained by those behind him like they were pulling on a dog’s leash. Jin GuangYao waved his hands, “Hush him up.”


    Xue Yang, “Why? Let me hear him out, won’t you? How are you a vile, treacherous scum? He’s barking like a dog. I can’t understand what he’s saying.”


    Jin GuangYao’s tone was somewhat reproachful, “Young Master He Su is a respected cultivator, after all. How could you refer to him in such a disrespectful way?”


    The cultivator laughed coldly, “I’ve already fallen in your hands. What are you keeping up the pretense for?”


    Jin GuangYao responded with a kind expression, “You don’t have to look at me like that. I also had no choice. To elect a chief cultivator is an irresistible trend. What was the use of stirring up trouble and seeking argument everywhere? I’ve already warned you again and again, yet you were determined not to listen to me. Under these circumstances, things are already beyond redemption. From the bottom of my heart, I, too, feel utmost pain and regret.”


    He Su, “What was the irresistible trend? What was stirring up trouble? Jin GuangShan wanted to establish the position of chief cultivator only to imitate the QishanWen Sect in being the only ones at the top. Do you think all the world is ignorant? You frame me like this only because I spoke the truth!”


    Jin GuangYao smiled, saying nothing. He Su continued, “When you really succeed, all of the world of cultivation would see the true face of the LanlingJin Sect. Do you think killing me alone would put you eternally at ease? How wrong you are! We, the TingshanHe Sect, teem with talent. From now on, we’ll unite and never surrender to you Wen-dogs of another skin!”


    Hearing this, Jin GuangYao squinted slightly, the corners of his lips curving up. It was the usual kind, gentle expression. Seeing this, He Su felt his heart skip a beat. At the same time, commotion sounded outside the corpse training ground, among it the cries of women and children.


    He Su spun around, only to see a group of LanlingJin Sect cultivators drag inside sixty or seventy people all wearing the same uniform. There were men and women, old and young. Every one of them was a cross between shock and fear, while some were already crying. Both tied up, a girl and a boy kneeled on the ground as they wailed at He Su, “Brother!”


    He Su was shocked speechless, his face instantly as white as paper, “Jin GuangYao! What are you doing?! It’s enough if you kill me—why drag my entire sect along?!”


    Jin GuangYao looked down and fixed his sleeves, still grinning, “Weren’t you yourself the one who reminded me just now? Even if I killed you, I wouldn’t be put eternally at ease. The TingshanHe Sect teems with talent, and from now on, you’d unite and never surrender—I was quite frightened. After much thought, this was the only thing I could come up with.”


    He Su felt as though a fist had been shoved down his throat. He couldn’t manage a thing. A moment later, he raged, “To wipe out my entire sect without a reason—are you really not scared of being condemned by all?! Are you really not scared of what would happen if ChiFeng-Zun found out?!”


    Hearing him mention Nie MingJue, Jin GuangYao raised his brows. Xue Yang laughed so hard he was about to flop over his chair. Jin GuangYao gave him a look before he turned around and replied calmly, “That’s not the way to go about things, is it? The TingshanHe Sect rebelled and schemed to assassinate Sect Leader Jin with all its forces before it was caught red-handed. How could that be called without a reason?”


    The ones over their cried, “Brother! He’s lying! We didn’t, we didn’t!”


    He Su, “Utterly nonsense! Open your eyes and fucking look! There are nine-year-old children here! Old men who can’t even walk! How could they rebel against anything?! Why would they assassinate your dad out of nowhere?!”


    Jin GuangYao, “Because you made a mistake and committed murder, Young Master He Su, while they refused to accept Koi Tower’s conviction of you, of course.”


    He Su finally remembered the accusation for which he was transferred to such a creepy place, “It’s all made up! I never killed a cultivator of the LanlingJin Sect! I’ve never even seen the person who died! I don’t even know if he was really a cultivator from your sect! I… I…”


    He stammered for a while before eventually caving in, “I… I don’t even know what happened, I don’t even know!”


    Yet, at such a place, nobody would listen to his protests. Sitting before him were two villains who already treated him as though he were dead. What they enjoyed was precisely his dying struggle. Smiling, Jin GuangYao leaned back, waving his hand, “Hush him up, hush him up.”


    Knowing he’d undoubtedly die, He Su was brimming with dread. Clenching his teeth, he roared, “Jin GuangYao! You’ll receive your retribution! You’re dad is gonna die among prostitutes sooner or later, and you wouldn’t meet a pleasant end either, you son of a prostitute!!!”


    Xue Yang was in the middle of enjoying the speech, giggling and laughing. Yet all of a sudden, a shadow flashed and a silver light flew past. He Su screeched, covering his mouth.


    Blood splattered all over the ground. Over there, the members of He Su’s sect cried and cursed. It was utter chaos, but no matter how chaotic, it was firmly subdued. Standing before the collapsed He Su, Xue Yang tossed something bloody in his hand, snapping at two of the walking corpses beside him, “Shut him in the cage.”


    Jin GuangYao, “You shut them in alive?”


    Xue Yang turned around, curling his lips, “Wei WuXian never used live humans, but I wanna try.”


    Under his command, the two corpses dragged the legs of He Su who was still screaming and threw them inside the steel cage in the middle of the corpse training ground. As they watched their elder brother bang his head madly against the bars, the boys and girls rushed over wailing. Their cries were so sharp that Jin GuangYao reached up and rubbed his temple, seeming as though he wanted to pick up the tea and have a few sips to steady his nerves. Yet, he looked down only to see the purplish, bloated object at the bottom of the cup. He then looked up at the tongue that Xue Yang was tossing around in his hand. After some thought, he finally realized, “This is what you make the tea out of?”


    Xue Yang, “I have a whole jar. You want some?”


    “…”


    Jin GuangYao, “No thanks. Tidy things up a bit and come pick up someone with me. We can have tea elsewhere.”


    As though he suddenly remembered something, he fixed his cap, accidentally touching the area of purple hidden at his forehead. Xue Yang gloated, “So what exactly is up with that forehead of yours?”


    Jin GuangYao, “I’ve said already. It’s a long story.”


    Jin GuangShan always threw his tasks whether big or small onto Jin GuangYao’s shoulders, while he indulged himself nights in a row, making Madam Jin throw her rage all around Koi Tower. When Jin ZiXuan was there, he could be the mediator between his parents, but right now it was already past the point of no turning back between the two. Every time Jin GuangShan went out and fooled around with women, he’d use Jin GuangYao to cover him and look for excuses. Madam Jin couldn’t catch him, so she vented on Jin GuangYao instead, shattering an incense burner today and spilling a cup of tea tomorrow. And so, in order for him to be able to live a few more safe days on Koi Tower, Jin GuangYao had to go to brothels himself and retrieve Jin GuangShan on time.


    Having familiarized himself with doing such things, Jin GuangYao already knew where he could find Jin GuangShan the quickest. Arriving at an elegant pavilion, Jin GuangShan walked in with hands behind his back. The manager at the main hall welcomed him with a fawning smile, while Jin GuangYao raised a hand to gesture that it was unnecessary. Casually, Xue Yang swiped an apple from a customer’s table before following Jin GuangYao upstairs, only wiping it at his chest before munching down. Soon, the laughter of Jin GuangShan and quite a few women ventured down. The women chirped, “Sect Leader, don’t you think this painting of mine is marvellous? Doesn’t the flower look almost as if it were alive, painted on my body?” “What’s so clever about painting? Sect Leader, look at my calligraphy. What do you think?”


    Jin GuangYao had long since gotten used to this. He knew when he should appear and when he should not. He gestured towards Xue Yang and stopped in his tracks. Xue Yang clicked his tongue, his expression quite impatient. Just as he was about to go downstairs and wait, he suddenly heard Jin GuangShan’s gruff voice, “Women—shouldn’t it be enough as long as they water their flowers, powder their faces, and make themselves look as pretty as possible? Calligraphy? What a disappointment.”


    Those women all wanted to please Jin GuangShan originally. With these words, a flash of awkwardness passed over the pavilion. Jin GuangYao’s figure froze somewhat as well.


    Soon, someone giggled, “But I heard that back then in Yunmeng, there was a talented woman who charmed the entire world with her poems and songs—zither, chess, calligraphy, as well as painting!”


    It was clear Jin GuangShan was dead drunk. The wine could even be heard from his stammering voice.


    He mumbled, “That’s——not how things work. Now I’ve realized. Women shouldn’t play with those useless things. Women who’ve read some books always think they’re a level higher than the other women. They’re the most troublesome, with so many demands and unrealistic fancies.”


    Standing before a window, Xue Yang leaned back, his armed propped on the window as he ate his apple, looking sideways at the scenery outside. And Jin GuangYao’s smile seemed to be locked on his face, his curved eyes motionless.


    Up on the pavilion, the women agreed with laughter. As though he remembered something from the past, he murmured to himself, “If I bought her freedom and took her back to Lanling, who knows how much fuss she would’ve made. If she stayed where she was, she might be popular for a few more years and she wouldn’t have to worry about her spendings for the rest of her life. Out of everything, just why did she have to bear a son, a son of a prostitute? What could she have hoped to…”


    A woman asked, “Sect Leader Jin, who are you talking about? What son?”


    Jin GuangShan’s voice drifted, “Son? Oh, forget it.”


    “Okay, then we’ll forget it!”


    “If you don’t like it when we write and paint, Sect Leader Jin, then we won’t write and paint. How about we do something else?”


    Jin GuangYao stood for thirty minutes by the stairs, while Xue Yang gazed at the scenery for thirty minutes as well. The laughter upstairs finally quieted.


    A while later, Jin GuangYao turned around, his face calm, and began to slowly walk downstairs. Seeing this, Xue Yang casually tossed the apple core outside. He also followed down, wagging left and right.


    The two walked for sometime on the streets. All of a sudden, Xue Yang rudely burst out laughing.


    He began, “Hahahahahaha fuck hahahahahaha…”


    Jin GuangYao stopped, his voice cold, “What are you laughing at?”


    Xue Yang was splitting his sides with laughter, “You should’ve gotten a mirror and looked at your face. That smile was nasty. It was so fucking fake I could throw up.”


    Jin GuangYao let out a snort, “What do you know, you little delinquent? One has to smile no matter how fake, how disgusting it is.”


    Xue Yang responded lazily, “You were asking for it. If anyone dared say I was raised by a whore, I’d find his mom first, fuck her a couple hundred times, then drag her out and throw her into a whorehouse for others to fuck a couple hundred times. Then we’ll see which of us was really the one raised by a whore. Simple.”


    Jin GuangYao laughed as well, “I sure don’t have such refined hobbies.”


    Xue Yang, “You don’t, but I do. I don’t mind doing it for you. Just hit me up, and I can go fuck them for you, hahahahahaha…”


    Jin GuangYao, “No, thanks. Save your energy, Young Master Xue. Will you be free the next few days?”


    Xue Yang, “Won’t I have to do it no matter what?”


    Jin GuangYao, “Go to Yunmeng for me and tidy up a place for me. Make it clean.”


    Xue Yang, “They say when Xue Yang attacks, he leaves behind not even the chicken or the dog. Do you have any other misunderstandings as to how clean my work is?”


    Jin GuangYao, “I don’t think I’ve ever heard this saying?”


    Night had already fallen. It was quiet all around, with few passersby. The two talked as they walked, passing a street side stall. The vendor was in the middle of dejectedly tidying his tables. He looked up and suddenly screamed, jumping backwards.


    His scream and his jump were both quite frightening. Even Jin GuangYao paused, his hand moving to Hensheng’s handle at his waist. When he saw that it was only the average street vendor, he immediately ignored it. Yet Xue Yang didn’t say a word before he went over and kicked over the booth again.


    The vendor was both shocked and terrified, “It’s you again?! Why?!”


    Xue Yang grinned, “Haven’t I told you? There’s no why.”


    He was just about to kick again when a sharp pain suddenly came from the back of his hand. His pupils shrunk, and he immediately sprang back. He raised his hand only to see that many red marks had already appeared on his hand. He looked up. A black-robed cultivator retracted his horsetail whisk, looking at him coldly.


    The cultivator had a slender physique, his features stern and cold. He held a horsetail whisk in his hand and carried a sword on his back, the tassel of which swished alongside the night wind. Killing intent flashed across Xue Yang’s eyes as he struck with his palm. The cultivator brandished his whisk, wanting to fend off the strike, while Xue Yang’s attacks were always bizarre and unpredictable. The direction changed, and he lunged for his heart.


    The cultivator frowned slightly. He dodged to the side, yet his left arm was lightly brushed by the hand. His body wasn’t injured, yet frost suddenly fell over his face. It was as though he found it extremely distasteful, almost unbearable.


    The slight change in expression fell into Xue Yang’s eyes. He laughed coldly. Before he continued, a snowy figure suddenly cut between the fight. Jin GuangYao had intervened, “For my sake, please let him be, Daozhang Song ZiChen.”


    The vendor had long since fled the scene. The black-robed cultivator spoke, “LianFang-Zun?”


    Jin GuangYao, “Yes, that would be me.”


    Song ZiChen, “For what reason is LianFang-Zun defending such insolence?”


    Jin GuangYao managed a smile, seeming quite helpless, “Daozhang Song, this is a guest cultivator of the LanlingJin Sect.”


    Song ZiChen, “Why would a guest cultivator do something so lowly?”


    Jin GuangYao coughed, “Daozhang Song, you don’t understand. He… has an odd personality, and he’s still quite young. Please excuse him.”


    At this point, a clear, gentle voice drifted past, “He’s still quite young indeed.”


    Like a sliver of moonlight amidst the night, a white-clothed cultivator soundlessly appeared beside the three, holding a whisk and carrying on his back a sword.


    The cultivator had a lean build. His robes and his sword tassel swayed as he slowly strode forward, as if he was stepping on clouds. Jin GuangYao greeted, “Daozhang Xiao XingChen.”


    Xiao XingChen returned the salute, smiling, “We parted over a few months ago, but what a surprise that LianFang-Zun hasn’t yet forgotten me.”


    Jin GuangYao, “Daozhang Xiao XingChen moved the entire world with his swordsmanship. It’d instead be strange if I didn’t remember, wouldn’t it?”


    Xiao XingChen smiled, as though he knew Jin GuangYao’s way of adding some flattery into everything he said. He replied, “You overpraise me, LianFang-Zun.” Right after, he turned his gaze towards Xue Yang, “However, even if he’s still at a young age, as he has taken a seat amongst Koi Tower’s guest cultivators, it’s still best if he learns restraint. After all, the LanlingJin Sect is one of the most prestigious sects. It needs to lead by example in many aspects.”


    His dark irises shone bright yet gentle, holding no blame when looking at Xue Yang. And thus, even though it was words of advice, he didn’t sound the least displeasing. Immediately, Jin GuangYao followed calmly, “Of course.”


    Xue Yang snickered. Hearing his laugh, Xiao XingChen didn’t lose his temper either. He examined him for a while and spoke after some thought, “Moreover, I see that this young man’s method of attack is quite…”


    Song ZiChen’s voice was icy, “Hostile.”


    Hearing this, Xue Yang laughed, “You say I’m still at a young age, but how much older are you? You say I attack with hostility, but who was the one that gave me a taste of his whisk first? It’s absolutely ridiculous the way you two lecture others.”


    As he spoke, he raised the hand that was criss-crossed with blood and shook it. He was clearly the one who wrecked the stall first, yet right now he turned the tables around with utmost justification. Jin GuangYao didn’t know what a face to make, turning to the two cultivators, “Daozhang, he…”


    Xiao XingChen couldn’t help but broke into a smile, “He’s truly…”


    Xue Yang squinted, “Truly what? Spit it out, won’t you?”


    Jin GuangYao’s voice was warm, “ChengMei*, please hold your tongue for now.”


    *TN: This is Xue Yang’s courtesy name. The name is originally taken from the phrase ‘to help fulfil the wishes of others’, but can also be interpreted to mean ‘to become pretty’.


    Hearing the name, Xue Yang’s face immediately darkened. Jin GuangYao continued, “Daozhang, I’m really sorry for today. For my sake, please don’t mind him.”


    Song ZiChen shook his head. Xiao XingChen patted his shoulder, “ZiChen, let’s go.”


    Song ZiChen glanced at him and nodded. The two said goodbye to Jin GuangYao and left together.


    Xue Yang glared at their leaving figures with insidious eyes, grinning through clenched teeth, “… Fucking damn cultivators.”


    Jin GuangYao mused, “They didn’t really do much to you, so why the anger?”


    Xue Yang spat, “I find these fake, conceited people the absolute most disgusting. That Xiao XingChen was clearly not even that much older than me, poking his nose into other people’s business—annoying. And he started giving me a lecture. And that Song guy.” He sneered, “I only brushed past his arm, so what was with that look he gave me? Sooner or later, I’ll dig out his eyes and shatter his heart. Let’s see what he’ll do when that happens.”


    Jin GuangYao, “Now that’s a misunderstanding. Daozhang Song is somewhat mysophobic. He doesn’t like contact with others. It wasn’t directed at you.”


    Xue Yang, “Who are these damn cultivators?”


    Jin GuangYao, “After so much, you don’t even know them? Right now, those two are in the midst of their popularity— ‘Xiao XingChen, the bright moon, the gentle breeze; Song ZiChen, the distant snow, the cold frost.’ Haven’t heard that?”


    Xue Yang, “No. I don’t get it. The fuck is that?”


    Jin GuangYao, “Nevermind if you haven’t heard it, nevermind if you don’t get it. In any case, they’re gentlemen, so don’t provoke them.”


    Xue Yang, “Why?”


    Jin GuangYao, “They say one should choose offending a crook over offending a gentleman*.”


    *TN: the real saying goes the opposite way.


    Xue Yang looked at him with much suspicion, “Does such a saying exist?”


    Jin GuangYao, “Of course. When you offend a crook, you can outright kill them to spare later trouble, and the crowd would even cheer for you; when you offend a gentleman, things become more difficult. These people create the most hassle. They’d chase after you and never let go, and if you lay even a single finger on them, you’d be the target of all. Hence, it’s best to keep them at arm’s length. It was fortunate that today they only thought you were too arrogant due to your youth and that they didn’t know what you did throughout the day. Or else, there’d be no end to it.”


    Xue Yang mocked, “So many restrictions. I’m not scared of these people.”


    Jin GuangYao, “You’re not, but I am. One thing less is better than one thing more. Let’s go.”


    There weren’t many steps to go anyways. Soon, the two arrived at a fork. To the right was Koi Tower; to the left was the corpse training ground.


    They exchanged a smile, and parted ways.

  


  
  

  Chapter 119: Extra — Incense Burner (Part Two)


  

  


    The second morning, Wei WuXian somehow woke up earlier than Lan WangJi did. His legs were shaking throughout the entire day.


    The tapir* incense burner was seized and scrutinized by them for a long while. Wei WuXian took it apart and put it back together, but he still couldn’t understand the mystery behind it.


    *TN: This refers to the mythical animal in the shape of which the incense burner was built. These creatures are often connected to dreams.


    Sitting beside the desk, Wei WuXian pondered, “If it’s not a problem with the incense, then it has to be a problem with the incense burner. What a thing. It feels so real even Empathy might not compare to it. Was it ever recorded in the Library Pavilion?”


    Lan WangJi shook his head.


    If he shook his head, that meant it was certain nobody had ever recorded it. Wei WuXian, “Oh, well. Its potency has already passed. We should store it properly for now so that other people don’t come into contact with it by accident. If some master of spiritual tools ever visit us, we could take it out again and ask them.”


    They both thought that the incense burner’s potency has passed already, yet what happened was beyond what they expected.


    At night, after a round between the sheets, Wei WuXian and Lan WangJi fell asleep side by side, lying within the Jingshi.


    Soon after, he opened his eyes again only to discover that he was again lying below the magnolia tree outside the Library Pavilion. The sunlight spilled onto his face through the flowering branches. Wei WuXian squinted, covering it with his hand. He slowly got up.


    This time, however, Lan WangJi wasn’t beside him.


    Wei WuXian cupped his right hand around his lips, shouting, “Lan Zhan!”


    Nobody answered. Wei WuXian wondered, Looks like the incense burner’s potency hasn’t passed yet. But where’s Lan Zhan? Don’t tell me I’m the only one affected by the incense burner’s leftover powers?


    Before the magnolia trees was a small path of white pebbles. A group of the GusuLan Sect’s disciples, wearing white clothes and forehead ribbons, passed carrying a few books each, as though they were about to attend their morning lectures. None of them spared Wei WuXian a single glance, still unable to see him. Wei WuXian went up the Library Pavilion and stole a look. Lan WangJi wasn’t inside, no matter the big one or the small one. And so he got down again, beginning his aimless stroll throughout the Cloud Recesses.


    Not long afterwards, he managed to make out the whispering voices of two boys. He walked closer, finding that one of their voices sounded quite familiar, “… Nobody had ever kept any within the bounds of the Cloud Recesses. To do such a thing is unheard of.”


    After a moment of silence, the other boy answered, somewhat dejected, “I know. But… I have already made my promise. I cannot go against my word.”


    Wei WuXian picked this up. He sneakily glanced over. As expected, conversing amidst a clearing of green grass was Lan XiChen and Lan WangJi.


    It was a spring day vibrant with soft winds. The young brothers seemed to be two immaculate pieces of jade, reflected against each other. Both were dressed in snowy robes, their wide sleeves and forehead ribbons flapping in the wind, almost as if they were a painting. The Lan WangJi at this point in time was also just about sixteen. He frowned slightly, as though he was worried about something. What he held in his arm was a white rabbit, sniffing its pink nose, and beside his foot was another rabbit, its long ears perked up as it stood clinging to his boot, trying to climb up.


    Lan XiChen, “How could the casual remarks between two boys be considered a serious promise? Is it really because of this?”


    Lan WangJi looked at the ground and said nothing.


    Lan XiChen smiled, “Fine. Then if by any chance Uncle asks of this, you must explain things to him properly. These days, you have been spending just a little too much time on them.”


    Lan WangJi nodded solemnly, “Thank you, Brother.” With a pause, he added, “… They will not affect my studies.”


    Lan XiChen, “I know, WangJi. However, you must not tell Uncle who gave these to you. Or else, out of rage, he would make you send them away no matter what.”


    Hearing this, it seemed as though Lan WangJi hugged the rabbit in his arms even tighter. Lan XiChen smiled. He reached out and poked the rabbit’s pink nose with his fingertip, before leisurely walking away.


    After he left, Lan WangJi stood there for a while, thinking. The rabbit at times flicked its ears, resting within his arms in a comfortable manner. The one by his foot clung even more anxiously. Lan WangJi glanced at it before bending down and picking it up as well. He placed both rabbits inside his arms, stroking gently. The tenderness of his hands contrasted his expression.


    Wei WuXian felt his heart itch from just the sight of the scene. He walked out from behind the tree, wanting to get even closer to the young Lan WangJi. Yet, the rabbits fell from Lan WangJi’s hands, and the atmosphere changed at once. He spun around. After he saw whom it was, his piercing gaze immediately faltered, “… You?!”


    He was shocked, yet Wei WuXian was even more shocked, “You can see me?”


    This was definitely the strangest. Logically, those inside the dream shouldn’t be able to see him. But right now, Lan WangJi looked straight at him, “Of course I can. You are… Wei Ying?”


    The young man in front of him looked over twenty, definitely older than fifteen. And yet, he indeed had the same face as Wei WuXian. Lan WangJi couldn’t figure out the identity of the intruder, maintaining sharp vigilance. If he were wearing his sword right now, he would’ve probably unsheathed Bichen already.


    Wei WuXian reacted with extreme swiftness. He fixed his expression at once, “It’s me!”


    With such an answer, Lan WangJi’s face seemed even more alarmed as he walked a few steps backward. Wei WuXian put on a wounded expression and tone, “Lan Zhan, I took such great pains to come back and find you—how could you treat me like this?


    Lan WangJi, “Are you… truly Wei Ying?”


    Wei WuXian, “Of course.”


    Lan WangJi, “Then why is your appearance different?”


    Wei WuXian, “Now that’d be a long story. This is what happened: I’m Wei WuXian indeed, but I’m Wei WuXian from seven years in the future. Seven years later, I discovered a powerful tool that let me travel back in time into the past. I was just in the middle of examining it when I touched it accidentally—and here I am!”


    The explanation was so absurd it couldn’t even fool a child. Lan WangJi’s voice was cold, “How can you prove it?”


    Wei WuXian, “How do you want me to? I know absolutely everything about you. The rabbit you were hugging as well as the one by your feet—those were from me, weren’t they? You seemed so reluctant when you accepted them, yet now you refuse to let them go even when your brother tells you not to. You’ve fallen in love?”


    Hearing this, Lan WangJi’s expression changed slightly. He seemed as if he wanted to say something, yet stopped in the middle, “I…”


    Wei WuXian walked a few steps closer, opening his arms with a wide grin, “What’s wrong? You embarrassed?”


    Seeing just how peculiar his actions were, Lan WangJi looked as though he faced a formidable enemy, his face full of caution as he walked even more steps back. Wei WuXian hadn’t seen Lan WangJi face him with such an attitude in a long time. He laughed in secret as he feigned anger, “What do you mean by this? What are you avoiding me for? Good for you, Lan Zhan—for ten years you and I have been husband and wife, and now you’ve forgotten about me so easily?”


    With this, Lan WangJi’s handsome, icy features snapped instantaneously.


    He began. “… For ten years? You… and I? … have been husband and wife?!”


    It was only eleven words, yet he only managed to spit them out after a handful of pauses. Wei WuXian seemed as though he finally realized something, “Oh, I forgot. You don’t know about this yet. Doing the maths, it seems like we’ve only just met each other? Did I just leave the Cloud Recesses? No worries. Let me tell you a secret—just a few years, and we’ll become partners in cultivation!”


    Lan WangJi, “… Partners in cultivation?”


    Wei WuXian gloated, “That’s right! The kind that practices dual cultivation everyday. It was a proper, orthodox marriage—we’ve even prostrated.”


    Lan WangJi was so enraged that his chest heaved slightly. A moment later, a few words seeped from between his teeth, “… Utterly nonsense!”


    Wei WuXian, “You’ll know if it’s nonsense or not if you keep listening for just a bit longer. When you sleep, you like to hug me tightly, and you have to be hugging me or else you won’t be able to sleep; every time you kiss me it’s always so long, and when it ends you like to bite me gently before you leave; oh, right, you like to bite me too when we’re doing that other thing, like on my body…”


    Ever since the words ‘hug me tightly’, Lan WangJi’s expression had become twisted. The longer he listened, the greater his reaction was. It was as if he was about to cover his ears to block out the obscenity, lunging forward ready to strike, “Nonsense!”


    Wei WuXian dodged to the side, “Nonsense again? At least change things up a bit! And how do you even know I’m talking nonsense? Is this not what you’re like?”


    Lan WangJi spoke a word at a time, “I… have never kissed… so how could I know what I like… when I…!”


    Wei WuXian thought for a bit, “You’re not wrong. You haven’t kissed anyone yet at this age, so of course you don’t know what you’re like when you kiss someone. Wanna try right now?”


    “…” Lan WangJi was in such a rage he had even forgotten to summon the disciples and seize the suspicious intruder. He attacked strike after strike, aiming straight for his wrist*. He was still young at this point, however. Wei WuXian was a lot more skilled, easily avoiding the attacks. Spotting an opening, he pinched somewhere on Lan WangJi’s arm, and Lan WangJi’s movements paused. With this opportunity, Wei WuXian landed a light peck on his cheek.


    *TN: At one’s wrist, where the veins are and where the pulse can be felt, is an acupoint that is supposedly deadly.


    “…”


    After the kiss, Wei WuXian let go of Lan WangJi’s arm and released the restraint.


    But Lan WangJi was already a frozen statue, and for a long time he remained so, sent into a daze.


    “Hahahahahahahahahahahahahahaha…” Wei WuXian laughed himself awake from the dream.


    He laughed so hard he almost rolled off the bed. Fortunately, Lan WangJi’s arms were always wrapped around his waist. Along with the laughter, his entire body trembled the moment he woke up, making Lan WangJi wake up from his sleep as well. The two sat up together.


    Lan WangJi looked down, massaging his temple with one hand, “Just now, I…”


    Wei WuXian, “Just now, did you have a dream that you met a twenty-something-year-old me when you were fifteen?”


    “…” Lan WangJi stared at him, “The incense burner.”


    Wei WuXia nodded, “I thought I only entered the dream again because of the incense burner’s after effects, yet who knew you were the one who was influenced even more heavily.”


    Tonight’s situation was different from last time’s. Just now, the young Lan Zhan in the dream was Lan WangJi himself.


    Those who were dreaming often didn’t know that they were dreaming. And thus, Lan WangJi really thought he was only fifteen in his dream. It was a proper dream at first—morning lectures, strolls, taking care of rabbits. Yet, he ran right into Wei WuXian, who snuck into his dream and decided to make mischief there. After he was caught, what came was a good round of teasing.


    Wei WuXian, “I can’t anymore, Lan Zhan. How you looked hugging your rabbit and not letting go, scared out of your wits that your brother and your uncle might not let you have them—I love you so much. Hahahahaha…”


    Lan WangJi didn’t know how to respond, “… It is late at night. Your laughter might disturb others.”


    Wei WuXian, “You think we’re quiet everyday at night? Why did you wake up so early? Wake up a bit later, and I’d drag you to the far mountains of your sect and do bad things with you, letting the young Lan-Ergege have a first taste of the good stuff in life, hahahaha…”


    Lan WangJi watched him roll around at the side. He never ended up finding the words. After sitting for a while, he suddenly reached out and pressed Wei WuXian down onto the bed.


    The two thought that after the second night passed, the incense burner’s powers should’ve dissipated already. Yet, the third night, Wei WuXian woke up in Lan WangJi’s dream again.


    Dressed in black, he sauntered through the white pebble paths of the Cloud Recesses, Chenqing’s red tassel bobbing up and down with each stride of his. Soon, the sound of reciting textbook material floated by.


    It was from the direction of the Lanshi. Wei WuXian strutted towards the room. As expected, a couple of the Lan Sect’s disciples were doing their evening studies inside. Lan QiRen wasn’t there. Lan WangJi was still the one who supervised.


    The Lan WangJi of tonight’s dream still appeared to be young, but he was more like the one Wei WuXian saw in the Cave of the Xuanwu, about seventeen or eighteen. His features held an elegance that already carried the air of a prominent cultivator, yet still bore the youthful green of a young man. He sat attentively before the room. When someone had a question and came forth to ask, he would take a swift glance before immediately coming up with an answer, his serious expression creating stark contrast against his adolescence.


    Wei WuXian leaned against a pillar outside the Lanshi. Having watched for a while, he soundlessly swept up to the roof and placed Chenqing near his lips.


    Within the Lanshi, Lan WangJi paused slightly. One of the boys asked, “Young Master, what is it?”


    Lan WangJi, “Who is playing the flute at such a time?”


    The boys looked at one another. Quickly, one of them replied, “I hear no flute?”


    With this, Lan WangJi frowned somewhat. He stood up and went out the door, holding his sword, just in time for Wei WuXian to put his flute away and land nimbly on another roof with a leap.


    Lan WangJi noticed the movement, ordering in a lowered voice, “Who is it?!”


    Wei WuXian let out two crisp whistles slide out from below his tongue. The sound was already a couple dozen yards away. He laughed, “It’s your husband!”


    Hearing the voice, Lan WangJi’s expression changed. He couldn’t be sure, “Wei Ying?”


    Wei WuXian didn’t answer him. Lan WangJi unsheathed Bichen from his back and chased after him. With a few hops and leaps, Wei WuXian had already landed atop the tall walls of the Cloud Recesses. He stood up, stepping on a rooftop tile. Lan WangJi landed as well, standing a few feet away from him. Holding Bichen, his forehead ribbon, his sleeves, and the lower hems of his robes flapped in the night wind, almost heavenly.


    Wei WuXian put his hands behind his back, grinning, “What a handsome man with what handsome moves. With such a scene, it’d be absolutely perfect if there were to be a handsome jar of Emperor’s Smile.”


    Lan WangJi stared straight at him. A moment later, he spoke, “Wei Ying, what do you need, visiting the Cloud Recesses at night uninvited?”


    Wei WuXian, “Guess?”


    “…” Lan WangJi, “Ridiculous!”


    Bichen’s blade sliced past, yet Wei WuXian dodged it easily. The young adult Lan WangJi was already adept at the sword, yet in front of the current Wei WuXian, he couldn’t really post much of a threat. Just a few exchanges, and he caught an opening, slapping a talisman onto Lan WangJi’s chest. Lan WangJi’s body froze, unable to move, while Wei WuXian grabbed him and sprinted towards the back mountains of the Cloud Recesses.


    Wei WuXian found a thick bush of herb plants. Lan WangJi was placed here, leaning against a white rock, “What do you want?”


    Wei WuXian pinched his cheek, his face serious, “Rape.”


    Lan WangJi couldn’t tell if he was joking or not, face growing pale, “Wei Ying, you… must not act so recklessly.”


    Wei WuXian laughed, “You know me. I love acting recklessly.” As he spoke, he reached under Lan WangJi’s thick layers and took a squeeze at a critical region of his.


    The squeeze was quite skillfully executed, between light and heavy. Instantly, Lan WangJi’s expression grew funny.


    The corners of his mouth twitched as he sealed his lips together, eventually managing to take control over his face and feign calmness. However, Wei WuXian went even further, untying his sashes and stripping his lower garments in just a few moves. He weighed in his hand the heavy thing that didn’t at all match Lan WangJi’s delicate features, praising from the bottom of his heart, “You’ve truly been talented since a young age, HanGuang-Jun.”


    After he spoke, he even gave the shaft a light flick. With the such a private part of his body being played with like this, Lan WangJi already looked as if he was about to die from rage. He didn’t have the spare energy to think about whom HanGuang-Jun was either, his voice harsh, “Wei Ying!!!”


    Wei WuXian snickered, “Shout all you want. Nobody would come to save you even if you shout your throat hoarse.”


    Lan WangJi was about to speak again as he watched Wei WuXian finish laughing and, brushing a strand of hair behind his ear, sink down to swallow the length down below.


    Shock exploded in Lan WangJi’s eyes. He couldn’t even believe what was happening, his entire body stiff.


    The seventeen-year-old Lan WangJi was still surrounded by youthful immaturity, yet the size of that erection was definitely not to be reckoned with. Wei WuXian slowly took the length into his mouth. Even before he could swallow everything, he felt its slippery tip knock against the wall of his throat. The body of the erection was thick and searing. The inside of his mouth could even feel the strong pulse of its veins. His cheeks also puffed from stuffing the foreign object inside. Despite the difficulty, he still patiently sent the remaining bit deeper into his throat.


    Wei WuXian was indeed quite experienced with dealing with that member of Lan WangJi’s. He gave it all that he had, sucking and licking with much noise, almost as though he was tasting some sort of delicacy with devotion. Even with Lan WangJi’s ever-so-fair complexion that refused to let out a single tint of red, he was still blushing at his neck and ears, breaths shallow. Wei WuXian spent so long time sucking and swallowing that even his cheeks began to hurt, yet still there was no release. He was quite puzzled as to what was going on—it was impossible he wasn’t even skilled enough to handle the seventeen-year-old Lan WangJi. He glanced up, however, only to find that Lan WangJi’s face was full of endurance. The rod was clearly already as hard as iron, yet he persisted stubbornly, refusing to release almost as if he was trying to protect some last line of defense.


    He found it to be quite amusing, his desire to make mischief rising up again. The moist tip of the tongue licked again and again the slit atop the thick glans. With a few deep throats, Lan WangJi finally couldn’t hold it any longer and let it out.


    The ejaculate was rather thick, its musky smell pouring into his throat. Wei WuXian straightened up, coughing lightly as he wiped the corner of his mouth with the back of his hand. Like before, he swallowed everything. On the other hand, after the release, Lan WangJi stared fixedly at Wei WuXian with red eyes, speechless, whether as his body’s response to the orgasm or simply out of rage and embarrassment.


    Wei WuXian felt his heart melt, seeing such a humiliated face. He lay a gentle peck on his cheek, “Alright. I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have bullied you.”


    As he spoke, he wiped his fingers on the length that had just ejaculated and drew his hands back, untying his sash to take off his lower garments.


    Wei WuXian had slender legs, his thighs white as jade, lined by smooth muscles. The pair of buttocks was round and full, creating quite an enjoyable scene. On the other hand, leaning against the rock, Lan WangJi was most certainly able to see all that and more that was going on beneath Wei WuXian’s body.


    Kneeling among the grass, Wei WuXian turned around and lay prone onto the ground, facing Lan WangJi with his back. He moved the fingers smeared with white towards his lower body. The entrance hid amidst the deep crevice. Wei WuXian only revealed the spot of pink after he parted the cheeks slightly. The slit was soft and rather yielding. It was closed properly at first, yet as Wei WuXian gently massaged Lan WangJi’s semen around the entrance with his two long fingers, it began to open, almost shyly swallowing the fingertip. Wei WuXian sent his finger slowly and firmly all the way inside before starting to move it in and out. A while later, he began to speed up somewhat, and he was growing erect at the front as well.


    When watery squelches began to come from behind, Wei WuXian inserted a third finger. He let out a soft breath, as though it was becoming too much for him. He was well aware of his capabilities, and his fingers slowed down again.


    Amid the night, these details shouldn’t come across as obvious, but Lan WangJi’s senses were sharp, especially his sight. He could do nothing but watch as the titillating scene carried on in front of his eyes, somehow unable to even look away.


    In bed, Wei WuXian liked to reach the peak alongside Lan WangJi. In case he released too early, thus, he avoided the key region within his body during the fingering process. However, Lan WangJi had always taken quite good care of his sensitive spot. Right now, unable to be satisfied, his inner wall tightened more than usual, contracting time after time as though it was discontent. When the fingers at time didn’t touch the spot, his hips would sink uncontrollably, sending the spot towards his fingers. With a few of these near brushes, Wei WuXian felt his thighs tremble weakly, almost unable to keep kneeling any longer. He immediately withdrew his fingers, taking a moment to calm down. Turning back, he caught Lan WangJi off guard with the sudden eye contact. Lan WangJi shut his eyes closed at once.


    Wei WuXian smirked, “Hey, Lan Zhan, what are you doing? Reciting the Lan Sect’s sect rules in your heart?”


    With the correct guess, Lan WangJi’s eyelashes flickered. He seemed like he wanted to open his eyes, yet in the end he still held it back.


    Wei WuXian continued lazily, “Look at me, won’t you? What are you scared of? It’s not like I’d do anything bad to you.”


    His voice was pleasant to start with. When he said those words, his tone was so languid and frivolous that it almost seemed like a little hook. Yet, it was as if Lan WangJi was determined to not look, not listen, not speak, and definitely not pay him any regard, refusing to be affected. Wei WuXian, “Are you really gonna be so heartless as to not even give me a look?”


    With a few more teasing words, as he saw that Lan WangJi wouldn’t open his eyes no matter what, Wei WuXian raised a brow, “Well, if this is the case, I’ll be borrowing your Bichen for a bit. You won’t mind that, will you?”


    As he spoke, he indeed picked up the fallen Bichen.


    Lan WangJi’s eyes sprang open, his voice harsh, “What are you going to do?!”


    Wei WuXian, “What do you think I’m going to do?”


    Lan WangJi, “… I do not know!”


    Wei WuXian, “If you don’t know what I’m going to do, why are you being so anxious?”


    Lan WangJi, “I! I…”


    Wei WuXian stared at him with a grin. He waved Bichen in his hand before he looked down, planting a soft kiss on Bichen’s hilt. Right after, he stuck out the scarlet tip of his tongue and began to lick the hilt.


    Bichen’s blade was rather transparent, as if made of ice and snow, yet its hilt was forged from pure, refined silver. It was quite heavy in terms of weight, its carvings ancient and elegant. The scene before him was truly erotic. Lan WangJi seemed as though he was extremely upset, “Let go of Bichen!”


    Wei WuXian, “Why?”


    Lan WangJi, “It is my sword! You cannot use it to… to…”


    Wei WuXian mused, “I know it’s your sword. I’m just really fond of it and wanted to play with it for a bit. What did you think I was gonna do with it?”


    “…” Lan WangJi didn’t know what to say.


    Wei WuXian laughed, “Hahahahahahahaha, what are you thinking about, Lan Zhan?! Aren’t you a bit too indecent?”


    As he saw how Wei WuXian not only denied it, but even instead returned the attack, Lan WangJi’s expression was a spectacle. Having teased him for a while, Wei WuXian was much satisfied as he continued, “If you want me to not touch your sword, you can exchange it with yourself. How about that? Yes or no?”


    Lan WangJi could neither say ‘yes’ nor simply let him play with himself using Lan WangJi’s own sword. He didn’t know how to answer the question. Wei WuXian kneeled on the ground with his back straight as he crawled towards him on his knees, coaxing, “If you just say ‘yes’, I’ll give you back your sword and do fun things with you. Yes or no?”


    A while later, a word squeezed through Lan WangJi’s clenched teeth, “… No!”


    Wei WuXian raised his brows, “Hm. Mark your word.” He backed off from Lan WangJi’s body and sat down before him, grinning as he parted his legs, “Then you can watch me play with Bichen.”


    With such a shameless position of having his legs be spread so widely, Lan WangJi had a more than clear view of the sight at his private regions.


    Two fair buttocks parted slightly because of the wide motion, revealing the pink spot in between. With the fingering from before, the entrance was already somewhat swollen, yet with moisture, it seemed even more delicate. Wei WuXian turned Bichen’s blade around and pointed the hilt towards the entrance. He drew in a light breath. Pressing slightly, the thin folds were immediately smoothed, sucking on the tip of Bichen’s hilt. A short length was instantly shoved in.


    Bichen’s hilt felt almost as cold as ice or steel, sending a shiver down Wei WuXian’s spine. Suffering the cold, the tunnel squeezed even more, letting out a small portion of the hilt. At once, Wei WuXian clenched Bichen and forced it inside his body with greater strength, starting to push and pull.


    The inner walls were sucking tight to begin with, and the hilt was covered with the bumps and dents of ancient carvings. The feeling of it rubbing inside was enough to drive one mad. As it kneaded at a particular spot, Wei WuXian let out a low moan, drawing his legs slightly closer as he felt his head spin and his scalp tingle. He was once again aroused at the front, already erect.


    From Lan WangJi’s perspective, it was truly a scene so impossibly obscene. Wei WuXian lay in front of Lan WangJi, opening his legs out of his own will as he held Lan WangJi’s sword Bichen down below. The hilt was hard and cold, making the soft entrance swollen in an almost pitiful way. Even so, Wei WuXian still tried hard as he pushed and pulled it inside his body, his motions quickening as the thrusts became easier and easier. He breathed lightly as he gazed at Lan WangJi with glazed eyes, calling, “Lan Zhan…”


    “Lan Zhan…” The calls were tinged with a slightly nasal tone. It seemed like he was begging him, or perhaps like unconscious murmurs that came from the pleasure. Either way, it was enough to muddle one’s mind. Lan WangJi seemed as if he couldn’t even shut his eyes again or even avert his gaze, staring with fervor at his face, at how he struggled under Bichen, at how he shuddered as he touched himself. Lan WangJi’s knuckles cracked.


    On the other hand, Wei WuXian had no idea what was happening here. With Bichen’s torment, he unconsciously drew his legs even nearer, all the way until he squeezed his thighs and buttocks together. The entrance also sucked even tighter on the sword hilt. Wei WuXian let out a breath. Feeling both his arms and his legs drain of strength, he lay sideways on the ground. Just as he wanted to rest for a bit, his knees were suddenly seized by a pair of iron-like hands, and his legs were forced open.


    Wei WuXian opened his eyes, only to crash into Lan WangJi’s almost frighteningly red ones, ignited by a strange flame. He grabbed Bichen, pulled it out, and tossed it far away. The moment the hilt left his body, Wei WuXian let out a moan, as if he was dissatisfied.


    Lan WangJi raged, “Shameless!!!”


    He pressed Wei WuXian onto the ground, shoving the purplish and swollen member inside. The moment he plunged in, he began to thrust with an unstoppable force.


    As soon as Lan WangJi entered, Wei WuXian’s legs obediently wrapped around Lan WangJi’s waist as he hugged Lan WangJi’s neck with compliance, in quite a welcoming way. Yet, after just a few thrusts, he felt that it was a bit too much. Lan WangJi’s motions were too rough. Every time it seemed as if he was going to crash backwards from the force, his backside along with his tailbone hurting slightly.


    Wei WuXian called, “Gentler! Er-Gege, go a bit gentler…”


    Whether unfortunate or not, Wei WuXian forgot that right now he was older than the Lan WangJi inside the dream. Having accidentally blurted out ‘Er-Gege’, he not only didn’t cause Lan WangJi to hold back at all, but instead Lan WangJi thrusted even harder, almost as if he wanted to break Wei WuXian’s buttocks as punishment.


    Wei WuXian arched back his neck, drawing in a difficult breath amidst the storm-like rhythm, “It’s… so hot!”


    Bichen’s entire body effused cold air. Its shaft having been held within Wei WuXian, it made his insides grow softer, yet somewhat cool to the touch. Meanwhile, Lan WangJi’s manhood was both thicker and warmer than Bichen’s shaft. And thus, every time Lan WangJi sank inside, it felt as if a ball of fire had burned through his stomach, so hot that Wei WuXian wanted to roll all over the ground. Yet, after having touched himself for so long and along with Lan WangJi’s rough motions, his body had long since gone limp, only able to shiver under Lan WangJi’s attacks. Right now, in spite of his level of cultivation being much higher than Lan WangJi’s he was still unable to resist. When he really couldn’t take it any longer, he could only dodge to the side, twisting his waist in desire to escape, yet Lan WangJi pinned him down. With a few deeper thrusts, he couldn’t even make a sound anymore.


    Lan WangJi’s harsh yet low voice sounded beside his ear, “Who is the husband?”


    At first, Wei WuXian was still dazed and unable to react. Lan WangJi asked again, with a plunge so deep he almost perished from pleasure. He hurried, “You! You! You are, you’re the husband…”


    It was all karma for him.


    For a while, Wei WuXian clenched his teeth and obediently endured the fucking. The cold inner walls were rubbed warm from the friction, and it finally felt a little better. The top of the shaft was roughly lined, driving into his body, while the tunnel itself was moist and soft, sucking and contracting sporadically. The curvature of the erection within him kneaded over that spot within him again and again. Wei WuXian felt so good that he might go mad, yet he just had to pretend to be feeble and overwhelmed. As he shifted up and down from Lan WangJi’s steady rhythm, he clung to Lan WangJi’s arms and begged, “… Er-Gege… Lan Zhan… Go a bit gentler, won’t you? It hurts… I think I’m bleeding…”


    It was indeed quite moist where the two were connected, and the wet squelches also grew louder in volume. Hearing this, Lan WangJi immediately looked down, and was at once frozen.


    Wei WuXian whined, “Is it bleeding?”


    Lan WangJi let out a heavy breath, “No?”


    Wei WuXian, “No? Then what is it?”


    Lan WangJi’s deep voice sounded, “You are wet.”


    No matter for how long, the insides of Wei WuXian’s thighs had already become covered in some sort of fluid, while on Lan WangJi’s dark erection was the same moist reflection. It could only be from within Wei WuXian’s body.


    Wei WuXian pretend as if he didn’t believe it, “Really? Really?” He asked as he grabbed Lan WangJi’s hand and led him towards where they were joined. The rod was thick and lined with veins, stretching the small entrance to the maximum. Lan WangJi felt a handful of the viscous fluid, along with the two tightly connected bodies. As if he were stabbed by a needle, he immediately drew his hand away and looked. The fluid was transparent. It was, as expected, not blood.


    Wei WuXian’s and Lan WangJi’s bodies were quite compatible with each other’s. At the peak of arousal, of course the body would react on its own. Right now, however, Wei WuXian was intent on teasing him. Seeing his curved lips, Lan WangJi knew that he’d been fooled, once again burying himself inside. Wei WuXian’s breath was shattered into pieces from the thrusts. He hurried, “… Lan Zhan, Lan Zhan, let me get up, let me be on top, alright?”


    Lan WangJi seemed as though he didn’t understand what Wei WuXian meant by ‘on top’, hesitating slightly. Wei WuXian hugged him and struggled hard to flip the two, switching their positions.


    At the moment, Lan WangJi lay flat on the ground while Wei WuXian sat on top of him, the two of them connected hips to buttocks. In the process of the position switch, the thick, scorching erection remained deep within Wei WuXian. It never left for a single moment, only subtly stirring around his insides. Wei WuXian squinted from the pleasure, feeling his head begin to spin again.


    He looked down. Whether an illusion or not, he kept on feeling that his flat abdomen swelled slightly from Lan WangJi’s member being inside. He couldn’t help but reached down and touched his stomach. Soon, Lan WangJi lifted his buttocks and forced him to start moving.


    Wei WuXian rose and fell from his hands. As he rose, he’d go so high up that only the stiff tip was inside his body; as he fell, he’d take the object below his hips all the way into the deepest parts of his body, so deep that he couldn’t help but frown. On top of that, the pace was so fast it almost didn’t allow any room to breathe. In the past, every time the two made love, such a position had to be involved, as it went the deepest and Wei WuXian enjoyed it the most. Yet right now, he suffered rather greatly from the unbearable depth. The seventeen-year-old Lan WangJi of the dream had gone mad from the teasing, unable to control his force at all. And yet Wei WuXian was fucked so hard that his legs shivered. He couldn’t even stand, much less have the strength to struggle out. With such an unfortunate situation, he could only prop his hands on Lan WangJi’s firm abdomen, gasping slightly.


    Wei WuXian was born with a thin waist and thin hips, but there was quite a lot of flesh on his backside. Lan WangJi’s fingers sank deep into the meat, squeezing and rubbing. Soon, there was a noticeable area of bruising. Wei WuXian felt his entire body itch from the inside out, his buttocks aching from the rubbing. He couldn’t help but push away one of Lan WangJi’s hands. Yet, Lan Wangji seemed to be extremely dissatisfied by such a gesture. Frowning, his face darkened, and Wei WuXian’s buttcheek was afflicted with a loud, hard slap. The sound echoed crisply.


    Wei WuXian was shocked speechless by the slap.


    In his whole life, not many people had hit him in such a place. Even when he misbehaved when he was young, Madam Yu had only whipped him on his back or his palms, much less Jiang FengMian and Jiang YanLi who cared for him too much to hit him at all. When he watched children from other families be stripped of their trousers and beaten on the backside, he felt that it was shameful in every way, gloating that he’d never been beaten like that before. Yet right now, Lan WangJi had broken this streak of his, and not to mention… it was the seventeen-year-old Lan WangJi as well.


    Immediately, Wei WuXian’s face flashed between red and white. This was the first time the uncontrollable sense of shame arose within him in bed.


    The more he thought about it, the more he couldn’t keep going. Even half his backside was still stinging. He quickly shouted, “I’m not doing it anymore!” And rolled to the side, off of Lan WangJi’s body.


    Dragging two limp legs, he struggled to crawl away, searching for his trousers. Lan WangJi was in the middle of arousal. Besides, he’d been squeezed and pinched and flicked and kissed and touched and threatened by Wei WuXian for such a long time. He was filled to the brim by an unspeakable rage. Having suddenly discovered that Wei WuXian was especially scared of others hitting him on the buttocks, how could he let go of him so easily? He waved his hand, and the trousers that Wei WuXian had just pulled up to his knees immediately tore into pieces. Lan WangJi flipped his whole person over, locked his wrists behind his back, and landed another heavy hit on the snowy flesh.


    Alongside the crisp sound, Wei WuXian’s entire body trembled. He wailed, “It hurts!”


    It didn’t actually hurt. It was only just so unbearably embarrassing. In bed, Wei WuXian never tried to suppress his sounds, and thus every time his voice would go somewhat hoarse in the middle. It didn’t really sound like a cry of pain, but rather more like a tempting moan. Hearing this, Lan WangJi paused, his gaze lowering.


    Below his palms were the two round halves. Because of the two slaps, a light tint of pink shone through the fair skin, criss-crossed with rough fingerprints. Having been forcefully separated and fucked for so long, the crevice parted slightly, revealing the timidly contracting entrance, which seemed even softer now that it was swollen, almost making one doubt how it was able to swallow the hilt of Bichen and that horrifyingly-sized member of Lan WangJi’s. Near his buttocks and his inner thighs was lined with thin streaks of liquid.


    Lan WangJi’s eyes darkened.


    On the other hand, having been seized by him, Wei WuXian was scared he’d hit him again. He hurried to squeeze his entrance behind, trying hard to avert Lan WangJi’s attention by making the slit open and close, hoping that he’d pay attention to the real deal and stop being so fixated on these two pieces of his flesh. As expected, he could hear Lan WangJi’s breaths grow heavier from behind. He flipped his body around and sunk in again. The entry was more than smooth. Feeling his body be filled up again, Wei WuXian finally let out a breath of relief.


    However, before he could even let out his breath completely, Lan WangJi landed another slap at his backside. Wei WuXian shivered from the strike, tightening uncontrollably. As the tip kneaded across his sensitive spot, he grew more erect as well, secreting drops of white.


    And then, every time time Lan WangJi thrusted, he’d strike his buttcheeks, which meant every time Wei WuXian’s insides would tighten to the most when the front of Lan WangJi’s erection dug into that vital spot as he grew harder at the front. It was three layers of stimulation layering on top of one another. He felt almost as if he was in the midst of a terrifying tempest, whimpering softly, “Don’t be like this… Lan Zhan… Stop… Stop it… Wake up! Wake up, Lan Zhan…”


    He knew Lan WangJi had always been aggressive in bed, and he’d always loved his aggression. Yet, this was the first time he was forced into such a corner.


    With dozens of slaps, Wei WuXian’s buttcheeks were both red and warm, slightly swollen. It felt stinging to the touch, and his body grew more sensitive as well. When Lan WangJi plunged into the depths again, he lowered his head and kissed Wei WuXian’s lips. Wei WuXian weakly hugged his shoulder, melting into the kiss. Exhausted, he finally released.


    The milky fluid splattered between their abdomens. Following him, Lan WangJi also released to his content inside Wei WuXian’s body.


    After staying obediently for a while within the embrace, Wei WuXian spoke, his voice hoarse, “… It hurts…”


    After having released the second time, it seemed as if Lan WangJi finally returned to his senses. Lying top of him, he somewhat helplessly asked, “… Where?”


    Wei WuXian, “…”


    Of course he couldn’t say his ass hurt. He only whispered, “Lan Zhan, kiss me some more, hurry up…”


    Seeing how he looked down, behaving so oddly proper, pink crawled upon Lan WangJi’s white earlobes. He did as he was told and hugged Wei WuXian tightly, putting his lips around Wei WuXian’s as he initiated the tender kiss.


    When their lips parted, Lan WangJi indeed placed a light bite over Wei WuXian’s lower lip.


    And then both of them awakened.


    Lying atop the wooden bed of the Jingshi, the two looked across at each other for a few moments. Lan WangJi pulled Wei WuXian into his arms again.


    In the embrace, Wei WuXian was kissed for a long while. Satisfied, he shut his eyes, “Lan Zhan… Let me ask you a question. By coming inside of me every time, is it that you want me to bear a little Young Master Lan for you?”


    In the dream he teased Lan WangJi and ended up digging his own grave, so when he woke up and saw Lan WangJi again, he couldn’t help but to spout out nonsense again. But Lan WangJi wasn’t as easily flustered as before either. He only asked, “How could you?”


    Wei WuXian shifted his sore arms, using them as a pillow for his head, “Ugh, if I could, with how much you fuck me all the time, there would’ve long since been a den of little ones running on the ground.”


    Lan WangJi could never bear listening to such indecent words, “… Stop it.”


    Wei WuXian propped up one leg, grinning, “Embarrassed again? I…” Before he even finished, he suddenly felt Lan WangJi lay a light pat on his buttocks. Wei WuXian almost fell off the bed, “What are you doing?!!”


    Lan WangJi, “Let me see.”


    Wei WuXian crawled up at once, ignoring his shaky legs, “No thanks, Lan Zhan, I certainly remember what wonderful things you did in your dream. Nobody had ever treated me like this!!! In the future you’re not allowed to this either. Really, if you wanna fuck me then do it, I’ll open my legs and let you do whatever you want—just don’t hit me!!”


    Lan WangJi pulled him back onto the bed, “I will not.”


    Having acquired his promise, Wei WuXian was relieved, “HanGuang-Jun, mark your words.”


    Lan WangJi, “Mn.”


    With three nights of toil, he felt the fatigue slowly rise. Wei WuXian couldn’t keep going either. He snuggled into Lan WangJi’s arms again and mumbled, “Nobody had ever treated me like this…”


    Lan WangJi stroked his hair and landed a kiss on his forehead. Shaking his head, he smiled.


    

  


  
  

  Chapter 120: Special Extra — From Dawn to Dusk


  

    *This is a special extra from the original traditional Chinese publication of GDC.  This does not have a chapter number on JJWXC.



    It was already long past nine, yet Wei WuXian still hadn’t returned yet. The paper lamp on the desk was still lit. Lan WangJi stared at its blurry aura, his eyes unblinking. A moment later, he stood up, walked to the entrance of the Jingshi, and opened the wooden door.


    Having stayed still for a second, he seemed as if he was finally going to step outside when an odd thump suddenly came from behind him.


    Lan WangJi spun around only to see that the window had some time ago opened without him noticing, its flaps still swaying amidst the night wind. A large bulge rose from within the thin blanket on the bed. It seemed as if something had broken in through the window, rolled inside, and was currently curled up within, shifting and shuffling.


    After a moment of silence, Lan WangJi shut the door gently. He went back inside the room, on his way blowing the lamp out, closed the window, and got onto the bed. He lay beside the considerable bulge. Quietly pulling over the other blanket, he shut his eyes.


    Soon, something big and cold suddenly snuck inside his sheets. The thing snuggled onto his body, right against his chest, and giddily exclaimed, “Lan Zhan, I’m back! You should welcome me.”


    Lan WangJi wrapped his arms around the other, “Why are you so cold?”


    Wei WuXian, “I was outside in the wind for more than half the day! Let me borrow your heat.”


    So that was why he was covered in grass and dust. He must have again taken the juniors of the Cloud Recesses to disturb the beasts and monsters of remote mountains.


    Wei WuXian rolled around his bed and his sheets in such filthy clothes, yet Lan WangJi didn’t seem bothered at all, despite his usual preference for cleanliness. He tightened his arms slightly, hugging Wei WuXian even closer.


    After a while of warming the other with his body, Lan WangJi spoke, “Take your shoes off at least.”


    Wei WuXian replied, “Sure.” And he kicked off his boots against each of his legs before sneaking into the blanket again to freeze Lan WangJi.


    Lan WangJi spoke, his voice thin, “Do not mess around.”


    Wei WuXian, “I’m in your bed already, and you’re telling me not to mess around?”


    Lan WangJi, “Uncle has returned.”


    Lan QiRen’s residence was not far away from Lan WangJi’s Jingshi. He never liked Wei WuXian in the first place. If they happened to elicit some inappropriate sounds, the very next day he would probably stomp his feet angrily, throwing another fit at Wei WuXian.


    Yet Wei WuXian shoved his knee between Lan WangJi’s legs, rubbing it against him with both arousal and mischief to straightforwardly express his attitude using action.


    After a moment of silence, Lan WangJi flipped him around with force and pushed Wei WuXian down under him.


    The motion was so wide and force so strong that the two made a loud knock against the wooden bed.


    “Slow down, slow down, slow down… Slow… down!”


    Lan WangJi pinned Wei WuXian on the bed, entering with irresistible vigor as he thrust inside, all the way until his abdomen was tight against Wei WuXian’s naked buttocks. Only when he couldn’t dive any deeper did he stop.


    Wei WuXian drew in a few breaths, shaking his head. Feeling a bit scared to move, he rolled his eyes and wriggled in discomfort, wanting to move it out a bit, yet Lan WangJi noticed what he was trying to do and clenched his waist to plunge back in again.


    Wei WuXian responded with an “ah”, exclaiming, “HanGuang-Jun!”


    Lan WangJi spoke after a while of endurance, “You asked for it.” With a pause, he began to thrust.


    Wei WuXian was firmly restrained underneath Lan WangJi with his legs curled up, hair dishevelled and cheeks red. With every movement, his body would bob upward. Each time Lan WangJi drove inside, Wei WuXian would let out a moan with much obedience. After a while of toil, Lan WangJi finally couldn’t let him continue like this any longer. He forced back the heavy breaths that were about to escape his chest, keeping his voice low, “Be… Be quieter.”


    Wei WuXian reached out and touched his face. He found it quite strange—Lan Zhan’s thin face was clearly so warm to the touch, yet it didn’t show the slightest hint of red, still so snowy and handsome that he almost couldn’t control his racing heart. It was only the earlobes that were tinted with a light pink. He breathed, “Er-Gege, you don’t want to hear me moan?”


    Lan WangJi, “…”


    Seeing how he looked, too ashamed to speak the truth yet too upright to lie, Wei WuXian could feel his entire body fill with unspeakable pleasure, so much that he could swallow Lan WangJi whole right then. He continued, “Scared my moans would be heard by someone? Easy—just silence me.”


    Lan WangJi’s chest heaved up and down, his eyes slightly bloodshot. Wei WuXian urged, “Come on! Silence me and fuck me however you want to. I won’t be able to make a sound even if you fuck me to death…”


    Before he finished, Lan WangJi bent down and covered his lips.


    After his mouth was muffled, all four of Wei WuXian’s limbs slithered up. The two rolled around on the bed in a tight embrace. The blankets had long since been thrown onto the ground. In bed, Lan WangJi never usually changed positions frequently. After having endured it for almost an hour, Wei WuXian was already numb all the way from his back to his legs, suspicious that he might be fucked like this for the entire night. Seeing Lan WangJi’s fervor that showed no sign of stopping, he felt that it might really happen. And thus, Wei WuXian took the initiative to flip around and sit atop Lan WangJi’s body. He wrapped his arms around Lan WangJi’s neck, riding as he bit Lan WangJi’s earlobe, “Is it deep?”


    The low whisper was warm and wet. Lan WangJi reached out and pressed his shoulder down hard.


    It was a deep plunge indeed. Wei WuXian exclaimed. Hugging him back, Lan WangJi rubbed the back of his waist, “Is it deep?”


    Wei WuXian still hadn’t returned from the surprise. His lips quivered for a bit. Before he could answer, he suddenly cried again, face wrinkled, “Ah! Wait! N-N-Nine shallow’s and a deep*!”


    *TN: The phrase ‘nine shallow’s and a deep’ refers to a technique in bed that I assume is quite easy to understand. The phrase itself is very commonly known in China, nowadays more often used as a gag/joke than being taken as serious sex advice.


    In vain, he covered his abdomen with one hand as he dug the other into the firm yet not too bulky muscles of Lan WangJi’s shoulder. He shouted with the force of everything he had, “Lan Zhan! Don’t you understand what nine shallow’s and a deep is?! You, don’t, have, to, always, be, so, so…”


    The last sentence was broken into fragments from the thrust. Lan WangJi, “I do not!”


    Although at first he cried and wailed, saying anything possible to beg for mercy, yet in the second half of the night, after two rounds had finished, Wei WuXian still had his legs locked firmly around Lan WangJi’s waist, refusing to let him go.


    Lan WangJi’s body covered Wei WuXian’s, careful not to let the weight of his body fall onto Wei WuXian. Where the two connected was still wet and slippery. Lan WangJi seemed as if he was going to rise, yet with just a slight movement, Wei WuXian drew his legs back in, and the small segment that had just parted was stuffed smoothly back inside.


    Wei WuXian spoke lazily, “Don’t move. The wind’s gonna come in. Let’s rest for a bit.”


    Lan WangJi listened and stopped moving. A while later, he turned to Wei WuXian, “Do you not feel uncomfortable?”


    Wei WuXian made an unfortunate face, “I do. I feel like I’m filled to the brim. Couldn’t you hear how miserable my moans were?”


    “…” Lan WangJi, “I will come out.”


    Wei WuXian immediately switched to another expression, his words frank, “I just love it when I’m filled by you like this. It’s quite great, really.”


    As he spoke, he tightened suddenly. Lan WangJi’s face changed—even his breaths paused for a moment. After holding it back for a long while, he finally replied in a hoarse voice, “… Shameless!”


    Seeing how he was almost driven mad, Wei WuXian laughed loudly and planted a kiss on his lips, “Er-Gege, what haven’t we done so far? What’s the use of shame now?”


    Lan WangJi couldn’t help but shake his head. He spoke in a low voice, “Let me out. You need to bathe.”


    Wei WuXian was already a bit tired. He responded through the haze, “Not gonna bathe. I’ll do it tomorrow. I’m so tired today.”


    Lan WangJi kissed his forehead, “Bathe, or you might fall ill.”


    Wei WuXian was so tired that he couldn’t restrain Lan WangJi any longer. Finally, he let his soft limbs fall. Lan WangJi got off the bed and first picked up the blankets that had been thrown onto the ground, covering Wei WuXian’s naked body tightly. Then, he hung the disordered clothes tossed all about the room onto the screen. He put on his clothes, quickly making sure that everything was neat, and went out to bring water for the bath.


    Fifteen minutes later, Wei WuXian who had almost fallen asleep was picked up and put into the wooden tub. The tub was placed right beside Lan WangJi’s desk. After having soaked for a while, Wei WuXian felt energized again, patting the edge of the tub, “Not gonna join me, HanGuang-Jun?”


    Lan WangJi, “Later.”


    Wei WuXian, “Why later? Come in now!”


    Lan WangJi glanced at him, as if thinking about something. A moment later, he spoke, “We have been back for four days, and four of the Jingshi’s bathtubs have fallen apart.”


    That glance made Wei WuXian feel like he had to protest for himself, “It wasn’t my fault the one from last time broke.”


    Lan WangJi put the box holding the soap somewhere Wei WuXian was able to reach, his voice calm, “It was mine.”


    Wei WuXian splattered a handful of water onto his neck, making the string of red kiss marks even brighter, “Yeah. The one from that time before wasn’t my fault either. Actually, let’s be honest here—you broke them every single time. You haven’t gotten over this habit ever since our first time.”


    Lan WangJi got up. When he returned, he rested a jar of Emperor’s Smile by Wei WuXian’s hand before sitting down at the desk, “Yes.”


    If Wei WuXian extended his arm just a bit longer, he’d be able to scratch Lan WangJi’s chin. And indeed, that was what he did. Lan WangJi took up a few pieces of paper, all covered in words, and began to read them as he wrote down lines that resembled simple comments. Immersed in water, Wei WuXian opened the jar and took a gulp before asking, “What are you looking at?”


    Lan WangJi, “Night-hunt notes.”


    Wei WuXian, “By the children? You’re not the one responsible for making notes, are you? I thought it was supposed to be your uncle.”


    Lan WangJi, “When Uncle is busy, I occasionally mark them.”


    Perhaps because Lan QiRen was busy with other, more important jobs, this task had temporarily be delegated to Lan WangJi. Wei WuXian grabbed a few pages and flipped through, “Back then, your uncle would comment hundreds of characters after just a couple of lines before doing summaries at the end that were almost a thousand characters long. I don’t even know where he got the time to write those comments. Well, your comments are quite short, aren’t they?”


    Lan WangJi, “And is that not good?”


    Wei WuXian, “It is! Short and sweet.”


    It definitely wasn’t out of cutting corners that Lan WangJi’s comments were short. He wouldn’t slack off in the slightest way, no matter how simple the task was. Rather, it was his habit to be as concise as possible, no matter in words or writing. Wei WuXian buried his head in the water and didn’t come up again after a long while, his hair wet. With one hand, he grabbed the soap and rubbed it on his hair, while with the other, he took one of the notes from atop the desk. After a look, he suddenly burst out laughing, “Who wrote this? There are so many mistakes—hahahahahahahaha, I just knew it was JingYi. You gave him a Yi*.”


    *TN: Refresher: Jia is A, Yi is B, Bing is C, and Ding is You Don’t Deserve To Be A Cultivator.


    Lan WangJi, “Yes.”


    Wei WuXian, “There are so many notes and he’s the only Yi I’ve seen. Poor kid.”


    Lan WangJi, “His are verbose and prone to errors.”


    Wei WuXian, “What happens when you get a Yi?”


    Lan WangJi, “Nothing. Rewrite.”


    Wei WuXian, “He should be thankful. It’s better than punishment by standing upside-down, after all.”


    Quietly, Lan WangJi collected the papers that he messed with and put them straight before laying them in a neat stack at the side. Watching his movements, Wei WuXian felt his lips naturally curl into a smile. He asked again, “What did you give SiZhui?”


    Lan WangJi pulled out two of the notes and passed them to him, “Jia.”


    Wei WuXian accepted it and scanned, “His handwriting is quite neat.”


    Lan WangJi, “His are logically organized and substantially apropos.”


    Having flipped through the stack in his hands, he looked across at the one on the desk that hadn’t been marked yet, “You have to look through all of these? Want me to help you with a few?”


    Lan WangJi, “Yes.”


    Wei WuXian, “I’ll just mark any mistakes I see and comment on them, right?”


    He reached out and grabbed the larger half. Lan WangJi was about to take it back when Wei WuXian retracted his hand, “What are you doing?”


    Lan WangJi, “Those are too much. You should bathe.”


    Wei WuXian grabbed the Emperor’s Smile again and took a sip, taking up a brush pen, “I’m bathing. It’s not like I have anything else to do. It’s quite fun reading these notes and essays written by the children.”


    Lan WangJi, “You have to rest after you bathe.”


    Wei WuXian flaunted, “You think I look like I could fall asleep now? I think I’d have no problem with two more rounds, even.”


    As he watched Wei WuXian cling to the edge of the tub, reading the notes carefully and at times propping an elbow on the desk to write, the candlelight reflected against Lan WangJi’s eyes seemed to flicker with warmth.


    Although his words were rather bold, claiming he could go two more rounds and such, it was difficult for him to not feel the fatigue, having run amok in the mountains with the boys for the whole day, messed around in bed for half the night, and marked a stack of notes. After he forced himself to meticulously mark his portion, he tossed it onto the desk before sliding into the water. Quickly yet gently, Lan WangJi picked him up, wiped him dry, and transferred him onto the bed.


    After Lan WangJi took a quick bath and got in bed as well, hugging Wei WuXian in his arms, Wei WuXian continued to be awake for a short while, hazily whispering by his collarbone, “The kids in your sect are quite good at writing essays. They’re just missing that tiny bit when it comes to night-hunting.”


    Lan WangJi, “Mn.”


    Wei WuXian, “But that’s no problem… I’ll make them cram hard while I’m at the Cloud Recesses. Tomorrow… I’ll take them to wreck the mountain demon nests again.”


    The single-legged mountain demon was powerful and covered in black fur. It ate people like munching on vegetables. If it were someone else, from the way he said it, they would’ve thought he was taking a group of runny-nosed toddlers to the rooftop to steal bird eggs.


    The corners of Lan WangJi’s lips moved slightly, as if he was about to smile, “Today was mountain demons again?”


    Wei WuXian, “Yeah. That’s why I said they’ve got more work to do. After all, mountain demons only have one leg. They almost couldn’t escape from single-legged ones, so if later on they meet four-legged lizards, eight-legged spiders, or hundred-legged centipedes, wouldn’t they have to wait for their deaths… Oh, right. HanGuang-Jun, I’m out of money. Give me a bit more, won’t you?”


    Lan WangJi, “Simply take the jade token to withdraw the money.”


    Wei WuXian let out a muffled laugh, “Apart from letting me in and out of the barrier, that jade token you gave me… can also let me draw money?”


    “Yes.” Lan WangJi, “Did you ruin the stall or residence of a passersby?”


    Wei WuXian, “No… Of course not… I spent all the money because after the night-hunt, I took them to that Hunan cuisine at Caiyi Town… The exact one you never agreed to go no matter how much I tried to persuade you… I’m so tired… Stop talking to me, Lan Zhan…”


    Lan WangJi, “Yes.”


    Wei WuXian, “… I told you to stop talking… Even if you say just one word, I won’t be able to hold myself from responding… Okay, Lan Zhan, let’s sleep. I… can’t anymore… I really have to sleep… See you tomorrow, Lan Zhan…”


    He kissed Lan Zhan’s neck, and indeed soon fell heavily asleep.


    It was all darkness and silence amidst the Jingshi.


    A moment later, Lan WangJi planted a gentle kiss in the center of Wei WuXian’s forehead.


    He whispered, “Wei Ying, see you tomorrow.”


     

  


  Chapter 120.5: Extra — Intrusion (Part One)


  



    The story began the night three days ago.


    That evening, Young Master Qin returned from a social full of alcohol and fatigue. Just as he was about to retreat, he suddenly heard the sound of someone hitting a door.


    Again and again, a person was slamming on the main doors of the Qin estate.


    The servant watching over the courtyard mumbled in response, crawling up as he went to examine the situation with a lantern. Just as he was about to ask whom it was, the one knocking on the door seemed to have suddenly gone mad, madly banging on the door.


    And it was truly banging. The bolt creaked. It seemed as if ten claws of iron were scratching the planks unstoppably.


    The commotion was too loud. Soon, the courtyard was filled with roused servants. Holding lamps, lanterns, and clubs, the crowd of people stared at one another. Finally, robed only in an outer coat and gripping a sword in his hand, the owner of the estate finally arrived.


    Young Master Qin unsheathed his sword with a sharp ‘clang’ as he shouted, “Who is it?!”


    At once, the scratching outside the door became louder.


    One of the servants was curled up in a corner, leaning against a broom. Young Master Qin pointed to him, “Climb up and look outside.”


    The servant didn’t dare disobey. Dark faced, he slowly inched up as he turned his head around with much difficulty to look at Young Master Qin, only in exchange for impatient urging.


    In the end, he put two trembling hands on the roof tiles and peeked. With only one glance, he plummeted head-first onto the ground.


    Young Master Qin, “He said that the one knocking the door was a monster in burial robes. Messy-haired and covered in blood. It wasn’t a living person.”


    At this point, Wei WuXian and Lan WangJi exchanged a look with each other.


    While Lan SiZhui asked, “Young Master Qin, is there no description with greater detail?”


    Young Master Qin was not of the cultivation world. He only found the right people by chance. He knew that these were cultivators, but not their identities and names. Nonetheless, Lan WangJi had an ethereal demeanor, Wei WuXian seemed nothing short of confident, and despite still being young, Lan SiZhui was quite graceful around the corners. Thus, he didn’t dare treat them badly, “No. That servant’s a coward. He passed out with just one glance, and I only managed to wake him up after pinching his central acupoint* for ages. You think you can expect him to see it clearly?”


    *TN: The central acupoint is on one’s face, at the portion between the end of the nose and the tip of the mouth. In traditional Chinese medicine, it’s often stimulated in emergencies (such as when a person falls into a coma).


    Wei WuXian, “Could I ask something?”


    Young Master Qin, “Go ahead.”


    Wei WuXian, “Young Master Qin, did you only order your servant to look and not look outside yourself?”


    “That’s right.”


    “What a pity.”


    “What’s there to pity?”


    Wei WuXian, “According to your words, the one who paid a visit to your door was a fierce corpse. When fierce corpses drop by, they’re usually there for a particular person. If you looked, perhaps you’d find that it was an old friend of yours.”


    Young Master Qin, “And perhaps I’m the rare case. Besides, even if it came from someone, it wouldn’t necessarily be me, would it?”


    Wei WuXian nodded with a smile, “You’re right.”


    Young Master Qin continued, “That thing went on until daybreak. When I went out to look in the morning, the doors were already in shambles.”


    Wei WuXian and Lan WangJi strolled before the main doors.


    Lan SiZhui followed them, probing with care. The doors of the Qin estate was covered in hundreds of savage scratch marks, five a group, as long as a few feet and as short as a few inches. Indeed, it was in shambles.


    Although it was undoubtedly the marks of human hands, it didn’t seem like something the fingernails of a live person could make no matter what.


    Young Master Qin, “In any case, as you are of the cultivational world, Young Masters, do you have a way to exorcise this being?”


    Wei WuXian, however, responded, “There’s no need.”


    Lan SiZhui was surprised, but he didn’t say anything. Young Master Qin also found it strange, asking, “There’s no need?”


    Wei WuXian stated, “There’s no need. The so-called ‘house’ adopts the task of shelter the moment it’s built, the moment it’s owned by someone. The doors to a house form a natural barrier. They not only obstruct the human, but also the inhuman. Because you’re the owner of this house, as long as you don’t say or do anything to invite creatures of darkness inside, there would be no way for them to invade. According to the remaining evil energy on the doors, it’s not some rare, bloodthirsty creature either. A door’s enough to fend it off.”


    Young Master Qin was still doubtful, “It’s really so easy?”


    Lan WangJi, “Yes.”


    Wei WuXian stepped on the threshold, “Really. And in reality, the threshold is a barrier as well. The living dead are lifeless in both blood and breath. They can only move by means of hopping. Unless the walking corpse had shocking leg muscles and could jump a meter high, or else, even if the doors are wide open, it wouldn’t be able to hop in.”


    Young Master Qin was still worried, “Isn’t there anything else I’d need to purchase? Like talismans for defense or swords for exorcism? I’d be more than happy to offer great reward. Money isn’t an issue.”


    Lan WangJi, “Invest in a new door bolt.”


    “…”


    Seeing Young Master Qin’s face of disbelief, implying that he thought the whole suggestion was to shoo him away, Wei WuXian responded, “It’s your choice. You can decide for yourself, Young Master Qin. If anything else happens, you’re welcome to come to us again.”


    After leaving the Qin estate, Wei WuXian and Lan WangJi walked side by side for a while, wandering around as they conversed casually.


    Right now, the two were already half retired. If there was nothing important, they’d roam around aimlessly, from only a few days to almost an entire month. When Wei WuXian heard of Lan WangJi’s reputation for being wherever the chaos was, he didn’t think it’d be too hard, but right now as he tried it in person alongside Lan WangJi, he discovered that it was truly a test of one’s resolution. It wasn’t difficult. In fact, it was too easy. When he went on night-hunts in the past, he always liked to choose strange, adventurous locations, so naturally his trips were full of thrill and surprise. However, Lan WangJi wasn’t picky. He did anything he deemed that he ought to do, and so he’d often come across some night-hunt targets that were unchallenging to Wei WuXian. This case of the fierce corpse, for example, was really not too interesting compared to the things Wei WuXian had hunted in the past. Most others would likely also deem it unworthy for him.


    However, because he was together with Lan WangJi, even if the incident itself wasn’t so engaging, having each other as company made it quite a relaxing process.


    Lan SiZhui followed them in silence, holding Lil’ Apple’s rein. After some thought, he still couldn’t help but asked, “HanGuang-Jun, Senior Wei, is it really alright to leave Young Master Qin’s house like that?”


    Lan WangJi, “It is.”


    Wei WuXian grinned, “Do you really think I was spouting nonsense and making up lies, SiZhui?”


    Lan SiZhui hurried, “Of course not! Ahem, that was not what I meant. What I wanted to say was that even though house doors do carry the power to fend things off, those doors were almost about to break. Would it really be fine, without giving him even a single talisman?”


    Wei WuXian, “Naturally so.”


    Lan SiZhui, “Oh…”


    Wei WuXian, “Of course it wouldn’t be fine.”


    Lan SiZhui, “Huh? Then why?”


    Wei WuXian, “Because Young Master Qin was lying.”


    Lan WangJi nodded lightly. Lan SiZhui, however, seemed somewhat surprised, “How could you tell, Senior Wei?”


    Wei WuXian, “I only met Young Master Qin once, so I can’t say for sure, but his personality is…”


    Lan WangJi, “Stubborn and cold.”


    Wei WuXian agreed, “Pretty much. Anyhow, he’s definitely not easily-scared. That night’s situation was strange, but it wasn’t so strange that it could scare someone out of their wits, according to his description. Would it be so difficult for him to climb up to the roof and look outside?”


    Lan SiZhui realized, “But he insisted that he did not take a single look…”


    Wei WuXian, “Right? If someone comes slamming on your door at night, everyone has some curiousness in them and you’ve also got some guts, so what’d be normal is to take a sneak peek. Wouldn’t it be strange if you insisted that you didn’t look?”


    Lan WangJi, “Agreed, entirely.”


    Wei WuXian, “Great minds think alike!”


    After he finished, he grinned before touching his chin, “And even though the scratch marks left by the corpse on the doors looked quite frightening, they weren’t at all heavy with evil energy. It definitely didn’t come to kill for revenge—this I know for sure. We’d have to wait and see to find out what’s really the case.”


    Lan SiZhui, “If so, Senior Wei, why not summon the corpse and ask it directly?”


    “I refuse.”


    “Huh?”


    Wei WuXian responded without hesitation, “You know how much blood it takes to draw a Spirit-Attraction Flag? I have a weak constitution.”


    Lan SiZhui really thought he was too lazy to let out blood, “Senior Wei, you can use my blood.”


    Yet, Wei WuXian burst out with a laugh. He spoke, “SiZhui, to be honest, this isn’t the problem. This time, we came here for you to gain more experience, didn’t we?”


    Lan SiZhui paused in surprise. Wei WuXian continued, “Of course I can summon the corpse and directly make it leave. But, can you?”


    Hearing this, Lan SiZhui immediately understood.


    After having been through a series of events, both he and the other juniors of the GusuLan Sect had begun to rely on Wei WuXian a bit too much. Summoning spirits and controlling corpses were indeed the quickest way, but not everyone was able to use such a means, and it wasn’t as if he cultivated the ghostly path. And thus, to him, it wasn’t the best to study too much of these skills. If this time again, Wei WuXian did whatever he was good at and solved the mystery in just a few tries, how could it be gaining experience?


    This time, Wei WuXian and Lan WangJi were here to take him through the ordinary path, to see how this matter could be dealt with through the usual means.


    Lan SiZhui, “So HanGuang-Jun, Senior Wei, what you intended was that since Young Master Qin refused to tell us the truth, we can ignore him for now and give him a good scare?”


    Wei WuXian, “Exactly. Just watch for now. That door bolt could at most hold up for two more days. HanGuang-Jun kindly gave him such a practical advice, telling him to get a new one, but it seems like Young Master Qin didn’t take it to heart. No matter what, if he really hid something important, it’d be no use even if he gets ten new door bolts. It’ll come back sooner or later.”


    Yet, that door bolt couldn’t even last a single night. The second day, with a dark face, Young Master Qin went to visit Wei WuXian and Lan WangJi again.


    Prominent sects all had multiple external establishments. After the three came, they settled down at a small, elegant building of the GusuLan Sect’s, named Bamboo Cottage. Young Master Qin called on them rather early, coincidentally bumping into Lan SiZhui tugging at the donkey’s rein. Poor Lan SiZhui was trying hard to drag Lil’ Apple outside as the latter gnawed at bamboo shoots. The moment he turned around, he saw Young Master Qin’s lips twitch. Blushing slightly, he let go of the rein and invited Young Master Qin inside.


    Carefully, he went to knock the bedchamber of the two seniors to report. When he saw the already-dressed Lan WangJi open the door soundlessly and shake his head, he knew that Senior Wei wouldn’t be able to wake up anytime soon. Lan SiZhui felt quite cornered. In the end, he still toughened up and violated the sect rule of ‘lying is prohibited’, telling Young Master Qin that his senior was still resting due to having fallen ill. Or else, he couldn’t openly say the big truth of ‘Senior Wei is sleeping, and HanGuang-Jun told you to wait on your own’, could he…?


    Wei WuXian slept all the way until the sun was high up in the end. Only after much hugging and caressing from Lan WangJi did he finally manage to crawl up. As he proceeded through his morning routine with closed eyes, he even put on Lan WangJi’s inner-wear by accident. A few inches of white sleeves extended from below his outer robe, rolled up many times. It was quite unbefitting, really. Fortunately, Young Master Qin wasn’t in a state of mind good enough to mind whether or not Wei WuXian was dressed properly. At once, he hauled the three away.


    The doors to the Qin estate were tight shut. Young Master Qin went up to knock the door, making no small talk, “After the advice yesterday, I relaxed somewhat, but I still couldn’t sleep. I was in the hall reading, minding any noise outside.”


    Soon, a servant opened the doors and welcomed the three into the courtyard. The moment they walked down the steps, Wei WuXian paused slightly.


    Crimson footprints were scattered all over the courtyard. It was a fearsome sight.


    Young Master Qin continued gloomily, “Last night, that thing came again. It scratched and banged the door for almost an hour. Just as I felt annoyed by the commotion, I suddenly heard a creak, and the door bolt was snapped in half.”


    The instant he heard the door bolt break, Young Master Qin felt all the hair on his back rise.


    He sprinted to the door and peered outside from the wooden door of the main hall.


    The moon was dark. He could see from afar the two opened door flaps. A figure stood before the entrance of the Qin estate, hopping like a piece of wood with a spring underneath it.


    It hopped for a while and still couldn’t get in. Young Master Qin let out a breath of relief. He thought that, as expected, it was the same as how Wei WuXian described it to be in the day, its body rigid and its legs unable to bend. It definitely wouldn’t be able to jump over the tall threshold of his house.


    Yet, before he could even fully let the breath out, he saw the figure hopping at the door suddenly leap high up into the air—just like that, it jumped through the doorway!


    Young Master Qin spun around, slamming his back into the door.


    The creature passed the main entrance and entered the courtyard, hopping straight forward. Thump. Thump. Just a few jumps, and it ran into the door to the main hall.


    Young Master Qin felt a shudder come from the wooden door behind him. Realizing that there was but a single door between the creature and him, he scrambled to run away.


    Young Master Qin, “Under the moonlight, that creature’s shadow reflected onto the paper windows. It couldn’t come in, so it circled around the hall. It left all of these footprints inside the yard! Young Masters, it’s not that I don’t believe what you say, but you really said that it couldn’t jump inside.”


    Wei WuXian stepped the threshold, “Young Master Qin, most of the time, rigid corpses indeed can’t jump in. No blood flows in the dead, so of course they can’t bend their legs. Feel free to ask any cultivational sects anywhere in the world. They’ll all tell you the same thing.”


    Young Master Qin spread his palms, as if to show him the courtyard filled with red footprints, “Then how would you explain this?”


    Wei WuXian, “I can only say that the thing that came through your doors isn’t too ordinary. Young Master Qin, think for a second—did you notice anything wrong with the corpse when you peered at it last night?”


    Young Master Qin thought about it for a long while, his expression unsightly, before he finally answered, “Speaking of it, that thing jumped in quite a strange pose.”


    Wei WuXian, “How so?”


    Young Master Qin, “Almost as if it was…”


    Over on the other side, Lan WangJi had already walked once around the courtyard. He walked back to Wei WuXian’s side, his voice calm, “Limping.”


    Young Master Qin exclaimed, “That’s right!”


    Immediately, he asked, “And how do you know, Young Master?”


    Lan SiZhui was wondering the same thing. But because as he understood it there was nothing that HanGuang-Jun didn’t know, he was only curious, not confused, calmly waiting for the answer.


    Lan WangJi, “The prints on the ground.”


    Wei WuXian bent down, and Lan SiZhui squatted as well, carefully examining the footprints. Wei WuXian looked up again after just a few glances, turning to Lan WangJi, “A single-legged corpse?”


    Lan WangJi nodded. Wei WuXian stood up, “So that’s why it could jump over. All these footprints are half heavy and half light. One of the corpse’s legs are broken.”


    He thought about it some more, “Do you think it broke it before or after death?”


    Lan WangJi, “Before.”


    Wei WuXian, “Yes. If it were after he died, it wouldn’t be affected by anything no matter which part of it broke.”


    Just like that, they began to converse without any hindrance. However, Lan SiZhui was unable to follow it. He had to stop them, “Wait, HanGuang-Jun, Senior Wei, let me sort this out—you are saying that this corpse has a broken leg and walks with a limp. But because of this, it is rather easier for it than two legged… uh, able-bodied corpses, to jump over the tall threshold?”


    Clearly, Young Master Qin was thinking about the same question, “Did I hear wrong?”


    Lan WangJi, “No.”


    Young Master Qin seemed to find it absurd, “Do you mean to say that someone with one leg would run faster than someone with two?”


    On the other side, the two were quite engaged in discussion. Wei WuXian spared a moment to grin at him, “You understood wrong, but perhaps you’d get it if I explain it this way. Some people are blind in one eye, and so they take better care of their remaining one. Thus even though they are half blind, their eyesight may not be worse than those with two eyes. In the same sense, if a person’s left arm is broken and can only use their right arm, after a long time, maybe their right arm would be abnormally strong, even twice as powerful as someone with both arms…”


    Lan SiZhui understood, “And because the corpse was limp in one leg before death, it often jumped around on one leg after death, and so it would be able to jump higher than corpses with both legs?”


    Wei WuXian gladly replied, “Precisely.”


    Lan SiZhui found this intriguing and made sure to remember it. Young Master Qin seemed irritated, “It’s my bad. I argued with my wife yesterday and tended to household matters late into the evening, so I didn’t have the time to reinstall the front door. I’ll fix it right now—I’ll make sure the door’s as sturdy as a bucket made of steel!”


    However, Lan WangJi shook his head, “It would be futile. ‘No precedent shall be set’.”


    Young Master Qin jolted, feeling that the statement wouldn’t be anything reassuring, “And what does ‘no precedent shall be set’ mean?”


    Wei WuXian, “What he said is a jargon of ours. It means that when dealing with dark creatures, some defensive tactics can only be once. They’d be useless the second time around. If you reinstalled it yesterday, it would’ve been able to hold up a while longer, but now that it once managed to enter the door, it’d be able to travel in and out freely from now on.”


    Young Master Qin was both shocked and regretful, “Then! What should I do?”


    Lan WangJi, “Sit and wait.”


    Wei WuXian, “There’s no need for panicking. It can go through the main entrance, but it can’t cross the second door. Think of your estate like a city. As of right now, only the outermost walls have been breached—two more remain.”


    “Two more? Which two?”


    Lan WangJi, “The door of company. The door of privacy.”


    Wei WuXian, “Your living room and your bedroom.”


    During the conversation, the group had already passed through the courtyard and taken seats at the main hall. Surprisingly, nobody brought tea for a long time, with all the servants having disappeared. After Young Master Qin’s yells, someone finally came up to them before being kicked away quickly after. Now that he vented his anger, Young Master Qin’s expression calmed slightly, still unwilling to settle, “Could you really not give me some talismans to suppress it? Please don’t worry, young masters. Payment really isn’t an issue.”


    Yet he didn’t know that these people never expected any payment to come from the night-hunt either. Wei WuXian, “That depends on the way you want to suppress it.”


    “How so?”


    And Wei WuXian began.


    He spoke, “Suppression mends the symptoms but not the root of the issue. If you only want to prevent it from entering your doors, that’d be relatively easy—switch up the talisman every two weeks. It’d still be able to wreck your door, though. At that time, I say your door would need to be changed more often than the talisman. If you want it to back off, you’d need to switch it up every seven days, and these talismans are often quite complex to make and expensive in pricing. On top of that, the longer you suppress it, the stronger its resentful energy would grow to be…”


    Quietly, Lan WangJi sat and listened to Wei WuXian’s nonsense, saying nothing.


    It was true that suppression wasn’t a good strategy, but the construction and usage of talismans weren’t as difficult or complex as how Wei WuXian made them to be. But in terms of this, nobody’s mouth was more clever than Wei WuXian’s. Even Lan SiZhui, with his excellent grades, was befuddled by the explanation, almost believing it. Young Master Qin found it quite a hassle, as if he’d encounter countless repercussions if he chose to suppress it. He couldn’t help but began to doubt, repeatedly glancing at Lan WangJi who was sipping tea. But because there was never a single flash of ‘he’s exaggerating’ written on his face, he couldn’t do anything but to believe it, “Isn’t there something that deals with it once and for all?!”


    Wei WuXian’s tone of voice turned, “Whether there is or isn’t would be a decision up to you, Young Master Qin.”


    Young Master Qin, “How come it’s up to me?”


    Wei WuXian, “I can make a talisman specially for you, but that’d depend on if you’re willing to answer my question honestly.”


    “What question?”


    Wei WuXian, “Did you know the corpse before its death?”


    After a moment of silence, Young Master Qin finally replied, “Yes.”
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    Hearing this, the two exchanged a glance. Lan SiZhui perked up.


    Wei WuXian, “I’m all ears to your story.”


    After some thought, Young Master Qin began slowly, “It’s not really much of a story. I’m not too familiar with him either. When I was young, I grew up at my grandmother’s house in a rural village. He was one of the servants of my grandmother’s household. As we were of similar age, we grew up playing with each other.”


    Wei WuXian, “That’s called a childhood friend—how come you say you’re not familiar with him?”


    Young Master Qin, “Because as we grew up, we drifted apart.”


    Wei WuXian, “Take some time to think. Have you ever offended this servant in any way?”


    Young Master Qin, “There has been one instance, though I’m not too sure how serious it was either.”


    Lan WangJi, “Go on.”


    Young Master Qin, “The servant has always served my grandmother by her side. Because he was quick while working and was about the same age as me, my grandmother took quite a liking to him, often praising him for being clever. As a result of this, he also grew somewhat proud, always following the juniors of our clan with no regard to the difference between master and servant. Later, my grandmother even let him go to school with us.


    “One day, the teacher left us a difficult problem. Amid the discussion, someone came up with a first answer. Just as the class was expressing their approval, the servant suddenly spoke up and said that it was wrong.”


    Young Master Qin, “At that time, that servant had only been going to school for a few months, yet we’ve been schooling for a couple of years. It was needless to say who was right. Immediately, someone proved him wrong. Yet he was extremely stubborn, insisting that the previous person answered wrong to show us his way of solving it. In the end, the entire class felt annoyed by him, and together chased him away.”


    At this point, Lan SiZhui couldn’t help but spoke, “Young Master Qin, even if he annoyed you, he never did anything too extreme… Why drive him out?”


    Wei WuXian, “Young Master Qin, from this it sounds like your whole gang of juniors offended him. Do you hold a unique position in this? Or else he wouldn’t have only sought after you, but rather visit everyone part of the group.”


    Young Master Qin, “Back then, I was the first to tell him to leave. It was only a casual remark at first, yet who knew everyone had long since been fed up with him, and the situation broke out. Surprisingly, he had quite a temper. He went back, telling my grandmother that he wouldn’t come again, and he really never came back.”


    Wei WuXian, “I’ll ask you two more questions. You must answer in truth, Young Master Qin.”


    Young Master Qin, “Go ahead.”


    “My first question.” Wei WuXian’s eyes shone brightly, “You said that ‘someone came up with a first answer’. Does this ‘someone’ happen to be you?”


    After a pause, Young Master Qin replied, “Is this important?”


    Wei WuXian, “Then, my second question—regarding the solution to that problem, in the end, who was right and who was wrong?”


    Young Master Qin had on an unpleasant expression. He flipped his sleeves, his voice cold, “The incident happened years before now. Please excuse my inability to recall every single detail. But in all honesty, who has never acted on impulse when they were young, doing inexplicable things, meeting inexplicable people. Please don’t tangle yourselves in such an incident. Right now, all I want is to deal with this matter as soon as possible.”


    Wei WuXian grinned, “Yes. I understand, I understand.”


    Lan WangJi, “When was his passing?”


    Young Master Qin, “About two years ago, I think.”


    Wei WuXian, “Two years? That’s not too bad, not an old corpse but not fresh either. How did he die? Suicide?”


    “No. I heard he ran around drunken in the middle of the night before accidentally falling to his death.”


    “If it’s not suicide, the situation isn’t so bad after all. Young Master Qin, is there anything else?”


    “No.”


    “Then please go back for now. Later, talismans will be taken to your residence. If you happen to recall anything else, please notify us as soon as possible.”


    After they returned to the cottage, Lan SiZhui shut the door and let out a breath of relief, “Young Master Qin… He is truly… truly…”


    Lan WangJi suddenly spoke up, “Two years.”


    Wei WuXian, “Yes. Two years is a bit strange.”


    Lan SiZhui, “Strange?”


    Wei WuXian pulled a blank talisman from his sleeve, “If a creature full of hatred is seeking revenge, it’d usually begin its haunting the night of the seventh day after its death. Those that take a little longer sometimes begin within a year. Since it had already turned into a fierce corpse, why would it take two years to visit?”


    Lan SiZhui guessed, “Could it be that he could not find Young Master Qin’s new address within the two years?”


    He imagined the corpse knocking door after door at night, peeking inside to see if Young Master Qin was inside. Coldness slithered up his back.


    Wei WuXian, however, dismissed the guess, “No. The corpse used to be friends with Young Master Qin. It wouldn’t be hard to find him through his scent. And if it were like you said, it would’ve very likely made a few mistakes on its journey, so there shouldn’t be only a single incident of a fierce corpse slamming on somebody’s door. Lan Zhan, you’ve read more files than I have and you remember things better. In the two years, have you seen similar accounts?”


    He entered the study as Lan WangJi answered, “I have not.”


    Wei WuXian, “Exactly… I can’t find the cinnabar, Lan Zhan.” He took out a brush, “I used it just last night! Did either of you see the cinnabar?”


    Lan WangJi went inside as well and found the cinnabar for him. Wei WuXian dipped the tip of his brush inside the dainty little cup before he poured himself some tea and sat down at the desk. With tea in his left hand and the brush in his right, he scrawled across the talisman paper without even looking, talking to Lan WangJi, “If you don’t remember, it definitely didn’t happen. And so, there should be another reason as to why it didn’t do anything to Young Master Qin in the two years. Alright, I’m finished.”


    He peeled off the talisman still wet with cinnabar from the desk and gave it to Lan SiZhui, “Go bring this to him.”


    Lan SiZhui accepted it and scrutinized every angle, despite not being able to understand a single thing. Having never seen on any book such wild, unrestrained runes, he couldn’t help but asked, “Senior Wei… This… Is not just a random scribble, is it?”


    Wei WuXian, “Of course it is.”


    “…”


    “I never use my eyes when I’m drawing talismans.”


    “…”


    Wei WuXian grinned, “Don’t worry. It’ll definitely work. Speaking of it, SiZhui, you don’t like Young Master Qin all that much, do you?”


    Lan SiZhui thought about it, “I do not know either.” He responded with honesty, “He never did anything truly evil, but perhaps I find it difficult to deal with people of such character. I do not particularly like the tone with which he mentioned the word ‘servant’…”


    He paused at this point. Wei WuXian was oblivious to it, “Typical, typical. Most of the people in this world looks down upon servants. Servants sometimes even look down upon themselves… Why are you two looking at me like that?”


    Halfway through, he interrupted, not knowing whether to laugh or frown, “Stop—is there a misunderstanding here? How could I compare? Lotus Pier isn’t the usual household, after all. I’ve beaten Jiang Cheng up way more times than he’s ever beaten me!”


    Lan WangJi didn’t say anything, but instead gave him a silent hug. Wei WuXian couldn’t help but smiled. He hugged back, stroking Lan WangJi’s back a couple of times. Lan SiZhui coughed. Seeing how confident Wei WuXian looked, not at all sensitive to the word ‘servant’, he was finally at ease.


    Wei WuXian continued, “But it’s likely that he’ll come again.”


    Lan SiZhui paused, “Can it still not be solved, even today?”


    Lan WangJi, “He has not said everything.”


    Wei WuXian, “Yes. It’s not the first time anyways. You can’t cope with these people in any other way—you gotta squeeze their words out bit by bit. Let’s see if after tonight, whether he’d say everything tomorrow.”


    As expected, the next day, when Lan SiZhui was practicing his sword outside of Bamboo Cottage, Young Master Qin came again.


    The moment he came, he made it clear, “I don’t care!”


    Lan SiZhui hurried, “Please wait, Young Master Qin! My two seniors are still sl-… still cultivating! They are at a crucial point and cannot be disturbed!”


    Hearing this, Young Master Qin didn’t barge right through the courtyard, but still he bombarded Lan SiZhui with his puffed-up resentment, “I don’t want to hear about mending the symptom but not the root! I want this thing to never find me again!!!”


    The second night, Young Master Qin was still unable to sleep, reading at night in the main hall. Soon, the fierce corpse—the servant—came once more.


    It still couldn’t enter the house, jumping here and there right outside and slamming the door at times. Somehow, the windows of wood and paper weren’t torn apart by it. Quickly afterwards, the noise retreated far into the distance. Young Master Qin, who’d never had any proper shut-eye in quite a few days, finally couldn’t manage any longer. Losing his focus, fatigue arose, and he fell into a deep sleep just like that.


    Not knowing how long had passed, amid the haze, he suddenly heard three clear knocks come from the door. Body tightening and bones straightening, he was awake at once.


    A woman from outside the door called out, “Husband.”


    Young Master Qin had just woken from his sleep, still in a state of confusion. The moment he heard Madam Qin’s voice, he got up and went to open the door. Quickly, he remembered that in the past few days, Madam Qin kept on crying and complaining that she couldn’t live like this any longer. Only yesterday did she pack up her things and leave for her parents’ home. If she came back because she was scared, how could she have had the courage to come back alone in the middle of the night?


    A woman’s curved figure reflected against the paper window. It looked like his wife’s figure indeed. But Young Master Qin didn’t dare make any hasty conclusions. He unsheathed his sword in silence, asking, “My dear, why have you come back? Aren’t you mad anymore?”


    The woman outside the door spoke with a flat tone, “I’ve come back. I’m not mad. Open the door for me.”


    Young Master Qin couldn’t open the door yet, pointing his sword at the door, “My dear, it’d be safer for you if you’re with your parents. What if it hasn’t left yet, still walking around this house?”


    Silence came from outside the door.


    Young Master Qin felt sweat come from the palm holding the sword.


    Out of the blue, the woman screeched with soaring volume, “Open the door right now! The ghost is coming! Let me inside!”


    Madam Qin, whether real or not, clung to the paper window and screamed. Young Master Qin’s scalp tingled. Gripping Wei WuXian’s talisman, he suddenly felt blood surge through his body. Holding his sword, he barged outside…


    Young Master Qin, “And then a pile of something crashed into my face, making me pass out.”


    Wei WuXian, “What made you pass out?”


    Young Master Qin pointed at the desk. Wei WuXian looked before he began to laugh uncontrollably, “Why fruits?


    Young Master Qin fumed, “How would I know?!”


    Wei WuXian, “Of course you’d know. Nobody would know except for you. These creatures all tend to hold grudges. Have you also thrown fruits at him before?”


    Young Master Qin said nothing, still dark-faced. From his expression, Wei WuXian was certain that the guess wasn’t too far off, but of course he wouldn’t admit it himself. Thus he continued to ask no longer. When Young Master Qin spoke up again, the topic had changed as expected, “This morning, I got someone to ask my in-laws. Last night, my wife didn’t leave their house at all.”


    Wei WuXian, “It’s something used especially to break the protection barriers of houses, sometimes seen in the ancient books and notebooks. It isn’t a harmful being on its own, but as it can imitate the sound and shape of those close to the owner of the house, it often paired up with beings that can’t go through the door, helping it fool the owner into opening the door on their own. What a helper that fierce corpse found.”


    Young Master Qin, “No matter what it is, it’s useless for me to know. Young Master, the second door has already broken. It’s already come into my main hall. If I may, are you going to tell me that I don’t have to do anything a second time?”


    “Young Master Qin,” Wei WuXian replied, “Let’s reason things out here. This second door was opened by you yourself. If not for that talisman of mine, I dare not say what shape you’d be in right now.”


    Defeated, Young Master Qin lashed out, “If this continues, the next time I wake up, won’t I see that thing standing right next to my bed?!”


    Wei WuXian, “If you really want a good night’s sleep, Young Master Qin, you should work on recalling if there’s anything else you forgot to say. Please don’t guard any more information this time. You have to know that tonight, hahaha, I’m not trying to scare you, but it’ll most definitely be in from of your bedroom door.”


    With no other choice, Young Master Qin could only tell them one more thing.


    “The last time I saw him was two years ago, when I returned to my home village to commemorate my parents and ancestors. Back then, while paying my respects, I wore a jade pendant.”


    Young Master Qin, “He recognized that it belonged to my grandmother and asked to borrow it from me. I thought that he was missing my grandmother, so I gave it to him. Yet soon after he got it, he said he lost the pendant.”


    Wei WuXian, “And what does ‘lost’ refer to? Did he lose it by accident or did he sell it?”


    Young Master Qin hesitated, “I don’t know. At first, I thought he sold it and came back with the lie that he lost it. But…”


    He didn’t continue. Wei WuXian pressed with patience, “But what?”


    Lan WangJi was cold-faced throughout, “There is no harm in honesty.”


    Young Master Qin, “But, now that I think about it, he shouldn’t have gone as far as to sell something of my grandmother’s.


    “Later, I heard he was a drunkard. Perhaps he lost it at night drinking, or maybe he had it stolen. In any case, I was infuriated at the time, so I berated him for it.”


    Wei WuXian, “Wait. Young Master Qin, something that pertains to one’s life and death should not be blurred with ambiguous diction. The word ‘berate’ could either be light or serious, with a significant difference in between. So through what means did you ‘berate’ him?”


    Young Master Qin’s brow twitched, adding, “If I remember correctly, I gave him somewhat of a beating.”


    Wei WuXian blinked, “Well… You don’t happen to be the one who broke that lame leg of his, do you?”
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    “…” Young Master Qin pretended like nothing was wrong, “I’m not too sure about that. I don’t know how rough the servant who punished him went, but after all he used to be one of our servants too, so I never really intended to do anything to him. If he held hatred for me behind his back but didn’t dare say it out loud, I can’t do anything about it either.”


    Listening to the conversation on the side, Lan SiZhui couldn’t hold it any longer, “Young Master Qin, this… this is just a bit too far… from your original explanation. When my two seniors asked you to explain things, why did you hide so much from them?”


    Young Master Qin, “I thought swords and talismans would be enough to maintain the peace of my household. How could I have known that I needed to tell such an old, meaningless story?”


    Wei WuXian spoke with a tone of dramatic emphasis, “No, no, no—it’s not an old, meaningless story. The situation is rather severe, Young Master Qin! Think about it. You scolded him and beat him up before he died, perhaps even breaking his legs. If he really didn’t sell the jade pendant, it would’ve been a wrongful death. Whom would he find if not you?”


    Young Master Qin immediately replied, “Well I wasn’t the one who killed him! It wasn’t a suicide either! Why would he find me?”


    Wei WuXian, “Hm? How do you know it wasn’t a suicide? Maybe he really took his own life by impulse, but it was perceived as an accident by everyone else. That’d be a worse case.”


    Young Master Qin, “How could a grown-up man commit suicide simply because of something so insignificant?”


    Wei WuXian, “Young Master Qin, assumptions are the most dangerous in our line of work. Each individual has different levels of tolerance and sensitivity. It’s hard to say whether a grown-up man would commit suicide because of ‘something so insignificant’. You have to know—the reason behind a corpse rising could be the hatred of a wife taken or a son killed, but it could also be a small matter like Person A refusing to play with Person B when they were young.”


    Young Master Qin was still reluctant, “It definitely wasn’t suicide! If a person wants suicide, they can either hang themselves or take poison, but who would choose to fall off a mountain? You wouldn’t even know if you’d die successfully. It definitely wasn’t suicide.”


    Wei WuXian, “You do make sense. But have you ever thought, Young Master Qin, about the possibility that he only fell from the mountain because you broke his leg and he couldn’t walk well? If this were the case, round it up, and wouldn’t it mean you killed him. Wouldn’t it be worse?”


    Young Master Qin fumed, “What do you mean round it up and I killed him? If this were the case, it’d be called an accident!”


    Wei WuXian, “Are you sure you want to persuade someone who died in such a way that their death was an ‘accident’? The fact that he’s back means that somebody has to be responsible for this ‘accident’, doesn’t it?”


    The moment Young Master Qin said one thing, he followed up with another, his refutations making sweat seep from Young Master Qin’s darkened face. Wei WuXian spoke again, “But there’s no need for despair. I’ll tell you one last way of protection. You can do this for now.”


    Young Master Qin, “Do what?!”


    With just one glance at Wei WuXian, Lan WangJi knew that he was going to start blathering again. He shook his head.


    Wei WuXian, “Listen carefully. You have to keep the two doors that have already been broken free of obstruction. You’ll no longer keep that thing out with closed doors, anyways.”


    Young Master Qin, “Yes!”


    Wei WuXian, “Keep out the remaining individuals of your household, so that the irrelevant is not harmed.”


    Young Master Qin, “Most of them have already gone anyways!”


    Wei WuXian, “Good. Then find a virgin boy of profuse yang energy to guard your bedroom on a long bench at midnight. He’ll deal with whatever that comes.”


    “That’s it?”


    Wei WuXian, “That’s it. The virgin’s here already. As for anything else, you can ignore them all, Young Master Qin, and sleep until the break of dawn.”


    The one he pointed to was Lan SiZhui. The moment Young Master Qin heard the last sentence, his lips twitched uncontrollably as he glanced at the gentle-looking boy, “If he’s guarding the door, what about you two?”


    Wei WuXian, “Of course we’ll be behind the door and accompanying you, Young Master Qin. If the door fails and the corpse barges inside, we’ll do something about it.”


    Young Master Qin couldn’t hold it any longer, “Can’t this Young Master here directly help me guard the door?”


    The one he pointed to was Lan WangJi.


    And thus, Wei WuXian was flabbergasted, “Who do you mean? Him?”


    He laughed so hard he almost fell over, “Hahahahahahahahahahahahahahahaha!”


    Only with Lan WangJi wrapping an arm around his shoulder did Wei WuXian succeed in holding himself up, “No.”


    Young Master Qin felt quite displeased by the curt refusal, “Why not?”


    Wei WuXian’s face was solemn, “Did you forget what I said? It has to be a virgin.”


    “…” Young Master Qin didn’t buy it, “What, he isn’t?”


    Long after Lan SiZhui accompanied Young Master Qin out of Bamboo Cottage, Wei WuXian was still splitting his sides with laughter.


    Lan WangJi glanced at him before suddenly hauling Wei WuXian over, onto his legs. His voice was calm, “Have you had enough?”


    Wei WuXian, “No!”


    Seated on Lan WangJi’s lap, he continued, “HanGuang-Jun, what a deceitful face you have. Everyone says you’re pure and chaste and ascetic. I feel extremely wronged.”


    Lan WangJi lifted him a bit so that Wei WuXian sat higher and the two were closer, “Wronged?”


    Wei WuXian, “It’s absolute nonsense. You see, you’re clearly not a virgin anymore, yet when people see your face, they say you are one no matter what. In my previous life, I’ve never touched a girl’s hand except when I’m trying to save someone, but not a single person believed that I was a virgin.” He began to count, “Night-hunting while at school! Everyone gossipped about me playing around with girls. Up on Burial Mound! Everyone gossiped about me being a satyr of anarchy. How bitter is the silence in which I’m doomed to suffer.”


    In silence, Lan WangJi put his hand over Wei WuXian’s, an unnoticeable smile rippling through the depths of his eyes.


    Wei WuXian, “And you’re smiling. You’re such a cold, heartless man. After all, I rank fourth on the list of young masters, yet in that one life I’ve only kissed someone once. I’ve always thought that it was a pretty maiden who had a crush on me, thinking that I, Wei Ying, lived a life not wasted. But who knew it was actually you…”


    At this point, Lan WangJi finally couldn’t sit any longer.


    He spun around and pressed Wei WuXian onto the bed, “Do you not want it to be me?”


    “What are you so anxious for? Hahahahahahahahaha…”


    When the time came, Lan SiZhui had been waiting for quite a while, standing in the courtyard with Lil’ Apple reined, when Wei WuXian and Lan WangJi finally sauntered out of the house.


    He wanted to tell him, Senior Wei, you accidentally wore HanGuang-Jun’s clothes again. But after some thought, he still swallowed the sentence.


    After all, Wei WuXian wore the wrong clothes every couple of days. If he reminded Wei WuXian every single time, wouldn’t he die of fatigue?


    And every time Senior Wei would wear it anyways because he thought it was too much trouble to change. Feeling that there was no point in reminding him anyways, Lan SiZhui decided he’d much rather pretend he saw nothing.


    Wei WuXian mounted Lil’ Apple and fished out an apple from the girdle pouch, taking a crisp bite. Lan SiZhui stared at the apple, finding it familiar. He spoke after some hesitation, “Senior Wei, is that one of the fruits Young Master Qin brought over?”


    Wei WuXian, “That’s right.”


    Lan SiZhui, “… A fruit brought over by a fierce corpse?”


    Wei WuXian, “Exactly.”


    Lan SiZhui, “Is it really alright to eat it?”


    Wei WuXian, “Of course. It just fell on the ground, after all. You can eat it after some washing.”


    Lan SiZhui, “Would the apple of a fierce corpse be poisonous…”


    Wei WuXian, “I can answer this question for you—no.”


    Lan SiZhui, “How do you know, Senior?”


    Wei WuXian, “Because I’ve already fed half a dozen to Lil’ Apple… Stop, Lil’ Apple! Don’t kick!! Help me, Lan Zhan!!!”


    Lan WangJi grabbed the rein of the mad donkey with one hand and with the other took away the apple next to Wei WuXian’s mouth, “Leave it be. We can buy some tomorrow.”


    Wei WuXian held his shoulder, finally managing to steady himself, “Well I’m trying to save some money for HanGuang-Jun, am I not?”


    Lan WangJi, “That will never be necessary.”


    Wei WuXian scratched his chin, grinning. Suddenly, it seemed as if he remembered something. He asked casually, “Oh, right, SiZhui, are you a virgin?”


    He asked as naturally as ever, yet Lan SiZhui burst with a ‘pfft’.


    The act was truly not very ‘Lan’. Having noticed that Lan WangJi glanced at him, Lan SiZhui fixed his composure at once. Wei WuXian added, “Don’t be so nervous. I made up everything I told Young Master Qin. Some spells and such do need to be carried out by virgins, but since you’re cutting a fierce corpse with a sword, there’s really not much different whether you’re a virgin or not. But if you aren’t, I’ll be quite surprised…”


    Before he even finished, Lan SiZhui already began to stammer, face flushed, “O-O-O-Of course I am!!!”


    In the middle of the night, the empty Qin residence was wide-open as expected. Young Master Qin had long since been waiting for them.


    Lan SiZhui stood before Young Master Qin’s door, appearing quite reliable despite the lack of any armor. Seeing his spirit of youthful fearlessness, Young Master Qin stopped frowning so grimly, but still he didn’t ease up. After he entered his bedroom, he shut the door and turned around, “Is it really alright to let the young master guard the door? What if the exorcism fails and on top of that another life is lost in my house…”


    The other two had already sat down at the table. Wei WuXian replied, “No lives will be lost. Young Master Qin, think about just how long the corpse has been haunting—has a single life been lost in your household?”


    Young Master Qin sat down as well. Wei WuXian put one of the corpse’s pears on the table, “Have some fruit to calm your nerves.”


    Under the days of pressure, Young Master Qin was already in somewhat of a haze. He picked it up and took his to his mouth. Just as he was about to speak, he suddenly heard a series of ‘thump thump’, ‘thump thump’.


    At once, it seemed as though a cold gust of air swept inside the room. The candlelight on the table flickered.


    The pear in Young Master Qin’s hand dropped to the ground, rolling to the side. Once again, he put his right hand to the sword hilt by his waist.


    ‘Thump’, ‘thump’, ‘thump’.


    The noise grew louder, closer. Each time it sounded, the flame trembled as though it felt fear.


    The sharp swish of a sword being unsheathed came from beyond the door. A faint shadow glid past the paper window. The noise disappeared immediately, and what replaced it was the sounds of sleeves flapping as well as the crash of wooden furniture being broken.


    Young Master Qin’s complexion darkened, “What’s happening outside?!”


    Wei WuXian, “They’ve only started fighting. Don’t mind them.”


    Lan WangJi listened for a moment, “Excessive.”


    Wei WuXian understood what he meant. From the sounds of the sword and the footsteps, he could tell that Lan SiZhui’s swordplay was swift and fierce, lacking in firmness. It wasn’t that it was inadequate, but rather that it wasn’t consistent with the GusuLan Sect’s sword way. If his vigor wasn’t in harmony or if he used many different methods, he might reach a dead end once he cultivated to a higher level.


    He replied, “He’s pretty good already. SiZhui is still young. He can’t control his attacks. He’ll know after he grows up and gains more experience duelling others.”


    Lan WangJi shook his head. He listened some more before suddenly turning to Wei WuXian.


    Wei WuXian was also somewhat surprised. He heard it to. Just now, a few of Lan SiZhui’s attacks weren’t of the GusuLan Sect, but instead of the YunmengJiang Sect.


    But he’d never taught any of that to the GusuLan Sect’s juniors. He speculated, “SiZhui and the rest of them regularly go on night-hunts with Jin Ling. He probably retained them unconsciously while duelling him.”


    Lan WangJi, “It is inappropriate.”


    Wei WuXian, “Then are you going to punish him once you get back?”


    Lan WangJi, “Yes.”


    Young Master Qin, “What are you talking about?”


    Wei WuXian picked the pear up from the ground and laid it beside his hand once again, “Nothing. Eat something to calm your nerves. Don’t be so nervous.” Right after, he smirked at Lan WangJi, “On the other hand, HanGuang-Jun, you’re absolutely incredible. It’s no wonder that I can tell it’s Yunmeng’s swordplay, but how could you tell?”


    As though after a short pause, Lan WangJi finally replied, “I learned them after duelling you so many times.”


    Wei WuXian, “That’s why I said you were incredible. The couple of times from over a decade ago were the only instances when I fought you with the YunmengJiang Sect’s swordplay, weren’t they? Recalling them after listening for such a short while—isn’t that incredible?”


    As he spoke, he pushed the candle toward Lan WangJi, wanting to see if his earlobes were red. Lan WangJi, however, saw through his malicious intentions. He put his fingers steadily over the hand with which Wei WuXian held the candle. With the wavering flame, the light was a cup of wine reflecting Wei WuXian’s grinning eyes and curved lips. The knot of Lan WangJi’s throat quivered slightly.


    At this point, both of the two paused. Wei WuXian exclaimed with a ‘huh’. Young Master Qin seemed as though he faced a great peril, “What’s happening? Is there anything wrong with the candle?”


    After some speechlessness, Wei WuXian replied, “It’s nothing. The candle’s great. It’d be better if it were brighter.”


    He turned to Lan WangJi, “These moves are probably a few of SiZhui’s best ones. But they sound like neither your sect’s nor mine.”


    A while later, Lan WangJi replied, brows slightly knitted, “Perhaps they are of the Wen Sect.”


    Wei WuXian understood, “Wen Ning was probably the one who taught him. Fair enough.”


    As they spoke, booming crashes kept on thundering outside, slowly growing louder. Young Master Qin’s face grew darker as well. Wei WuXian was also beginning to feel that something wasn’t right, calling outside, “SiZhui, we’ve exchanged a dozen sentences by now. It should be about time you’re finished, even if you’re trying to tear the house down, huh?”


    Lan SiZhui answered, “Senior Wei, the corpse dodges really quickly, and it keeps on avoiding me!”


    Wei WuXian, “Is it scared of you?”


    Lan SiZhui, “No. It can fight. But it seems like it does not want to fight me!”


    Wei WuXian mused, “It doesn’t want to hurt anyone irrelevant?”


    He turned to Lan WangJi, “Now this is interesting. I haven’t seen a fierce corpse so reasonable in a long time.”


    On the other hand, Young Master Qin seemed irritated, “Will he be alright? Why hasn’t he finished it yet?”


    Wei WuXian didn’t even open his mouth when Lan SiZhui spoke again, “HanGuang-Jun, Senior Wei, the corpse’s hand is clawed on the left and clenched on the right. It looks like it is holding something in its hand!”


    Hearing this, Wei WuXian and Lan WangJi exchanged a glance inside the room. Wei WuXian nodded faintly. Lan WangJi ordered, “SiZhui, sheath your sword.”


    Lan SiZhui gaped, “HanGuang-Jun? I have not yet gotten a hold of…”


    Wei WuXian rose, “It’s fine! Sheath your sword. There’s no need to fight anymore”


    Young Master Qin, “No need to fight anymore?”


    From outside the door, Lan SiZhui answered, “Yes!” With a ‘clang’, he sheathed his sword and leaped out of the way. Inside, Young Master Qin ranted, “What’s this supposed to mean? That thing is still outside!”


    Wei WuXian got up, “There’s no need to fight anymore, by which I mean the matter’s mostly finished. Only one step is left.”


    Young Master Qin, “Which step?”


    With force, Wei WuXian kicked the door open, “This final step of mine!”


    The two wooden flaps sprang open with a ‘bang’. A dark shadow stood rigid before the door, hair dishevelled and face grimy. Its white eyes shone in a grotesque manner.


    Seeing the face, Young Master Qin’s expression changed at once. He unsheathed his sword as he backed away rapidly, yet the fierce corpse swept inside like a black storm, throttling his neck with its left hand.


    Lan SiZhui had just stepped inside. Seeing the situation, just as he tried to go help him, he was stopped by Wei WuXian. Lan SiZhui deliberated that even though Young Master Qin had a hard, unlikeable character, he wasn’t so immoral that he deserved death. His two seniors definitely wouldn’t stand and watch the corpse kill him. With this, he calmed somewhat.


    The dead servant had fingers like iron clamps. Young Master Qin’s face flushed purple, his forehead lined with vein. His sword had already made countless holes in the corpse’s body, but it was as futile as stabbing a piece of blank paper.


    The corpse slowly raised his right fist and inched it toward Young Master Qin’s face, as though he was going to smash his brains out with the one punch. All of the other three inside the room had their eyes glued to the scene, especially Lan SiZhui, who almost couldn’t hold back his sword-gripping hand.


    Just as he thought he was certain that Young Master Qin’s head would fly into pieces in the next moment, he saw the corpse’s fingers loosen. A flat, circular object slid out from between his fingers.


    The object was connected at the ends by a black string. The corpse proceeded to wrap it around Young Master Qin’s neck.


    Young Master Qin, “…”


    Lan SiZhui, “…”


    Only after it tried three times did it manage to lay it over Young Master Qin’s head. The difficult actions seemed so stiff and awkward that it was… truly the opposite of threatening.


    Seeing that it was neither going to attack nor use the string to choke Young Master Qin, the two let out a breath of relief in unison.


    Yet, before they could even let out the full breath, the corpse let out a punch with the force of lightning. Young Master Qin shrieked and collapsed on the ground, spewing blood from his nose and mouth.


    After the corpse finished, it turned around and seemed as though it was going to leave. Lan SiZhui watched the scene unfold, mouth-gaping. Seeing this, he put his hand on his sword once again, but he felt that the situation was so absurd that it’d be even more absurd if he were to treat it seriously. He didn’t know whether to attack or not. Wei WuXian, on the other hand, was already half-dead with laughter, waving his hands at Lan SiZhui, “Don’t worry. Let it be.”


    The fierce corpse turned around and looked at him. With a nod of its head, it dragged its broken leg and hobbled outside the door.


    Watching its fleeing figure, Lan SiZhui only managed to speak up a while later, “Senior Wei, is it… alright to let it go just like this?”


    Lan WangJi bent down to examine Young Master Qin’s bloodied face, “Yes.”


    Lan SiZhui’s gaze turned back to Young Master Qin. He finally had the spare of mind to notice that what hung around his neck was a jade pendant.


    The red string that tied the pendent seemed as though it’d been rolling in the soil for quite a few years. It was so dirty that it looked black, although the jade itself was till a warm white.


    “This is…”


    Wei WuXian, “Returned to its rightful owner.”


    After Lan WangJi made sure that Young Master Qin was only unconscious and not dying, the two left the Qin residence along with Lan SiZhui.


    Before they went, Wei WuXian kindly shut all three doors for Young Master Qin.


    Lan SiZhui, “It is not easy, is it?”


    Wei WuXian mounted Lil’ Apple, “What? You mean Young Master Qin? To be able to end the matter with just a single punch from the fierce corpse—it’s just the easiest thing ever!”


    Lan SiZhui, “I did not mean Young Master Qin; I meant the fierce corpse. Of those that I have read, most of the recorded vengeance hauntings begin with taking kindness for granted in life and end with murder in death, with an especially feral sense of madness. And yet, this corpse…”


    Standing before the doors scratched to pieces, Lan SiZhui turned around and took one last look, “It spent two years after it was revived in the mountains searching for a jade pendant it lost before it died. This is the first time I have seen a fierce corpse rise in order to do such a thing instead of to kill someone in vengeance.”


    Wei WuXian fished out another apple, “Now that’s why I said I haven’t seen a fierce corpse so reasonable in a long time. With someone else the slightest bit more prone to hatred, it could sever one of Young Master Qin’s legs or even murder his entire house, and it wouldn’t be anythign special.”


    Lan SiZhui thought about it, “Senior, I still have an unanswered question. In the end, was its leg broken because of Young Master Qin or not? Was this the reason behind its death?”


    Wei WuXian, “No matter what, it didn’t see Young Master Qin as the one accountable for this, anyways.”


    Lan SiZhui, “Okay. Then, is it really satisfied with just a single punch?”


    Lan WangJi, “From what it appears, yes.”


    Wei WuXian crunched down on the apple, “Right? They say that everyone is fighting for a single breath. When one dies with resentment, it’s all because that breath is still stuck at their chest. It threw all those fruits, returned the jade pendant, and gave Young Master Qin a good beating. After he let out that breath, it wouldn’t be clogged up anymore.”


    Lan SiZhui, “How nice would it be if every spirit is so reasonable.”


    Hearing this, Wei WuXian grinned, “What are you talking about, youngster? Even humans lose their reason when dealing with hatred, and you’d expect spirits to maintain any reason? You have to know—most of the people in this world feel that they themselves are very piteous.”


    Lan WangJi gently tugged Lil’ Apple’s rein, his voice calm, “He was fortunate.”


    Wei WuXian agreed, “Indeed. Young Master Qin has got quite the luck.”


    After some time, Lan SiZhui finally couldn’t hold his words back any longer. Sincerely, he spoke, “But I still feel that only one punch might be a bit insufficient…”


    “Hahahahahahahahaha…”


    Whether still under the shock of the corpse’s punch or finally having given up on Wei WuXian, in the next few days, Young Master Qin hadn’t visited him again.


    However, seven days later, news of him circling around the city found their way over here.


    It was rumored that one morning, a young corpse wearing tattered burial robes was found in the middle of the streets. It was already half-rotten, emitting a strong stench. As the crowd discussed if they should wrap it in a mat and bury it in a ditch somewhere, the one and only Young Master Qin generously provided the funds to collect the corpse and bury it properly. For a while, he received the praise of all.


    When Lan WangJi and Wei WuXian left the city and passed the Qin estate, it had long since reinstalled a gleaming new set of doors. People scurried in and out, leaving no trace of the previous chaos and desolation. It was a bustling scene indeed.

  


  Chapter 123: Extra — Iron Hook (Part One)


  


    
      TN: There are some horror elements to this chapter. Please read at your own discretion.

    

    The Bai* residence was so well-known around the area largely due to the White Room.


    *TN: The character bai means white.


    It was called the White Room, first of all, of course because it was white. When it was built, white paint was spread all over its walls before the owner prepared for decorations. Everything went smoothly in all the other parts of the residence. Only when it came to the room at the western courtyard did strange things begin to occur. The process could only be set aside for the time. Up until today, the White Room still created stark contrast against the rich ornamentation of the rest of the Bai residence, so white that it seemed ghastly.


    “The one room is closed off by three locks and three door bolts. No matter how hot the summer is, cold air always surrounds it, almost as if it were made entirely of ice. According to the owner of the Bai residence, when his father was playing with a ball once, the ball rolled before it finally stopped at the entrance to the room. When he went to pick it up, he couldn’t control his curiosity, and took a single peek through the door slit.”


    Straight-faced, Jin Ling continued, until he saw Wei WuXian over at the side stick his hand into the coffin, as though he was opening the corpse’s eyelids. He immediately choked.


    Hearing his pause, Wei WuXian turned around, “And took a single peek through the door slit?”


    The group of Lan juniors behind him also turned their eyes toward him in unison. Jin Ling hesitated before he went on, “… and took a single peek through the door slit, before he froze there like he was struck dumb, unable to walk away even after a long while. When his family found out, they dragged him away and he passed out with a high fever that left almost no memories behind. After this, he never dared approach the place again.


    “Past midnight, nobody is allowed to leave their room and walk around, especially not near the White Room. This is a firm rule of the house. However, a few hours after midnight, even though nobody is inside, people can still hear the old, wooden floor creak with footsteps. There’s also this.”


    Jin Ling lightly clenched his fists and made a gesture full of killing intent.


    “A noise that sounds like a hemp rope slowly being tightened, to strangle something.”


    A few days ago, one of the Bai residence’s servants passed the White Room on his morning cleaning duty. He discovered that a hole the size of a fingertip was poked through the thin, paper windows on the White Room’s wooden door. And on the ground before the door lay a man.


    It was a stranger that none of the Bai residence had seen before. He was around forty, his face dark and lined with veins. Fingers digging into his chest, he had long since gone.


    The servants were scared to death. The owner was also scared to death. After some struggle, the local officers came to a conclusion—this was an unfortunate thief who just so happened to have barged into the Bai residence’s forbidden area. He saw something that triggered a heart disease, and was literally scared to death right then and right there. As for what exactly that ‘something’ was, they tore down all of the seals and locks on the White Room, yet remained confused about it even after extensive searching.


    But now that a life had been lost, the head of the Bai clan knew that he couldn’t keep making do, pretending as though nothing at all was inside of the White Room.


    If this matter persisted, there would be endless repercussions. Clenching his teeth, he bravened up and climbed Koi Tower, pleading the LanlingJin Sect to conduct a night-hunt.


    This was the backstory.


    Holding the coffin lid, Lan JingYi complained in despair, “Senior Wei, are you ready yet… He has been dead for so many days already… Even the smell of a walking corpse would not be so…”


    Lan SiZhui helped him hold it up, unsure if he should laugh, “The coffin is made of crude wood, and the coffin home is prone to erosion with nobody caring for it. It is only a matter of course, with how long it has been here. Hold out for just a little longer. We still have to take notes.”


    Jin Ling snorted, “The presence of a coffin is more than good enough for a thief who steals from others. If not, should they worship him like a Buddha, then?”


    After having poked at the corpse for a long while, Wei WuXian finally lifted his face from inside the coffin, taking his gloves off and tossing them to the side, “Has everyone finished looking?”


    “Yes, we have!”


    Wei WuXian asked, “Good. Now that you’ve finished, start talking about what the next step should be.”


    Lan JingYi, “Summoning!”


    Jin Ling scoffed, “No duh. I already tried that.”


    Wei WuXian, “How was it?”


    Jin Ling, “His desires weren’t strong, his soul was too weak, and on top of that he was scared to death. It’s already been past the first seven days of his death. His soul has dissipated entirely and there’s no way to summon him.”


    Lan JingYi, “So there is not much difference between you trying it and you not trying it, is there…”


    Lan SiZhui hurried, “Then let us check out the White Room, come on. Young Master Jin, we would really appreciate it if you could lead the way.” As he spoke, he pushed Lan JingYi out the door, successfully ending a new round of meaningless conversation before it even began. The boys walked across the threshold. Quite a couple of them leaped over, their footwork nimble. Even though Jin Ling was leading the way, he ended up behind the group.


    Lan SiZhui asked Jin Ling, “Has there been any unnatural deaths or unsolved incidents in the Bai residence?”


    Jin Ling, “Their head swore that there definitely wasn’t any. The elderly ones who passed away here all died from old age, and there isn’t any conflicts amongst the members of the household either.”


    Lan JingYi, “Oh no. I have a bad feeling about this. Usually, the more they say this, the more likely that there are indeed conflicts, except that they are trying their hardest to hide them.”


    Jin Ling, “In any case, I’ve confirmed quite a few times and couldn’t get anything out of them. I didn’t find anything unusual either. You guys can try again.”


    Because he did all of the preparatory research he could beforehand and inspected the White Room a couple of times as well, he didn’t go in the Bai residence this time and instead sat down at a nearby tea shop. Soon, a dark shadow swept inside.


    Wei WuXian sat down in front of him, “Jin Ling.”


    With two such delicate figures sitting in the small tea shop, it was a striking scene indeed. Many of the waitresses turned their heads to look.


    After their parting at Guanyin Temple, this was the first time Wei WuXian met Jin Ling, not to mention that only now did he get the chance to talk to Jin Ling alone. Jin Ling paused for a second, his expression unreadable, “What is it?”


    Wei WuXian, “How are you doing at Koi Tower right now?”


    Jin Ling, “Just the usual.”


    Speaking of it, it was quite a rough journey that the head of the Bai Clan made to Koi Tower.


    If this were a few years ago, when the LanlingJin Sect was nothing short of the sun in the sky, it wouldn’t be guaranteed that he’d successfully invite a clan member of the LanlingJin Sect’s, even if he multiplied the reward tenfold. In truth, let alone pleading for a night-hunt, an ordinary merchant clan like the Bai clan, with neither money nor power, could never even think about visiting. But right now, the cultivation world wasn’t the same as it used to be. Even though the common folk didn’t know about any details, they were able to catch a few earfuls of hearsay. This was the reason why the head of the Bai clan went for a try, with the spirit of ‘what if?’


    Nervously, he approached the main gate and presented a name card, introducing his intentions. The guard accepted his bribe and unwillingly went to report his arrival, yet when he came back, his attitude changed completely, stating that the sect leader declined the invitation as he got ready to chase him away. The head of the Bai clan never expected to successfully invite them in the first place, but he was irritated that the guard had such an attitude even after he accepted the bribe, and thus he asked for the money back. A few sentences into the argument, a young, handsome man dressed in the robe of Sparks Amidst Snow walked through the vermillion doors carrying an arrow in his arm. Seeing the situation, he immediately frowned and asked for the details.


    This time, the guard lost most of his previous arrogance. Noticing that even though the young man was still somewhat of a child, his status was likely the opposite of low, the head of the Bai Clan immediately explained the situation. Yet, when the young man heard it, he was immediately enraged, scolding, “The sect leader told you to chase him away? How come I don’t know?!”


    At once, he spun toward him, “You’re from the Bai Clan six miles west of the city? I’ll bear it in mind. Go back as of the moment. You’ll be visited in just a few days!”


    The head of the Bai Clan went home just like that, somewhat befuddled. A few days later, a group of cultivators visited him indeed, although he didn’t know that one of those who came was the leader of the LanlingJin Sect.


    Of course, he even more so wouldn’t know that right now, the LanlingJin Sect was in a state of absolute pandemonium.


    The guard didn’t report to the real sect leader at all, but instead to another senior of the LanlingJin Sect’s. When the senior heard, he was infuriated by the fact that such an ordinary merchant would dare step on the golden stairs of the LanlingJin Sect’s, ordering him to chase the visitor out. Yet, it was interrupted by Jin Ling, who was just about to head to the hunting grounds.


    Jin Ling knew that these seniors of the sect were all quite full of pride, believing that they were a sect hundreds of years old. No matter what, they definitely couldn’t lower their prestige, refusing to welcome anyone who wasn’t of eminent personage. First of all, he’d always abhorred such a way of doing things; second of all, he was mad that the guard reported to somebody else directly, ignoring him completely; and third of all, he remembered that when Jin GuangYao was still here, no disciples of even guest cultivators dared to take bribery so easily. The more he thought about it, the more irritated he became. Conveniently, he arranged to night-hunt with Lan SiZhui, Lan JingYi, and the rest of them this month, which was why they paid a visit to the Bai residence.


    In all honesty, he couldn’t say that he didn’t at all expect Wei WuXian to come along as well.


    Even though Jin Ling wouldn’t tell anyone else his struggles, there were countless eyes staring at Koi Tower and countless mouths restless. The rumors had long since reached Wei WuXian and Lan WangJi. Wei WuXian knew that he wouldn’t be willing to display any sign of weakness, “If there’s anything you’re having trouble with, ask your uncle about it.”


    Jin Ling replied coldly, “It’s not like his surname is Jin.”


    Hearing this, Wei WuXian stopped before he understood what the other meant. Not knowing whether to laugh or frown at his behavior, he raised his hand to land a solid slap on the back of his side, “Watch your words!”


    With a yelp, Jin Ling’s forced, rigid expression finally cracked.


    Although the slap didn’t hurt at all, it was as if Jin Ling was subjected to some great shame, especially when he heard the sweet giggles of the waitresses nearby. He covered his head and roared, “Why did you hit me?!”


    Wei WuXian, “I hit you so that you can think about your uncle. He’s not someone who likes to poke his nose into other people’s business. For your sake, he went around flaunting his strength in front of all those other sects, receiving so many jabbing remarks. And now you’re saying his surname isn’t Jin. If he heard this, wouldn’t he feel disappointed?”


    Jin Ling paused in surprise before he fumed, “That’s not what I meant! I…”


    Wei WuXian asked instead, “Then what did you mean?”


    Jin Ling, “I! I…”


    The first ‘I’ was full of confidence, while the second ‘I’ began to lose air. Wei WuXian, “I, I, I—I’ll say it for you. This is what you mean. Even though Jiang Cheng is your uncle, after all, he’s still an outsider to the LanlingJin Sect. In the past, he’s already helped you a couple of times, but if he messed about too much with someone else’s domain, it’d be hard for him not to be a target of attack in the future, for you not to bring him any trouble, am I right?”


    Jin Ling raged, “What do you think?! So you understand, don’t you?! Then why did you hit me?!”


    Wei WuXian landed another slap, “That was exactly what I meant to do! Can’t you say anything properly? Such wholesome words, and out of your mouth they sound especially gross!”


    Jin Ling yelled, covering his head, “You can’t hit me like this just because Lan WangJi isn’t here!”


    Wei WuXian, “If he were here, he’d help me beat you up with just a single word of mine, you believe me?”


    Jin Ling didn’t believe him, “But I’m a sect leader!!!”


    Wei WuXian smirked, “I’ve beaten up well over eighty sect leaders, possibly even a hundred.”


    Jin Ling leaped up, ready to rush outside the tea shop, “If you hit me again, I’ll leave!”


    “Come back!” Wei WuXian grabbed the back of his collar and pulled him back as if he was holding a small chick, slamming him flat on the stool, “I won’t hit you anymore. Sit properly.”


    Jin Ling was still on guard. Seeing that Wei WuXian really didn’t seem like he was going to do anything else, Jin Ling finally managed to stay seated. When one of the waitresses saw that the chaos here finally ended, she came to add more water with a smile on her face. Wei WuXian took up the cup and took a sip, before he suddenly called, “A-Ling.”


    Jin Ling had on a haughty tone, “What?”


    Wei WuXian, however, only grinned, “This time, you seem to have grown up quite a bit.”


    Jin Ling stopped.


    Wei WuXian felt his own chin, “Right now, you appear to be, hm, a lot more reliable. I’m really happy, but I’m also a bit… How should I say it? Honestly, how much of an idiot you used to be was quite adorable as well.”


    Jin Ling, again, found it hard to stay seated.


    Out of the blue, Wei WuXian reached out and gave his shoulders a tight hug, ruffling his hair, “But no matter what, I’m more than happy that I get to see you little brat again, haha!”


    Ignoring the mess that his hair was in, Jin Ling hopped up from the bench and rushed outside. Wei WuXian dragged him back with another strike, “Where are you going?”


    Even Jin Ling’s neck had reddened. He spoke in a rough voice, “I’m going to check out the White Room!”


    Wei WuXian, “Haven’t you already checked it out?”


    Jin Ling, “I’ll! Go! Check! It! Out! Once! More!”


    Wei WuXian, “Since you’ve already checked it out a couple of times, I doubt you’d make any new progress with a few more times. Why not help me investigate something else instead?”


    Jin Ling was absolutely terrified that he’d continue to spout those things that made him cringe. He’d rather be slapped on the face than be bombarded with nice words accompanied by physical touch. Recalling that this person right here could go as far as to yell in front of a crowd that he wanted to sleep with HanGuang-Jun, Jin Ling realized that he was truly unable to expect what other things would come out of his mouth. He hurried, “Sure! What do you want to investigate?”


    Wei WuXian, “See if such an odd figure exists around the area. Their face was sliced apart with a dozen-or-so knife incisions, and both their eyelids and lips were cut off.”


    Jin Ling felt that he didn’t seem like he was feigning, “Of course I can, but why would you want me to investigate such a…”


    All of a sudden, the waitress who was adding water for their tea replied, “You’re talking about the Hook Hand, aren’t you?”


    Wei WuXian turned around, “The Hook Hand?”


    “Yeah.” Likely because she’d been eavesdropping for fun, she interjected at the first possible opportunity, “Without lips or eyelids, he’s the only one, isn’t he? You don’t sound like you’re from around here, Young Master. How come you know such a person?”


    Jin Ling, “I’m from around here. I haven’t heard of this person either.”


    The waitress, “Now, you’re young, aren’t you? It’s not strange that you’ve never heard of him. But this person used to be quite famous.”


    Wei WuXian, “Famous? What kind of famous?”


    The waitress, “Not the good kind. I heard the story when I was young from my great aunt’s mom, which really shows what a long time ago it happened. Now onto the Hook Hand… I don’t know what he was called, but he was a young blacksmith. He was poor, but he had both the looks and the skills, as well as quite a diligent personality. He had a wife who was just the prettiest person ever. He was very kind to his wife, but his wife to him not so much. She found another man outside and didn’t want her husband anymore, so she… killed him!”


    Clearly, the waitress had been scared to death by the legend while she was growing up, which was why she also did a fine job scaring others, both her tone and expression to the point. Jin Ling was quite hooked to the story, thinking to himself, The scariest is the woman’s heart! But Wei WuXian, on the other hand, had long since begun to deal with spirits and corpses. He’d heard so many of these stories that everything seemed cliche. Right now, he listened with a hand on his chin, expressionless. The waitress continued, “Worried that someone would recognize it was her husband’s corpse, she slit his eyelids off and made dozens of cuts on his face. And because she was scared he’d tell on her to the Judge* of the Underworld, when she saw the an iron hook that had just been forged lying on the counter, she used it to pull his tongue out…”


    *TN: The Judge is a deity of Chinese folk mythology who resides in the Underworld, in charge of a register that controls the lives and deaths of mortals.


    Suddenly, someone spoke up, “How could his wife be like this? How could she hurt her own husband in such a cruel way?!”


    Jin Ling was right in the middle of the story when he felt tingles explode on his scalp due to the startle. When he turned around, he finally realized that Lan SiZhui, Lan JingYi, and the rest had already left the Bai residence. They were all huddled up behind him, listening with all ears. The previous question came from Lan SiZhui as an exclamation. The waitress continued, “Ugh, the tales of men and women all have the same root, don’t they? Whether they want money or a change of taste—others can’t possibly fathom. In any case, the blacksmith turned into that monster of a human, only half-alive, and the cruel woman secretly tossed him to the mass graves west of the city. Crows love to eat dead people and rotten meat, yet upon seeing his face, even they didn’t dare take a single piece of flesh from him…”


    Lan JingYi was the type of person who easily became absorbed in a story—the perfect audience. He ranted, “… That is unacceptable… That is unacceptable! Did the person who killed him not receive any sort of retribution?”


    Waitress, “She did! Of course she did. Even though such a thing happened to the blacksmith, he somehow survived, and that night he crawled out from the graves, went home, and he slit the throat of his wife who was pretending that nothing had happened,” she made a gesture, “Using the iron hook.”


    The juniors all had on complicated expressions, both frightened and wanting to let out a breath of relief. However, the waitress continued, “After he killed his wife, he cut his face too and pulled his tongue out, but his resentful energy didn’t perish. From then on, he killed every beautiful woman he saw!”


    Lan JingYi was shocked speechless, “Now that is not right. Revenge would be fine, but what had the other women ever done to him?”


    The waitress, “That’s right. But he didn’t care about that. With how he face looked, he thought of his wife whenever he saw a beautiful woman. What could he do? Anyways, a long time afterwards, young girls wouldn’t dare walk alone the moment the sky darkened the slightest bit. Even if they didn’t go outside, they wouldn’t dare sleep without their fathers, brothers, or husbands staying at home with them. Because once in a while, a female corpse without a tongue would be tossed out onto the streets…”


    Jin Ling, “Can’t anyone catch him?”


    The waitress, “They can’t, though. The blacksmith also disappeared after he killed his wife, leaving his original house. He also came and went with so much prowess that it almost seemed as if he was possessed by a ghost. How could an ordinary person catch him? Well I heard that he wasn’t stopped until a couple of years later, anyways. Only after the matter was completely suppressed were the folks finally able to have some good nights’ sleep! Amitabha*, bless the Heavens.”


    *TN: Amitabha is the principle buddha of the East Asian practice of Buddhism. The phrase ‘Amitabha’ has turned into a mantra that many people say as a prayer, similar to the phrase ‘Hallelujah’.


    After they left the tea shop and returned to the coffin home, Lan SiZhui asked, “Senior Wei, the Hook Hand you suddenly wanted to investigate is related to the spirit of the Bai residence, is it not?”


    Wei WuXian, “Of course it is.”


    Jin Ling had also somewhat guessed it, but he still had to ask, “How are the two related?”


    Wei WuXian opened the coffin lid again, “On the body of the thief’s corpse.”


    The group covered their noses again. Jin Ling, “I’ve looked at the thief’s corpse a bunch of times.”


    Wei WuXian grabbed him and pulled him over, “But you didn’t look carefully enough.”


    He patted Jin Ling’s shoulder and suddenly pressed it down. At once, Jin Ling was face to face with the dark-faced, wide-eyed corpse. The stench effused. Wei WuXian spoke, “Look at his eyes.”


    Squinting, Jin Ling scrutinized the corpse’s lifeless eyes. With only one glance, his body was cold from the top of his head to the bottom of his feet. Lan SiZhui knew that something was wrong. Immediately, he went over and bent down.


    He saw that the figure reflected against the corpse’s black pupils wasn’t his own.


    It was an unfamiliar face that took up almost the entire pupil, with uneven skin that was covered in scars and no eyelids or lips.


    In the back, Lan JingYi hopped a couple of times, appearing as though he wanted to look but didn’t have the guts to do so, “SiZhui, what… what did you see?”


    Lan SiZhui waved his hand without turning around, “You should not come near.”


    Lan JingYi hurried, “Oh!” And immediately took a few large steps back.


    Lan SiZhui looked up, “Speaking of it, I have indeed heard of these folklore. Sometimes, the eye would ‘record’ what the person sees before they die. What a surprise that it is true.”


    Wei WuXian, “This is only the rare case. Because the thief was scared to death, no matter what he saw, it must’ve made quite an irremovable impression on him, which is why this works. In another situation, most likely nothing would be recorded, and in a few days, when the corpse deteriorates completely, we’d likely never see this again.”


    Jin Ling still had some doubt, “If it’s folklore, let alone how unreliable it is, should we really trust it?”


    Wei WuXian, “Whether we trust it or not, let’s first investigate further and try things out. It’s better than doing nothing, after all.”


    No matter what, they finally made progress. Lan SiZhui decided to go search in the graves of city west, while Wei WuXian said that he was going to accompany him. The rest of the people went to investigate the Hook Hand. After all, they couldn’t base anything on hearsay. The more information they had, the better.


    First of all, Jin Ling had some mild spurn for Lan JingYi, and second of all, he felt that where Wei WuXian was going had to be better for the purpose of gaining experience. However, he remembered that the others weren’t familiar with the Lanling area, which meant they might encounter some difficulties without him leading. And thus, he agreed without further complaint, and the group arranged to gather at the Bai residence. After some investigation, the information they obtained was not much different from what was described by the waitress in the day, likely because the versions floating around were mostly the same. And thus, Jin Ling and the rest went ahead and returned to the Bai residence.


    At close to dawn, Jin Ling had already walked a few circles in the Bai residence’s main hall and argued a few times with Lan JingYi, but Wei WuXian and Lan SiZhui still hadn’t come back yet. Just as they prepared to search for them west of the city, somebody suddenly crashed through the door with a bang.


    The one who barged in first was Lan SiZhui. He seemed as if he was holding some smoldering object in his hand. The moment he came in, it fell out of his hand and onto the ground.


    The object was the size of a palm, covered in layers and layers of yellow talisman paper and oozing something wet and red. The talismans were smeared with blood. Following him, Wei WuXian sauntered across the threshold. Seeing how everyone had crowded beside it like a pool of water, he immediately drove them away, “Shoo, shoo! Watch out!”


    And so everyone parted again like a pool of water. Perhaps because it was corrosive, the layer of talisman melted away to reveal what was inside.


    It was a rusting iron hook!


    It was not only rusting, but the vibrancy of the blood also made it seem as if it had just been extracted from human flesh. Jin Ling asked, “The hook of the Hook Hand?”


    Burnt marks and blood can be seen on Lan SiZhui’s uniform. He was panting slightly, his cheeks vaguely pink, “Yes! Something has possessed it. You must not touch it with your hands!”


    Suddenly, the iron hook began to tremble fiercely. Lan SiZhui, “Shut the door! Do not let it get out! I might not be able to catch it again if it gets away once more!”


    Lan JingYi hurried to be the first one there. With a bam, he slammed the door shut, pressing his back tightly against the door as he yelled, “Talismans! Use your talismans on it, everyone!”


    At once, hundreds of talismans crashed down on it. If not because everyone of the Bai residence had already been notified by Jin Ling and hidden at the eastern courtyard, they would’ve been truly shocked by the shooting lights and thundering sounds. Soon, the talismans were used up. Before anyone could even let out a breath, blood seeped from the hook again.


    They couldn’t stop even for a single moment!


    Lan SiZhui couldn’t find anymore talismans on him. Suddenly, he heard Lan JingYi yell, “The kitchen! Go to the kitchen! Salt salt salt! Get the salt!”


    With his reminder, the boys dashed into the kitchen and grabbed the jar of salt. With a flick of the hand, snowy white crumbs of salt sprinkled onto the hook. This was a bold move. Almost as if it were being simmered in a pot of oil. Steam and white foam dripped from the rusting iron.


    An odor that smelled like rotting flesh being charred wafted through the main hall, while the blood on the hook was slowly being absorbed by the white salt. One of the boys cried, “The salt is also about to be gone! What should we do now?”


    Seeing that the hook was about to bleed again, Lan JingYi knew that this couldn’t go on, “If all else fails, we can just melt it!”


    Jin Ling, “You can’t melt it!”


    Lan SiZhui, “Yes, we will melt it!”


    Immediately, he took off his outer robe and flung it over the hook. Wrapping the item, he dashed to the kitchen before hurling it into the hearth. Watching the scene unfold, Jin Ling seethed with flaming eyes, “Lan SiZhui! It’s no surprise that Lan JingYi is such an idiot, but why are you being idiot too!? You want to melt it with just this much fire?”


    Lan JingYi raged, “Who are you calling an idiot?? What do you mean it is no surprise that I am an idiot!?”


    Lan SiZhui, “If the fire is too small, we can lend it some help!”


    He quickly made a hand sign, and the flame immediately burst with a whirlwind of hot air!


    The others understood at once, imitating him one by one. Jin Ling and Lan JingYi couldn’t keep on arguing either, focusing on the maintenance of the hand sign. The flame at the bottom of the hearth grew so rapid that it lit the room a fierce scarlet, reflecting the red onto their cheeks as well.


    For a long time they waited, prepared for anything. Finally, the iron hook disappeared into the burning firelight. With not a single incident having happened, Lan JingYi spoke nervously, “Is it finished? Is it finished?”


    Lan SiZhui let out a breath. A moment later, he went forth to examine the situation before turning around, “The hook is gone.”


    If the hook was gone, then, naturally, the resentful energy should be gone as well.


    Everyone was relieved, especially Lan JingYi, who turned out to be the happiest, “I knew you could melt it! It clearly worked, hahahaha…”


    He was happy, while on the other hand, Jin Ling was quite miserable. Somehow, he wasn’t of much help throughout this night-hunt, let alone gained any experience. He quietly regretted his decision. During the day, he should’ve insisted on searching for the iron hook along with Wei WuXian and the others. He definitely wouldn’t do any of the backstage work again, next time.


    Yet, Wei WuXian spoke up, “Your resolution is the absolute opposite of cautious. How can anything be determined at this point in time? Won’t you have to validate things?”


    Hearing this, Jin Ling perked up, “How should we go about it?”


    Wei WuXian, “Spend a night inside, someone.”


    “…”


    Wei WuXian, “Only after you spend a night inside and find that nothing bad happens, can you truly say with confidence that everything’s finished, right?”


    Lan JingYi, “Who would do such a thing, though…”


    Jin Ling immediately volunteered, “I’ll go!”


    Wei WuXian knew what he was thinking even without looking at him. He patted his head and smiled, “Put up a good show, if you happen to come across the opportunity.”


    Jin Ling complained, “Don’t touch my head. You can’t touch a man’s head, don’t you know?”


    Wei WuXian, “It’s definitely your uncle who said it anyways, so there’s no point in knowing.”


    “Hey!” Jin Ling was shocked, “Who was the one that told me to ask him if I’m having trouble with anything?”


    The Bai residence had arranged for everyone’s accommodations, and thus that night the group settled down at the eastern courtyard. Jin Ling went to the western courtyard alone.


    As usual, the GusuLan Sect strictly obeyed their schedule, waking up early next morning. Before he went out, Lan SiZhui was reminded by Lan WangJi to make sure he dragged Wei WuXian up in time for breakfast. For this, he spent almost an hour and did everything he could before he finally hauled Wei WuXian downstairs. When he arrived at the main hall, Lan JingYi was in the middle of helping the Bai residence’s servants distribute the congee. Lan SiZhui was just about to go and help when he saw Jin Ling walk over with heavy eye bags.


    The entire circle of people stared at him in silence. Jin Ling sat down at the left-hand side of Wei WuXian, who greeted, “Morning.”


    Jin Ling forced calmness onto his face, nodding, “Morning.”


    The others nodded as well, “Morning.”


    Soon, seeing that Jin Ling didn’t seem like he was going to say anything, Wei WuXian pointed to his own eyes, “Those are…”


    After having made sure that he looked just barely unruffled, Jin Ling finally opened hi mouth.


    He began, “As expected, it wasn’t cleaned up properly.”


    The crowd grew nervous.


    Last night, after Jin Ling went in the white room, he looked around his surroundings.


    The furnishing of the room was extremely simple. There was almost no furniture, with only a single bed. The bed was next to the wall, covered in dust.


    After only one stroke was Jin Ling unable to take it any longer. No servants dared to approach this place, and he himself definitely couldn’t lie on top of such a thing either. Left without a choice, he could only fetch the water himself and clean the place up. Finally, he was able to sleep.


    With his face to the wall, his back to the room.


    And a mirror hidden in his palm.


    Turning the mirror, he could have a rough view of the room.


    Jin Ling waited for more than half the night, yet all that appeared in the mirror was a dark gloom, which was why he began to turn the mirror around in his hand. Just as he was about to feel some fun from performing the act, a harsh white suddenly swept across the mirror’s surface.


    Immediately, icy water doused his heart. Composing himself, he slowly turned the mirror around.


    Something finally appeared in the mirror’s reflection.


    At this point of the story, Lan JingYi spoke up with a trembling voice, “What did the mirror reflect—the hook hand…?”


    Jin Ling, “No. It was a chair.”


    Lan JingYi was just about to ease up when, thinking about it some more, he felt his hair rise.


    Why on Earth would he ease up? Jin Ling clearly said that the room was ‘extremely simple. There was almost no furniture, with only a single bed.’ If this was the case…


    Then where did the chair come from!?


   
  


  Chapter 124: Extra — Iron Hook (Part Two)


  


    Jin Ling: “The chair was placed right next to my bed. At first nobody was there, but a while later, a person in black suddenly appeared on it.”


    Jin Ling wanted to see the face clearly, but the person sat with their head hanging low. Long, disheveled hair covered their face. Only a pair of snowy hands could be seen on the armrests. He adjusted the position of the mirror secretly. The moment his wrist moved, however, as though she suddenly noticed something, the woman slowly lifted her head. Her face was covered in dozens of bleeding cut marks.


    Wei WuXian wasn’t surprised, while all of the juniors were shocked speechless.


    “Wait a second?” Lan JingYi placed a bowl of congee in front of Jin Ling, “A female ghost? How could it be a female ghost? Were you scared so dumb you saw wrong…”


    Jin Ling replied with a smack, “Anyone can call me dumb except for you. Even though there’s blood and hair everywhere so I couldn’t really see what she looked like, both her hair and clothing were in styles commonly worn by young women. It’s definitely right. We were just searching in the wrong direction.” He continued, “Although there was indeed resentful energy left on the iron hook, the one haunting the White Room is probably not the Hook Hand.”


    Lan JingYi, “Did you not spend any more time to examine her face or something… Maybe we could use her facial features, like beauty marks or birthmarks, to find out her identity.”


    Jin Ling snorted, “You think I didn’t want to? I wanted to, but the ghost noticed the moonlight reflected in the mirror and immediately looked this way. The mirror then reflected her eyes, and I accidentally had eye contact with her.”


    If one were to be discovered while spying on a spirit, one shouldn’t keep looking any longer. He had to put down the mirror at once and close his eyes, pretending to be fast asleep. Otherwise, he might’ve stimulated the creature’s blood thirst, heightening its killing intent. Lan JingYi, “What a close call, what a close call…”


    Comments flew back and forth across the table, “But the thief did not see a woman in his eyes.”


    “Just because he did not see one does not mean there was not one. Maybe the thief saw in the wrong direction…”


    “No, the female ghost—why would she be a female ghost? Who is she!?”


    Lan SiZhui, “The woman’s face was marked with dozens of cuts, so it is likely that she was one of the Hook Hand’s many victims. What Jin Ling saw must have been a shadow of her resentful energy.”


    The shadow of resentful energy referred to the endless playback of a situation in which a spirit gathered heavy resentful energy. It was usually the moment before it died or an incident it loathed.


    Jin Ling, “Yeah. As shown in the mirror last night, the White Room had completely different furniture than what it has now. It seemed to be an inn. Before the Bai resident was established, there was probably an inn here. That inn was where the woman killed.”


    Ln JingYi, “Oh, oh. Speaking of it, from the information we collected, someone did mention that the Hook Hand could easily break the locks of inns. He often snuck inside in the middle of the night, picking on women who were out alone!”


    Lan SiZhui, “And the room in which this maiden, or madam, was killed, just so happened to be in the same location as the White Room of the Bai residence!”


    No wonder the head of the Bai clan insisted that no unsolved cases or accidental deaths happened in the Bai residence. They didn’t equivocate on purpose, but instead, they were truly innocent—this really had nothing to do with them!


    Jin Ling picked up the congee and took a sip, pretending to be calm, “I knew things wouldn’t be so simple. Oh, well. We’d have to deal with this, sooner or later.”


    Wei WuXian, “Jin Ling, go take a nap later. We’re gonna have to do more work tonight.”


    Lan JingYi glanced at his bowl, “You have unfinished food, Senior Wei. Wasting food is bad.”


    Wei WuXian, “I’m finished. Have some more, JingYi. You’ll be on the front line tonight.”


    Shocked, Lan JingYi almost dropped his bowl, “Huh? Me?? W-What front line?!”


    Wei WuXian, “Jin Ling couldn’t finish his observations yesterday, right? Today we’ll finish observing it together to get to the bottom of things. You’ll lead.”


    Lan JingYi turned pale, “Senior Wei, did you make a mistake? How could it be me?”


    Wei WuXian, “Of course not. Gaining experience, right? Everyone has a turn, everyone has an opportunity, everyone has to go. Both SiZhui and Jin Ling have gone. I’ve decided that the next one will be you.”


    “Why did you decide that the next one would be me…”


    Of course, Wei WuXian wouldn’t directly say that out of the group, Lan JingYi’s name was the only one he could remember, apart from Lan SiZhui and Jin Ling. He only patted his shoulder, encouraging him, “It’s a good thing! Look at everyone else. They all want to go, don’t they?”


    “Everyone else? They have long since run away from the conversation!”


    No matter how much Lan JingYi protested, at midnight, he was still pushed to the front of the White Room.


    A few long benches were spread across the front of the White Room, filled with rows of people. Each person poked a hole through the paper of the window. Instantly, the windows were packed with tiny holes, creating an appalling scene.


    Making his own window hole, Lan SiZhui thought, I still feel that… this does not even count as ‘spying’ anymore. With so many holes, we might as well tear down the entire window…”


    As expected, Lan JingYi was hauled to the foremost position by Wei WuXian. From here, he could see the most things, with the most clarity. If this were a show, he’d be sitting at the best seat that even wealth might not guarantee. However, Lan JingYi didn’t want this ‘best’ at all.


    Squeezed between Jin Ling and Lan SiZhui, he shivered, “Can I sit somewhere else…”


    Wei WuXian was pacing back and forth at the side, “No.”


    Everyone who heard it felt that Wei WuXian’s curtness displayed quite a mastery over Lan WangJi’s ways. Some even sniggered a little. Wei WuXian, “What a nice, relaxed mentality. Well done, well done.”


    Lan SiZhui, who just a second ago couldn’t hold himself back, immediately steadied himself. Wei WuXian turned to Lan JingYi again, “Look, I don’t even have a seat. Don’t be so ungrateful.”


    Lan JingYi, “Senior, can I give my seat to you…”


    Wei WuXian, “No.”


    Lan JingYi, “Then what can I do?”


    Wei WuXian, “You can ask questions.”


    With no other choice, Lan JingYi could only turn to Lan SiZhui, “SiZhui, if I pass out later, y-you have to let me copy your notes.”


    Lan SiZhui didn’t know whether or not to laugh, “All right.”


    Lan JingYi let out a breath of relief, “Then I can stop worrying.”


    Lan SiZhui cheered him on, “Do not worry, JingYi, you can definitely hold out.”


    The moment Lan JingYi showed an expression of gratitude, Jin Ling patted his shoulder and spoke in a reliable manner, “Yeah, don’t worry. If you pass out, I’ll definitely wake you up at once.”


    Lan JingYi, alarmed, slapped his hand away, “Shoo, shoo. Who knows what you would do to wake me up.”


    Between the whispers, a soft, scarlet light bled from the paper window, as if someone lit a red lamp inside the dark room.


    The crowd quieted at once, holding their breaths.


    The light seeped from the small holes as well, making the pairs of spying eyes look bloodshot.


    Lan JingYi held up a trembling hand, “Senior… Wh-Why does the room look so red? I-I have never seen red shadows like this before. Was there a red lamp inside the room when it happened?”


    Lan SiZhui whispered, “It was not a red lamp. It was because the person…”


    Jin Ling, “It was because the person had blood in her eyes.”


    Amid the red light, something new suddenly appeared within the room.


    A chair. And a ‘person’ sitting atop the chair.


    Wei WuXian, “Jin Ling, this was what you saw yesterday?”


    Jin Ling nodded, “But I didn’t see it clearly enough last night. She’s not sitting on the chair… She’s tied to the chair.”


    Just like he said, the hands that the woman lay over the armrests were tightly tied up by ropes.


    Just as the juniors prepared to examine further, a dark shadow flashed across the room. Another figure appeared.


    Surprisingly, there was another ‘person’.


    And this other person had both his eyelids and lips cut off. He could neither blink nor close his mouth, revealing his bloodshot eyeballs and bright red gums. He was a thousand times more frightening than as described in the legends!


    Lan JingYi exclaimed, “The Hook Hand!”


    “What happened? Was the hook not melted already? Why would the Hook Hand still be here?”


    “So there are two spirits inside this room??”


    At this point, Wei WuXian asked, “Two? In reality, is there one or two spirits inside this room? Can anyone explain?”


    Lan SiZhui, “One.”


    Jin Ling followed, “One. The Hook Hand inside the White Room isn’t the real spirit, but instead a shadow emulating the scene of her death that the woman used her resentful energy to bring back.”


    Lan JingYi, “It is a shadow and all, but it is not at all less frightening!!”


    As they spoke, the face slowly approached the wooden door. The face grew closer, clearer, and more gruesome as well. Even though everyone knew that it was only a shadow, that the iron hook in which the Hook Hand’s resentful energy was truly stored had already been melted, that the shadow would never actually pass through the door, there was only one hair-rising thought stuck in their minds:


    He saw them!


    If that unfortunate thief just so happened to see this scene when he was spying on the White Room at night, no wonder he was scared so badly that he got a heart attack.


    The face approached until it was no less than a single feet away from the window, paused for a moment, then turned around and strode toward the chair.


    In unison, the juniors finally began to breathe again.


    Inside, the Hook Hand walked back and forth the room, the old wooden boards creaking under his feet. Outside, however, Jin Ling felt that something was off.


    He spoke, “There’s something that’s been on my mind since a while ago.”


    Lan SiZhui, “What is it?”


    Jin Ling, “The shadow is the scene before the woman’s death for sure. But when most people are facing a serial killer, would they be so calm and make not a single sound? In other words—”


    He continued, “The woman was clearly conscious. Why didn’t she scream for help?”


    Lan JingYi, “Was she scared dumb?”


    Jin Ling, “It wouldn’t have been to the point that she didn’t make a single noise, not even knowing how to cry. When most women are frightened to the extreme, wouldn’t they start crying?”


    Lan SiZhui, “Is her tongue still there?”


    Jin Ling, “There’s no blood at her mouth, so it should be. And even if she lost her tongue and couldn’t say anything, she should still be able to make sounds.”


    Squashed between the two of them, Lan JingYi seemed as though he was about to die right there, “Can you two not use such calm tones to talk about such a scary thing, right beside my ears…”


    One of the boys spoke up, “Could it have been because the inn was deserted or because no other people were present, she knew that it was no use screaming, so she decided not to do anything?”


    Lan JingYi, who saw the scene clearest, finally had something to so, “I do not think so. Look at the shadow. No dust was on the furniture, which meant that they were definitely often used. It was impossible that nobody was present, or else she would not have chosen to rest here.”


    Jin Ling, “Looks like you’re not a hopeless idiot yet. Besides, whether or not anyone is present is one matter, and whether or not you’d scream is another. For example, if someone’s chasing after you in the middle of nowhere, even though you know nobody can help you, you’d still be screaming for help, wouldn’t you?”


    Wei WuXian clapped lightly, whispering, “Wow. You’d expect no less from Sect Leader Jin.”


    Jin Ling blushed, hissing, “What are you doing? Don’t distract me, alright?!”


    Wei WuXian, “If something like this distracts you, it means you still need to work on your concentration. Look, look—the Hook Hand is about to do it!”


    At once, everyone turned around to look. The Hook Hand took out a rope and wrapped it around the woman’s neck, pulling it slowly.


    The sound of a rope being tightened!


    So this was the root of the strange noise that the head of the Bai clan said to come from the White Room every night.


    Under pressure, the dozens of wounds on the woman’s face bled profusely, but she still didn’t make a single sound. The group felt their hearts gripped by the scene. Someone couldn’t help but urged, whispering, “Scream, scream for help!”


    But opposite to their hopes, the victim didn’t move, while the assailant did. The rope instantly loosened. The Hook Hand pulled out an iron hook, bright from sharpening, from behind his back.


    Outside, the boys were both scared and anxious, desperate to jump inside and scream for the woman so loud that the entire city was woken up. The back of the Hook Hand blocked their line of sight. A hand reached forward. From where they were, they could only see the back of a hand on the armrest. Suddenly, veins popped on the hand.


    Even at this point, the woman still didn’t make a sound!


    Jin Ling couldn’t help but began to doubt, “Is she mentally abnormal?”


    “What do you mean by mentally abnormal?”


    “As in… retarded.”


    “…”


    Even though calling someone retarded sounded quite ruthless, from such a situation, this was the most possible likelihood. Or else, if she was a normal person, how could she still give no response, even when things were like this?


    Feeling his head hurt from watching, Lan JingYi turned his face to the side. Wei WuXian, however, whispered, “Watch carefully.”


    Unwillingness was all over Lan JingYi’s face, “Senior, I… I really cannot watch anymore.”


    Wei WuXian, “There are things hundreds and thousands of times worse than this. If you can’t even face them directly, you shouldn’t hope to do anything else.”


    Hearing this, Lan JingYi steadied himself before he clenched his teeth and turned back around, continuing to watch the scene unfold with a miserable expression. Yet, just this moment, something happened—


    Opening her mouth, the woman bit down on the iron hook!


    It was such a surprising turn of events that the rows of boys all sprang up from the shock.


    And inside the room, the Hook Hand also seemed to be astounded. He retracted his arm, but for some reason he couldn’t pull the hook from between the woman’s teeth. Instead, the woman—along with the chair—pounced on him. The iron hook that he wanted to take someone else’s tongue with had somehow sliced open his own stomach!


    The boys shouted in chaos. They were almost all clinging to the door, as though they wanted to stuff their eyeballs into the White Room to see everything clearly. From the wound, the Hook Hand stopped in pain. As if he remembered something, he lunged for the woman’s chest with his right hand out, ready to dig her heart out. The woman rolled on the ground with the chair, dodging the attack. With a loud rip, however, the fabric at her chest was torn apart.


    In this situation, the boys didn’t even have time to decide whether or not to look. What astonished them the most was that the ‘woman’s’ chest was as flat as a field. How was this a ‘woman’?? This was a man in a woman’s clothes!


    The Hook Hand leaped forward, grasping his opponent’s neck with his bare hands, yet he’d forgotten that his hook was still in the other’s mouth. The person spun to the side, the iron hook cutting into the Hook Hand’s wrist. One going for suffocation and the other going for blood loss—as of the moment, the two were in a deadlock…


    Only when the rooster crowed and the red light disappeared did the shadow finally melt away. And the boys around the White Room’s entrance were already shocked speechless.


    Only when a long while had passed did Lan JingYi finally stammer, “Th-Th-Th-These two…”


    Everyone had the same thought in their head: These two would most probably both end up dead, right… What a surprise. The spirit that had tormented the Bai residence for decades was not the Hook Hand, but rather the hero who killed him.


    The discussion was aflame.


    “Who could have known? So this was how the Hook Hand was brought down…”


    “Thinking about it, this was the only way, was it not? After all, the Hook Hand was quite mysterious. Nobody knew where he was. If he did not pretend to be a woman and lure him out, he could never have caught him.”


    “But it was so dangerous!”


    “It was dangerous indeed. Look, the hero himself fell for his trap and got tied up, right? As a result, he was at a disadvantage to begin with. Or else, if the two dueled face-to-face, how could he have been at such a loss?!”


    “Yeah, and he could not shout for help. The Hook Hand had killed so many people. Even if an ordinary person heard him, they would probably be killed…”


    “Which was why he did not make a sound no matter what!”


    “He chose to die along with him…”


    “How could there not be this hero’s story in the legends!? How absurd.”


    “It is the norm. Compared to knights and heroes, people much more prefer the legends of serial killers.”


    Jin Ling analyzed, “When the dead refuse to move onto their next lives, it’s usually because they have unfinished matters or unfulfilled wishes; when those without complete bodies refuse to move on, it’s usually because they never found the parts of their bodies that they lost. The reason behind his hauntings lie here.”


    Even if it were a hindrance, it’d be hard to part with something one had been carrying for decades, much less a piece of flesh within one’s mouth.


    Listening to the story, Lan JingYi had long since developed respect, “Then let us hurry up and find his tongue as soon as possible, so that we can burn it for him and let him move onto his next life!”


    Everyone itched to get to work, leaping up, “Yes, how can we let such a hero die without a complete corpse?!”


    “We should get searching. From the graves west of the city, to the entire Bai residence, to the old house in which the Hook Hand lived—we will not miss a single place.”


    Full of motivation, the boys gushed out the door. Before they went, Jin Ling turned around and looked at Wei WuXian.


    Wei WuXian, “What is it?”


    Back while the juniors were discussing, Wei WuXian didn’t make a single comment confirming or contradicting their guesses, somehow making Jin Ling feel anxious, suspicious that they might’ve gone wrong somewhere. But after some thought, he felt that they didn’t miss anything, and so he replied, “Nothing.”


    Wei WuXian grinned, “Then get searching. Be patient.”


    And thus, Jin Ling marched out the door.


    Only a few days later did he realize what Wei WuXian meant when he told him to ‘be patient’.


    Before this, they found the iron hook only with Wei WuXian leading Lan SiZhui, taking only an hour. Yet, this time, Wei WuXian didn’t help in looking for the tongue, letting them deal with it at their own pace. They searched for an entire five days.


    When Lan SiZhui jumped up, holding something in the air, the rest of the group was about to die of fatigue.


    However, even though they were a mess from hopping around the graves, clothes covered in both grime and stench, the group was almost ecstatic. It was because after Wei WuXian heard about it, he told them the truth with sincerity: with no outside help, it was already a feat that they found it in five days—for one, countless cultivators would give up after seeing no results in ten days or half a month.


    The group was wild, bouncing around the severed tongue. It was said that those tainted with dark energy would turn dark in color. Let alone dark, the item was almost black, hard to the touch and effusing energy. It was almost impossible to tell that it used to be a piece of human flesh. If not because of this, it would’ve long since rotted away.


    After some exorcism, they burned the tongue. It seemed as though the matter had finally come to an end.


    With so much having happened, things should end no matter what. And thus, toward this night-hunt, Jin Ling was more-or-less satisfied. Yet before that satisfaction had the chance to last a couple of days, the head of the Bai clan went to Koi Tower once more.


    This was what happened. After they burned the hero’s tongue, peace did ensue for a couple of days. However, it was a couple of days indeed. The third night, strange noise again erupted from within the White Room, even growing wilder day by day. When the fifth night came, it had made the entire Bai residence sleepless.


    This time, it broke out with fury, scarier than ever before. The noise was neither the sound of rope being tightened nor that of flesh being cut—instead, it was the sound of a person! According to the description given by the head of the Bai clan, the voice was extremely hoarse, as if someone was using a stiff tongue that hadn’t been used for years. Nobody could tell what the words were, but it was undoubtedly a man who was screaming.


    After he screamed, he also cried with utmost misery. At first he seemed feeble, yet gradually he grew louder and louder. In the end, he was almost wailing his throat out. It was absolutely piteous, while at the same time absolutely blood-chilling. Much less the Bai residence, people could hear it even three blocks away. Even passersby felt chills sent down their spines.


    Jin Ling was also fretting. It was close to the end of the year, so he was buried in work and didn’t have time to deal with the matter himself. As a result, he sent a few disciples to go examine the situation. Upon returning, they reported that apart from the screaming being extremely terrifying indeed, there weren’t many other detriments.


    Aside from disturbing the neighbors.


    When they handed in the night-hunting notes, Lan SiZhui spoke about this to Lan WangJi and Wei WuXian. After Wei WuXian heard him, he took a pastry from Lan WangJi’s desk and ate it, “Oh. That’s nothing to worry about.”


    Lan SiZhui, “It is nothing to worry about… even with so much screaming? In theory, after its wish was fulfilled, the soul should have passed on.”


    Wei WuXian, “A soul can pass on after its wish is fulfilled, that’s true. But have you ever thought that perhaps the hero’s true wish wasn’t to find its tongue so that he could reincarnate?”


    This time, Lan JingYi finally received a rating of Jia. Just the thought that he wouldn’t have to copy anything again made him so happy he could cry, over at the side. Right now, however, he couldn’t help but blurted, “Then what is it? That every night he can howl so much that nobody else is able to fall asleep?”


    Surprisingly enough, Wei WuXian really nodded, “Exactly so.”


    Lan SiZhui was astonished, “Senior Wei, why would this be?”


    Wei WuXian, “Before, didn’t you infer that the hero didn’t want to hurt any innocent lives, which was why he held back with everything he could while he was being tortured by the Hook Hand and refused to make a single sound?”


    Lan SiZhui sat upright, “Yes. Is something wrong?”


    Wei WuXian, “It’s not that anything’s wrong. But let me ask you a question—if a serial killer is holding a knife and waving it in your face, letting out your blood, slicing apart your face, strangling your throat, pulling your tongue out, how scary would that be? Would you be scared? Would you want to cry?”


    Lan JingYi thought about it for a moment before responding with a pale complexion, “Help!”


    Lan SiZhui, however, held a serious expression, “It is stated in the sect rules that when one comes across danger…”


    Wei WuXian, “Don’t avert the question, SiZhui. I asked if you’d be scared or not. Just say it, won’t you?”


    Lan SiZhui blushed, his back even straighter, “I—”


    Wei WuXian, “You?”


    Lan SiZhui answered in all honesty, “I cannot say that I am not scared. Ahem.”


    After he responded, he cast an anxious glance at Lan WangJi.


    Wei WuXian rolled with laughter, “What are you so embarrassed for? When humans feel pain or fear, they’d be scared, they’d want someone to help them, they’d want to scream and shout and cry—isn’t that what makes us human? Tell me, yes or no. HanGuang-Jun, look at SiZhui—he’s scared you’ll punish him and he’s peeking at you. Say yes, quick. If you say ‘yes’, it means you also agree with my point of view, which then means you won’t punish him.”


    With his elbow, he poked lightly at the stomach of Lan WangJi, who was currently marking the notes, his back straight. Without any change in expression, Lan WangJi replied, “Yes.”


    After he spoke, he wrapped an arm around Wei WuXian’s waist, locking him in place so that he didn’t mess around, and continued to mark the notes that’d been handed in.


    Lan SiZhui’s cheeks grew even redder.


    Wei WuXian struggled a bit, but as he still couldn’t get out, he decided to maintain this position as he continued to lecture Lan SiZhui, “And so, holding his screams back did make him a hero, but in truth, it also went against human nature.”


    Lan SiZhui tried hard to ignore his position. After some thought, he felt a little sympathetic toward the man.


    Wei WuXian, “Is Jin Ling still distressed by this?”


    Lan JingYi, “Yeah, Young Mis-… uh, Young Master Jin did not know which part went wrong either.”


    Lan SiZhui, “Then, if this is the case, how should we deal with such a spirit?”


    Wei WuXian, “Let him scream.”


    “…”


    Lan SiZhui, “Just, let him scream?”


    Wei WuXian, “Yes. After he has had enough, he’ll go on his own.”


    Immediately, half of Lan SiZhui’s sympathy was given to the people of the Bai residence.


    Fortunately, even though the hero had so many grievances, he had no intent to harm others. The strange noises of the White Room gradually came to a stop after a couple of months. Presumably, now that the hero was dead, he finally screamed what he couldn’t before he died, and went to his new life with satisfaction.


    It was only a pity for the people of the Bai residence. For a long time, they tossed and turned in pain, unable to sleep at night. The White Room had also once again risen to fame.

  


  Chapter 125: Extra — Lotus Seed Pod


  



    Lotus Pier, Yunmeng.


    Outside the duelling hall, the cicadas sang to the summer; inside, quite a distasteful array of human bodies covered the ground.


    A dozen boys, all topless, lay atop the wooden floor boards of the hall. They flipped themselves over once in a while, like a dozen sizzling pancakes, letting out dying groans.


    “It’s…”


    “So hot…”


    Eyes closed, Wei WuXian thought hazily, If only it were as cool as the Cloud Recesses.


    The temperature of the piece of wood underneath him was assimilated by his body temperature again, and so he flipped over. Coincidentally, Jiang Cheng turned as well. The two brushed against each other, arm over leg. Wei WuXian immediately called out, “Jiang Cheng, move your arm. You’re like a piece of coal.”


    Jiang Cheng, “Move your leg.”


    Wei WuXian, “An arm’s lighter than a leg. It’s harder for me to move my leg, so you should move your arm instead.”


    Jiang Cheng hissed, “I’m warning you, Wei WuXian, don’t overdo it. Shut up and don’t say anything. It gets hotter the more you talk!”


    The sixth shidi joined in, “Stop arguing, alright? I feel hot just listening to you two argue. I’m even sweating faster.”


    Over there, arms and legs were already flying in the air, “Fuck off!” “You too!” “No, no, no—please go ahead!” “No, thanks—you can fuck off first!”


    The shidi all complained, “Fight outside if you have to!” “Please fuck off together, won’t you? We’re begging you!”


    Wei WuXian, “You heard it? They’re telling you to leave. Let… go of my leg—it’s gonna break, Sir!”


    Veins popped on Jiang Cheng’s forehead, “They’re clearly telling you to leave… You let go of my arm first!”


    Suddenly, from the wooden hallway outside came the swishes of a long dress brushing against the ground. Like lightning, the two snapped apart. Immediately, the bamboo curtains were lifted, and Jiang YanLi peeked inside, “Oh, so this is where everyone is hiding.”


    Everyone greeted her, “Shijie!” “Hello, Shijie.” Some of the shier ones couldn’t help but snuck into the corners, covering their chests with their arms.


    Jiang YanLi, “No sword practice today? Slacking off, aren’t you?”


    Wei WuXian protested, “It’s scorching hot today—the training ground’s on fire. We’ll shed a whole layer of skin if we go practice. Don’t tell anyone, Shijie.”


    Carefully, Jiang YanLi looked at Jiang Cheng and him from top to bottom, “Were you two fighting again?”


    Wei WuXian, “Nope!”


    The rest of Jiang YanLi’s body also came in. She was holding a plate of something, “Then who made the footprint on A-Cheng’s chest?”


    Hearing that he left evidence, Wei WuXian spun around to check. It was there, indeed, but nobody cared if they’d been fighting any longer. Held in Jiang YanLi’s hands was a large plate of watermelon pieces already cut. The boys buzzed over, distributing the pieces in just a few seconds, and sat on the ground, munching on the watermelon. Soon, peel piled into a small mountain on the plate.


    Whatever they did, Wei WuXian and Jiang Cheng had to compete against each other, even when it came to eating watermelon. With both force and guile, they fought so hard that others scurried away, quickly clearing out a whole area for them. At first, Wei WuXian was quite engaged in the act of eating watermelon, but a while later, he suddenly let out a laugh.


    Jiang Cheng was at once alarmed, “What are you gonna do, this time?”


    Wei WuXian grabbed another piece, “Nothing! Don’t misunderstand. I’m not gonna do anything. I just thought of someone.”


    Jiang Cheng, “Who?”


    Wei WuXian, “Lan Zhan.”


    Jiang Cheng, “Why would you think of him for no reason? Reminiscing what it felt like to copy sect rules?”


    Wei WuXian spat out a seed, “It’s fun to think of him. You don’t even know—he’s just too amusing. I told him, ‘Your sect’s food is disgusting. I’d rather eat stir-fried watermelon peel than eat your food. If you have time, come have fun with us at Lotus Pier…'”


    Before he even finished, Jiang Cheng slapped his watermelon off, “Are you mad? Inviting him to Lotus Pier—are you trying to torture yourself?”


    Wei WuXian, “Why are you so upset? My watermelon almost flew away! I was just being polite. Of course he wouldn’t come. Have you ever heard of him go anywhere by himself to have fun?”


    Jiang Cheng had on a stern expression, “Let’s make this clear. I don’t want him to come, anyhow. Don’t invite him.”


    Wei WuXian, “I never knew you hated him so much?”


    Jiang Cheng, “I’ve got nothing against Lan WangJi, but if he really came, my mom might have something to say, comparing me against someone else’s kid, and you wouldn’t have it nice either.”


    Wei WuXian, “Don’t worry. There’s nothing to be scared of even if he comes. If he does come, you can tell Uncle Jiang to have him sleep with me. I’ll definitely drive him mad in less than a month.”


    Jiang Cheng snorted, “You want to sleep with him for an entire month? I say you’d be stabbed to death within a week.”


    Wei WuXian wasn’t concerned, “Am I scared of him? If we really start fighting, he might not even win against me.”


    The others immediately cheered him. Jiang Cheng mocked his thick skin on the surface, but he knew that Wei WuXian wasn’t boasting with his words. Jiang YanLi sat down between the two, “Who are you talking about? A friend you made in Gusu?”


    Wei WuXian responded happily, “Yeah!”


    Jiang Cheng, “What a shameless ‘friend’ you are. Go ask Lan WangJi and see if he wants you as one.”


    Wei WuXian, “Fuck off. If he doesn’t want me, I’ll bother him to the point that he does.” He turned to Jiang YanLi, “Shijie, do you know Lan WangJi?”


    Jiang YanLi, “I do. He’s that Second Young Master Lan whom everyone describes as handsome and talented, isn’t he? Is he really that handsome?”


    Wei WuXian, “He is!”


    Jiang YanLi, “Compared to you?”


    Wei WuXian thought about it for a moment, “Maybe just a bit more handsome than me.”


    He formed a quite a tiny length of space between two fingers. Taking the plate away, Jiang YanLi smiled, “He must be truly very handsome, then. It’s a good thing you made a new friend. In the future, you two can visit each other in your free time.”


    Hearing this, Jiang Cheng spat out his watermelon. Wei WuXian waved his hands, “Forget it, forget it. All that’s at his place is bad food and a whole lot of rules. I’m not going again.”


    Jiang YanLi, “Then you can take him here. This is a good opportunity. Why not invite your friend to come stay at Lotus Pier for sometime?”


    Jiang Cheng, “Don’t listen to his nonsense, Sis. He’s super annoying at Gusu. Lan WangJi would never want to come home with him.”


    Wei WuXian, “What do you mean!? He would.”


    Jiang Cheng, “Wake up. Lan WangJi told you to get lost, didn’t you hear? You still remember that?”


    Wei WuXian, “What do you know!? Even though he told me to get lost on the surface, I know for sure that he secretly wants to come play with me in Yunmeng—in fact, he would love to.”


    Jiang Cheng, “I think of the same question every single day—just where do you find so much confidence?”


    Wei WuXian, “Stop thinking about it. If I thought about a question for so many years and couldn’t find an answer, I would’ve given up long ago.”


    Jiang Cheng shook his head. Just as he was about to throw his watermelon onto the ground, he suddenly heard a violent string of footsteps approaching. The stern voice of a woman drifted over from afar, “I was wondering where everyone went. As expected…”


    The expressions on the boys’ faces changed at once. They dashed out the curtains just in time to see Madam Yu turn around at the other end of the hall, her purple robe flapping with rigor. On her face was a chilling demeanor. As she saw the boys’ unsightly nudity, Madam Yu’s expression twisted, her eyebrows raised high in the air.


    The boys all thought, Oh no! With terror, they spun around and ran. Seeing this, Madam Yu finally realized, enraged, “Jiang Cheng! Go get some clothes on! You look no different than a barbarian! What would people think of me if they saw you?!”


    Jiang Cheng’s top was tied at his waist. Hearing his mother’s chastise, he hastily put it over his head. Madam Yu scolded again, “And you boys! Can’t you see that A-Li’s here? Who taught you brats to dress like this in front of a girl!?”


    Of course, it was needless to think who led the group. Thus, Madam Yu’s next sentence, as usual, was “Wei Ying! Do you want to die!?”


    Wei WuXian yelled, “Sorry! I didn’t know Shijie would come! I’ll go look for my clothes right now!”


    Madam Yu was even angrier, “How dare you run! Come back right now and kneel!” As she spoke, she let loose her whip with a flip of her wrist. Wei WuXian felt a searing pain slash across his back. He loudly exclaimed, “Ow!” And almost tripped on the ground. Yet, all of a sudden, someone’s quiet voice drifted by Madam Yu’s ear, “Mom, do you want to eat some watermelon…”


    Madam Yu was startled by Jiang YanLi, who seemingly appeared out of nowhere. With the delay, all of the boys had vanished into thin air. She was so infuriated that she turned to Jiang YanLi and pinched her cheek, “Eat, eat, eat—all you do is eat!”


    Jiang YanLi almost cried from her mother’s pinching, mumbling, “Mom, A-Xian and the others were hiding here to relieve the heat and I came here on my own. Don’t blame them… Do… Do you want some watermelon… I don’t know who gave them to us, but it’s really sweet. Eating watermelon in the summer is great for cooling down and quenching thirst. I’ll cut them for you…”


    The more Madam Yu thought about it, the angrier she became, and with the summer heat on top of all that, she really began to crave watermelon. With all that… she grew even angrier.


    On the other hand, the group finally broke out of Lotus Pier and rushed through the docks, hopping onto a boat. With nobody chasing after them, even after a while, Wei WuXian finally relaxed. Exerting force, he rowed the boat a couple of times. He could still feel some pain in his back, so he tossed the paddles to someone else, sat down, and felt the stinging piece of flesh, “How unfair. Nobody else was wearing anything, but why was I the only one who got scolded and beaten up?”


    Jiang Cheng, “Because you hurt the eye the most with no clothes on, for sure.”


    Wei WuXian gave him a look. Suddenly, he took a leap and dove into the water. As though signalled, the others all entered the water as well. In mere seconds, Jiang Cheng was the only one left on the boat.


    Jiang Cheng noticed that something was off, “What the hell are you doing?!”


    Wei WuXian glide to the side of the boat and struck hard. The boat flopped right over, bobbing heavily in the water with its belly facing up. Wei WuXian laughed, jumping onto the boat and criss-crossing his legs, “Do your eyes still hurt, Jiang Cheng? Say something, hey, hey!”


    Even after a few shouts, nothing came except for a string of bubbles. Wei WuXian wiped his face, confused, “Why is he taking so long?”


    Their sixth shidi swam over as well, exclaiming, “Did he drown!?”


    Wei WuXian, “That’s impossible!” Just as he was about to go down and help Jiang Cheng out, he suddenly heard a loud shout come from behind him. With a yelp, he was pushed into the water. Once again, the boat flopped over, dripping with water. After he’d been dunked underwater, Jiang Cheng had swum around and ended up behind Wei WuXian.


    Having both succeeded once with their sneak attacks, the two of them began to circle the boat with vigilance, while the others splashed around underwater, scattered around the lake to watch the drama. Wei WuXian flaunted across the boat, “What’s with the weapon? Put down the paddle, and we can fight with our bare hands.”


    Jiang Cheng sneered, “You think I’m an idiot? You’ll take it the moment I let go of it!” Brandishing the paddle, he forced Wei WuXian to dodge and hide. The shidi all cheered him on. Ducking left and right, Wei WuXian finally found the spare time to protest, “How could I be so shameless!?”


    Boos came from all around him, “Da-Shixiong, I can’t believe you have the face to say this!”


    Soon, the crowd sank into a chaotic water-fight, from the Jab of Justice to the Plant of Poison to the Bolt of Brutality—Wei WuXian gave Jiang Cheng a kick before he finally managed to climb onto the boat. Spitting out a mouthful of the lakewater, he waved his hand, “Let’s stop, let’s stop—I call a truce!”


    Everyone wore green water-weeds atop their heads, not yet ready to stop. They hurried, “Why are we stopping? Let’s continue! Let’s continue! Are you begging for mercy just because you’re at a disadvantage?”


    Wei WuXian, “Who said I was begging for mercy? We can fight later. I’m just too hungry to keep going. Let’s get some food first.”


    The sixth shidi, “Then should we go back? We can have a few more watermelons before dinner starts.”


    Jiang Cheng, “If you go back now, you’ll get nothing but whips.”


    Yet, Wei WuXian had an idea. He announced, “We won’t go back. We’ll go pick lotus seed pods!”


    Jiang Cheng mocked, “You mean ‘steal’, don’t you?”


    Wei WuXian, “It’s not like we don’t repay the money every single time!”


    The YunmengJiang Sect often cared for the households of the area, exorcising water ghouls without asking for any compensation. Within over a mile, let alone a few seed pods, the people were willing to even part out an entire lake to plant lotus for them. Every time the sect’s boys went out and ate someone’s watermelon, caught someone’s hen, or spiked someone’s dog food*, Jiang FengMian would send people to make up for everything. As for why they always insisted on stealing, it wasn’t because of arrogance or vulgarity—the boys were simply in love with the fun of being scolded and laughed at and chased around


    *TN: In rural China, dogs are often used to guard households against thieves. In order to sneak into someone’s house, the boys make sure that the dog is unconscious (but not dead).


    The group boarded the boat. After paddling for a while, they arrived at a lotus lake.


    It was quite a large body of water, covered in green. The leaves, as small as plates and as big as umbrellas, layered endlessly over one another. The ones on the outside were lower and sparser, forming a flat layer that floated atop the water’s surface; the ones on the inside were taller and more cramped, enough to cover up boats along with the people inside. But at first sight of the lotus leaves’ ruffles, one could tell somebody was hiding within.


    The little boat from Lotus Pier glid into the verdant world. All around it were plump seed pods, hanging low. One person was paddling the boat, while the others got to work. The ample pods dangled from the slender stems, on which grew small, harmless thorns. With just a bit of force, the stems would snap in half. They all broke the pods off along with a long chunk of stem, so that they could get a few bottles when they got back and grow them in the water. Some said that this way, the pods would taste fresh for a few days longer. Wei WuXian only heard this from other people. He didn’t know if it was true or not, either, but he nevertheless told this to others with confidence.


    He broke off a few and peeled one open, tossing the round seeds into his mouth. The juice burst on his tongue. He ate as he absentmindedly hummed something along the lines of, “I’ll treat you to lotus pods, so what will you treat me to?” Jiang Cheng happened to hear this, “Who are you treating?”


    Wei WuXian, “Haha, not you, for sure!” Just as he was about to smash Jiang Cheng in the face with another seed pod, he suddenly made a ‘hush’ sound, “We’re dead. The old man’s here today!”


    The old man referred to the farmer who planted the lotus pods in this particular region. Wei WuXian didn’t know exactly how old he was, either. Anyway, in his opinion, Jiang FengMian was an uncle, so anyone older than Jiang FengMian could be called an old man. He’d been at this lake for as long as Wei WuXian could remember. When he came here to steal seed pods in the summer, he’d be beaten up if he was caught. Wei WuXian often doubted that the old man was a reincarnated spirit of the lotus seed pod, as he knew the number of pods missing from his lake like the back of his hand—the same as the number of smacks Wei WuXian received. When rowing in lotus ponds, the bamboo poles were better than paddles, each blow loud and stinging the flesh.


    The other boys’ had experienced the beatings before as well. Immediately, they shushed, “Let’s run, let’s run!” They grabbed the paddle in a hurry and fled. Scrambling, they rowed out of the lake and snuck a guilty look behind them. The old man’s boat had already pulled out of the layers of leaf, drifting atop the wide waters. Tilting his head, Wei WuXian looked for a while before exclaiming, “How strange!”


    Jiang Cheng stood up as well, “Why is the boat going so fast?”


    Everyone looked. The old man, standing with his back to them, was counting the seed pods on the boat one by one, his bamboo pole lying motionlessly on the side. Yet, the boat travelled with both stability and speed. It was even faster than the juniors’ boat.


    As the two boats grew nearer, everyone was finally able to see that underneath the old man’s boat was a vague white shadow, swimming underwater!


    Wei WuXian turned around, his index finger pressing his lips, reminding the others to be careful not to alert the old man or the water ghoul beneath. Jiang Cheng nodded. His rowing let out only a few soundless ripples, their motions close to none. When the two boats were ten feet apart, an ashen hand rose out of the water, dripping wet, and snatched one of lotus seed pods piled up within the old man’s boat before sinking quietly underwater.


    Moments later, the shells of two lotus seeds floated to the water’s surface.


    The boys were shocked speechless, “Wow, so even water ghouls steal lotus pods!”


    The old man finally realized people had snuck up to him from behind, spinning around with a big seed pod in one hand and his bamboo pole in the other. The motion alarmed the water ghoul. With a splash, the white shadow was gone. The boys called, “Come back here!”


    Wei WuXian crashed into the water and dove underneath. Soon, he slinked up with something in his hand, “I caught it!”


    From his hand hung a small water ghoul, its skin pale. It looked as though it were a child no more than thirteen years old. With fright, it almost curled into a ball under the boys’ eyes.


    Suddenly, the old man’s pole swished around as he cursed, “Messing around again!”


    Wei WuXian had just received a whip on his back, and now here came another blow. With a yelp, he almost loosened his hands. Jiang Cheng raged, “Talk nicely—why would you hit him all of a sudden? How ungrateful!”


    Wei WuXian hurried, “I’m fine, I’m fine, Old-… Sir, look carefully. We’re not ghouls. This one is the ghoul.”


    The old man, “Nonsense. I’m only old, not blind. Hurry up and let it go!”


    Wei WuXian was startled. The water ghoul caught by him clasped its hands together in salutation, its dark eyes glistening in quite a piteous way. It was still gripping the plump lotus pod it stole, reluctant to let go. The pod had been broken already. It seemed as though it had just a couple of bites before Wei WuXian pulled it out.


    Jiang Cheng thought to himself that the old man was absolutely insane. He turned to Wei WuXian, “Don’t let it go. Let’s take it back.”


    Hearing this, the old man held up his bamboo pole again. Wei WuXian immediately called, “Don’t, don’t! I’ll let it go, that’s all.”


    Jiang Cheng, “Don’t! What if it kills someone?!”


    Wei WuXian, “There’s no scent of blood on it. It’s too young to swim out of this area, while there hasn’t been a word of any deaths in this area. It’s probably never killed anyone.”


    Jiang Cheng, “Just because it hasn’t killed anyone, doesn’t mean that in the future…”


    Before he even finished, the bamboo pole swung towards him. Having taken a blow, Jiang Cheng was furious, “Are you out of your mind, old man?! You know it’s a ghoul—aren’t you scared it might kill you?!”


    The old man was also quite assured, “Why would a man who’s halfway across the threshold be scared of a ghoul?”


    Knowing it wouldn’t swim far, Wei WuXian interrupted, “Stop fighting, stop fighting. I’m letting go!”


    Indeed, he let go. With a splash, the water ghoul slipped behind the old man’s boat, as if it was scared to come out.


    Soaked in water, Wei WuXian climbed onto the boat. The old man grabbed a seed pod from the boat and tossed it into the water. The water ghoul paid it no attention. The old man chose a bigger one and tossed it inside again. The pod bounced a couple of times on the water’s surface before half a white forehead snuck out and, like a big, white fish, carried the two green pods underwater in its mouth. Soon, some more white floated above the water. Revealing its shoulders and hands, the water ghoul hid behind the boat as it crunched down.


    Watching it savor the pods, the boys were all quite bewildered.


    The old man tossed another pod into the water. Wei WuXian felt his chin, unsure of how to feel, “Sir, why is it that when it steals your lotus pods, you let it steal them and even gives it to them, but when we do it, you always beat us?”


    The old man, “It helps me with the boat, so what’s with giving it a couple of pods? And you lot, on the other hand? How many did you steal today?”


    The boys were embarrassed. Wei WuXian glanced with the corner of his eye. Noticing the many dozens of pods hidden in the boat’s stomach, he knew it wouldn’t go well, quickly calling, “Let’s go!”


    At once, the boys went for the paddle. Wielding the bamboo pole, the old man came at them like a typhoon. They could feel their scalps tingle as they thought that the pole would hit them any minute, paddling madly. The two boats chased around the lotus lake for a couple of circles. As the two came closer and closer, Wei WuXian had already received a few blows, and on top of that he realized that the pole was directed at nobody but him. He covered his head and yelled, “It’s not fair! Why do you only hit me! Why is it only me again!”


    The shidi, “Keep it up, Shixiong! It’s all up to you!”


    Jiang Cheng added, “Yeah, keep it up.”


    Wei WuXian spat, “No! I’m not taking it anymore!” He grabbed a lotus seed pod from the boat and hurled it out, “Catch!”


    It was quite a big pod, making a loud splash as it hit the water. As expected, the old man’s boat paused. The water ghoul swam over giddily, collecting the pod.


    Using the opportunity, the boat from Lotus Pier finally had the chance to run away.


    When they returned, one of the shidi asked, “Da-Shixiong, do ghouls taste anything?”


    Wei WuXian, “Usually not, I think. But I say that this little one, probably… probably… Ah-… Ah-choo!”


    The sun had set and the wind had come. It felt quite cold in the breeze. Wei WuXian sneezed and rubbed his face, continuing, “Probably couldn’t get any lotus pods before it died, and drowned in the lake when it snuck inside to steal some. And so… Ah-… Ah-…”


    Jiang Cheng, “And so it ate lotus pods because that was its wish. It gets a sense of fulfilment from it.”


    Wei WuXian, “Uh-huh, that’s right.”


    He felt his back, covered in scars both old and new, and still couldn’t hold back the question he’d be thinking about, “How awfully unfair. Why is it that I’m the only one who gets beaten up, whenever something happens?”


    One of the shidi replied, “You’re the most handsome.”


    Another one, “You have the highest level of cultivation.”


    And another, “You look the best with no clothes on.”


    Everyone nodded. Wei WuXian, “Thanks for the praise, you guys. I’m even starting to feel some goose bumps.”


    The shidi, “You’re welcome, Da-Shixiong. You protect us every single time. You deserve even more!”


    Wei WuXian, with surprise, “Oh? There are more? Let me hear them.”


    Jiang Cheng couldn’t listen any longer, “Shut up! If you guys still won’t talk properly, I’ll stab the boat through and we can all die together.”


    As he spoke, they passed through an area of water with farmland on either side. In the farms were a few petite-figured farmer women, working in the fields. As they saw their boat pass, they ran to the shore and greeted them from afar, “Hey—!”


    The boys responded in the same way, before all nudging at Wei WuXian, “Shixiong, they’re calling you! They’re calling you!”


    Wei WuXian looked carefully. Indeed, the women had encountered them before while he was leading the group. His mood immediately lifted and he stood up to wave, grinning, “What’s up!?”


    The boat drifted alongside the water’s currents. The women followed it on the shore, chatting, You boys went to steal lotus seed pods again, didn’t you!?”


    “Tell us how many hits you got!”


    “Or did you spike someone’s dog food this time?”


    Listening, Jiang Cheng almost wanted to kick him off the boat, filled with distaste, “Your reputation sure loses face for our sect.”


    Wei WuXian protested, “They said ‘you boys’. We’re in the same boat, alright? Even if I’m losing face, we’re all losing face together.”


    As the two argued, another one of the women called out, “Was it good?”


    Wei WuXian managed to reply, “What?”


    The woman, “The watermelon we gave you. Was it good?”


    Wei WuXian realized, “So you were the ones who gave us the watermelon. It was delicious! Why didn’t you come in and sit? We could’ve poured you some tea!”


    The woman smiled, “You lot weren’t there when we visited, so we left without going in. I’m glad to hear it tasted good!”


    Wei WuXian, “Thank you!” He fished out a couple of big seed pods from the bottom of the boat, “Here are some lotus seed pods. Next time you visit, come me and watch me train!”


    Jiang Cheng snorted, “Would anyone want to watch you train?”


    Wei WuXian threw the seed pods toward the shore. It was a far distance, but they landed lightly in the women’s hands. He grabbed a few more and stuffed them into Jiang Cheng’s arms, shoving, “What are you doing, just standing there? Hurry up.”


    After a few shoves, Jiang Cheng could only accept them, “Hurry up and do what?”


    Wei WuXian, “You ate the watermelon too, so you also have to return the gift, don’t you? Here, here, don’t be embarrassed. Start throwing, start throwing.”


    Jiang Cheng snorted again, “You must be joking. What’s there to be embarrassed about?” Whatever he said, however, even after all of the shidi began to throw seed pods, he still didn’t start to move. Wei WuXian urged, “Then throw some! If you throw some this time, next time you can ask them if the seed pods tasted good, and you’ll be able to make conversation again!”


    The shidi were in awe, “So that’s why! What a lesson. You have so much experience with these things, Shixiong!”


    “You can tell he does this on a regular basis!”


    “Oh, shucks, hahahaha…”


    Jiang Cheng was just about to throw one when he realized how shameless it was the moment he heard it. He peeled a seed pod and ate it by himself.


    As the boat floated in the water, the maiden chased it in small steps on the shore, catching the green lotus seed pods that the boys in the boat were tossing toward them, laughing as they ran. Wei WuXian put his right hand above his brows, taking in the scenery. Amid the laughter, he let out a sigh. The others asked, “What’s wrong, Da-Shixiong?” “You’re sighing even when girls are chasing after you?”


    Wei WuXian swung the paddle onto his shoulder, grinning, “It’s nothing. I was just thinking that I invited Lan Zhan in all sincerity to come visit Yunmeng, yet he still dared to decline the offer.”


    The boys all put up their thumbs, “Wow, that’s Lan WangJi, for sure!”


    Wei WuXian stated in high spirits, “Shut up! Someday, I’ll drag him here and kick him off the boat. I’ll fool him into stealing lotus seed pods and let the old man beat him up with the bamboo pole and he’ll be chasing after me from behind, hahahaha…”


    After a while of laughter, he turned around and looked at Jiang Cheng, who was sitting at the front of the boat eating seed pods with a long face. His smile gradually disappeared as he sighed, “Well, what an unteachable child.”


    Jiang Cheng fumed, “So what if I want to eat alone?”


    Wei WuXian, “Look at you, Jiang Cheng. Nevermind. You’re hopeless. Just wait to eat alone your whole life!”


    Anyhow, the boat that departed to steal lotus seed pods had once again returned with riches.


    



    The Cloud Recesses.


    Outside the mountains was the sizzling June summer. Inside the mountains, however, was a world of coolness and quietude.


    Before the Lanshi, two white figures stood by the hall. As a breeze swept by, their robes fluttered gently, yet they remained motionless.


    Lan XiChen and Lan WangJi were standing.


    Upside-down.


    Neither of the two said a thing, as though they were already in a state of meditation. The only sounds that could be heard were the murmurs of water and the trills of birds. In contrast, their surroundings seemed even quieter.


    A while later, Lan WangJi suddenly spoke up, “Brother.”


    Lan XiChen calmly withdrew from his state of meditation, his eyes unwavering, “Yes?”


    After a moment of silence, Lan WangJi asked, “Have you picked lotus seed pods before?”


    Lan XiChen looked at him, “… No.”


    If a disciple of the GusuLan Sect wanted to eat lotus seeds, of course they didn’t have to pick seed pods by themselves.


    Lan WangJi tilted his head downward, “Brother, did you know?”


    Lan XiChen, “Know what?”


    Lan WangJi, “Lotus seed pods with their stems attached taste better than those without.”


    Lan XiChen, “Oh? Now that would be something I have never heard of. Why do you ask, all of a sudden?”


    Lan WangJi, “It is nothing. The time is up. The other hand.”


    The two changed the hand with which they propped themselves up from the right to the left. The motion was extremely uniform, steady and soundless.


    Lan XiChen was about to ask again when his eyes focused on something and he smiled, “WangJi, you have guests.”


    At the edge of the wooden hallway, a white, furry rabbit slowly crept over. It clung to Lan WangJi’s left hand, its pink nose sniffing.


    Lan XiChen, “How did it find its way here?”


    Lan WangJi spoke to it, “Go back.”


    And yet the rabbit didn’t listen. It nipped an end of Lan WangJi’s forehead ribbon and pulled with force, as though it wanted to drag Lan WangJi away just like that.


    Lan XiChen commented calmly, “Perhaps it wants you as company.”


    The rabbit, unable to move him, hopped around the two in a fury. Lan XiChen was quite amused, “Is this the boisterous one?”


    Lan WangJi, “Too much so.”


    Lan XiChen, “There is no harm in being boisterous. It is lovely, after all. If I recall correctly, there should be two of them. The two are often together, are they not? Why has only one of them come? Does the other one prefer quietude as opposed to playing outside?”


    Lan WangJi, “It will come.”


    Just as expected, soon later, another snowy white head hovered above the edge of the wooden hall. The other rabbit had also come, in search for its companion.


    The two snowballs chased each other for a while. In the end, they found a spot, which was beside Lan WangJi’s left hand, to cuddle together.


    The rabbits snuggled against each other, forming quite an adorable scene even when seen upside-down. Lan XiChen, “What are their names?”


    Lan WangJi shook his head, either to say they had no names or simply refusing to say them out loud.


    Lan XiChen, however, added, “I heard you call them by their names last time.”


    “…”


    Sincerely, Lan XiChen commented, “They have lovely names.”


    Lan WangJi switched his hand. Lan XiChen, “The time is not up yet.”


    In silence, Lan WangJi switched his hand back.


    Thirty minutes later, their time was up and the training ended. The two returned to the Yashi, sitting quietly.


    A servant presented them iced fruits to relieve the heat. The watermelon had been peeled. The pulp was cut into neat pieces and spread out in the jade plate, their translucent red appealing to the eyes. The two brothers sat kneeling on the mats. After they exchanged a few quiet words, discussing what they learnt after yesterday’s lessons, they finally began to eat.


    Lan XiChen took a piece of watermelon. However, as he saw Lan WangJi stare at the plate without clear intention, he instinctively stopped.


    With no surprise, Lan WangJi spoke up. He called, “Brother.”


    Lan XiChen, “What is it?”


    Lan WangJi, “Have you had watermelon peel before?”


    “…” Lan XiChen, “Is watermelon peel edible?”


    After a moment of silence, Lan WangJi replied, “I heard it can be stir-fried.”


    Lan XiChen, “Perhaps it can.”


    Lan WangJi, “I heard it tastes quite good.”


    “I have never tried it.”


    “Neither have I.”


    “Hm…” Lan XiChen, “Do you want someone to try to stir-fry some for you?”


    After some thought, Lan WangJi shook his head, his expression solemn.


    Lan XiChen let out a sigh of relief.


    For some reason, he felt he didn’t need to ask the question ‘from whom did you hear this’…


    The second day, Lan WangJi went down the mountain alone.


    It wasn’t that he rarely went down the mountain, but instead that he rarely went to the cramped marketplace alone.


    People came and went everywhere. No matter within the sects sects or in mountainous hunting grounds, there wouldn’t be so many people. Even during the crowded discussion conferences, there were a lot of people only in an organized way, rather than this kind of congested. It seemed as if there’d be no surprise if one stepped on another’s foot or bumped into another’s carriage. Lan WangJi never liked to have body contact with others. Seeing this situation, he hesitated slightly, yet didn’t stop entirely. Instead, he decided to ask someone the way. Even after a while, however, he couldn’t find anyone to ask.


    Only now did Lan WangJi realize that not only did he not want to approach others, others didn’t want to approach him either.


    He was truly too different, too pristine, as compared to the hustle of the marketplace. He was even carrying a sword on his back. The vendors, farmers, and passersby rarely saw young masters such as him, all of them hurrying to avoid him. They either feared that he was an arrogant heir, scared they’d accidentally offend him, or feared his cold expression. After all, even Lan XiChen had once joked that no life could remain unfrozen within six feet of Lan WangJi. Only the women, when passing Lan WangJi, wanted to look at him but didn’t dare look too much. Pretending that they were busy, they faced down while peeking up. When he passed, they’d gather up and giggle behind his back.


    Lan WangJi had been walking for a long time when he finally saw an old woman sweeping the ground before her house. He asked, “Excuse me. Where is the closest lotus lake from here?”


    The woman didn’t have excellent eyesight, and on top of that the dust blurred her eyes. She panted, unable to see him clearly, “Go two or three miles this way. One house has planted over an acre of lotus.”


    Lan WangJi nodded, “Thank you.”


    The old woman, “Young Master, the lake doesn’t let anyone inside at night. If you want to go, you should hurry up and get there before dusk.”


    Lan WangJi repeated, “Thank you.”


    Just as he was about to leave, he saw the woman hold her thin bamboo pole high up in the air, unable to knock down a branch stuck under the roof. With a point of his finger, his sword energy struck the branch off, and he turned around to leave.


    Two or three miles wouldn’t take long at his speed. Lan WangJi followed the direction that the woman showed him and didn’t stop.


    In half a mile, he’d left the market; just a bit further, the buildings grew sparser; after more than a mile, all that was beside him had already turned into fields of green and criss-crossed paths. Only once in a while would he encounter a small, crooked cottage, emitting crooked wafts of smoke from its chimney. A few grimey toddlers wearing high braids were squatting in the field, throwing mud at one another as they giggled. It was such an interesting scene that Lan WangJi paused to look, although he was discovered soon later. The toddlers were all young and shy, scrambling away in just a blink of the eye. He finally took a step forward and continued to walk. When he was just a bit over halfway there, Lan WangJi felt something cool on his cheek. It was a strand of rain, sent over by the breeze.


    He looked at the sky. Sure enough, the gray, rolling clouds seemed as though they’d fall from the sky. He immediately walked faster, yet the rain came faster than him.


    Suddenly, he saw half a dozen people standing by the field ahead of him.


    The strands of rain had already turned into droplets. Yet, the people neither held umbrellas nor sought for shelter. They seemed as if they formed a circle around something, without no time to pay attention to anything else. Lan WangJi went over. He saw a farmer lying on the ground, moaning in pain.


    After listening to just a few words, Lan WangJi understood what had happened. When the farmer was in the fields, an ox ran into him. Right now, he was unable to get up, having hurt either his back or his leg. The ox that committed the crime was chased to the far end of the field, swinging its tail and too afraid to approach. The owner of the ox ran to find a doctor, while the rest of the farmers didn’t dare move the wounded carelessly in fear that they’d dislocate his bones. This was the only way they could take care of him. Unfortunately, it had begun to rain. It was just a bearable drizzle at first, but soon it became a storm.


    As the rain grew heavier and heavier, one of the farmers dashed home in quest for an umbrella. His home was far, however, and he couldn’t come back just yet. The rest of the group was anxious despite not being able to do a thing, blocking as much rain for the wounded farmer as possible. But nothing would come out of this, if this went on. Even if the umbrella arrived, there’d only be one. They couldn’t simply cover up a few and leave out the others, could they?”


    One of them cursed under their breath, “Damn it, it’s only been a minute and the rain is crashing down.”


    At this point, another one of the farmers spoke up, “Let’s prop up the shed over there. It’d hold up at least for a while.”


    Not too far away, there was an old, abandoned shed, propped up by four pieces of wood. One of them was slanted, while another one had rotten after years of weathering.


    One farmer hesitated, “Aren’t we not supposed to move him?”


    “A… A few steps should be fine.”


    Everyone lending a hand, the farmers carefully carried the wounded man over. Two of them went to hold up the shed, yet even two farmers couldn’t lift the roof. As the others urged them, they used all their strength, their faces flushed red, yet it still didn’t budge an inch. Two more people came, but it still wouldn’t move!


    The roof of the shed was had a wooden frame and was covered in tiles, hay, and layers of dirt. It wasn’t light, but it definitely wasn’t so heavy that even four farmers who worked in the fields all year long couldn’t lift.


    Even before he approached, Lan WangJi knew what was going on. He walked to the shed, bent down, raised a corner of the roof, and lifted it up with a single hand.


    The farmers were shocked speechless.


    The young man single-handedly lifted the roof even four farmers couldn’t!


    A few moments later, one of the farmers whispered something to the others. With only some hesitation, they proceeded to carry the wounded man over. When they went inside the shed, all of them glanced at Lan WangJi. Lan WangJi looked straight ahead.


    After they let the person down, two people came over, “Y-… Young Master, let go of it. We can do it.”


    Lan WangJi shook his head. The two farmers insisted, “You’re too young. You won’t hold out.”


    As they spoke, they raised their hands, wanting to help him with the roof. Lan WangJi only glanced at him. He didn’t say anything, only retracting some of the strength he exerted. At once, the farmers’ expressions changed.


    Lan WangJi turned back around, letting his strength flow back. Embarrassed, the farmers went back to squatting.


    The wooden roof had proven to be heavier than they imagined. If the boy let go, they wouldn’t be able to hold it up at all.


    Someone shivered, “How strange. Why is it colder now that we’re inside?”


    None of them could see that right now, hanging in the middle of the shed was a ragged figure, hair tangled and tongue stretched out.


    As wind and rain hit the shed from outside, the figure swung back and forth under the shed, carrying forth an eerie gust of wind.


    It was this spirit that made the roof abnormally heavy, unable to be lifted by ordinary people no matter what.


    Lan WangJi didn’t bring the tools used to liberate spirits. Since the creature had no intent to harm others, of course he couldn’t beat its soul apart without a care. As of the moment, it looked like he wouldn’t be able to persuade it to let down its hanging corpse, either, so he could only prop up the roof for now. He’d report it afterward and sent people to deal with it.


    The spirit swished back and forth behind Lan WangJi, blown here and there by the wind. It complained, “It’s so cold…”


    “…”


    It looked around and found a farmer to lean on, likely in search for some warmth. The farmer suddenly shivered. Lan WangJi tilted his head slightly, giving it quite a stern, sideways look.


    The spirit shivered as well, returning in misery. Still, it extended its tongue and complained, “Th-Th rain is so heavy. And it’s wide open like this… It’s really so cold…”


    “…”


    Even until the doctor arrived, the farmers never gathered up the courage to talk to Lan WangJi. When the rain stopped, the moved the wounded out of the shed. Lan WangJi laid the roof down and went away without saying anything.


    When he arrived at the lake, it was already past dawn. He was just about to enter when a small boat came from the other side, a middle-aged woman on the boat, “Hey, hey, hey! What are you doing here?”


    Lan WangJi, “To pick lotus seed pods.”


    The woman, “It’s after dawn. We don’t let anyone in when it’s dark. Today is not gonna work. Come here some other time!”


    Lan WangJi, “I will not stay for long. I only need a while.”


    The woman, “No means no. That’s the rule. I don’t make the rules here. You can go ask our owner.”


    Lan WangJi, “Where is the owner of the lake?”


    The woman, “He went home long ago, so it’s no use asking me. If I let you in, the owner of the lake wouldn’t go easy on me, either. Don’t make this so difficult for me.”


    At this point, Lan WangJi didn’t force her any longer. He nodded, “Apologies for the disturbance.”


    Even though his expression was calm, everything about it gave off a sense of disappointment.


    Seeing that even though his clothes were white, half was soaked by the rain and his boots were covered in mud as well, the woman softened her tone, “You came too late today. Come earlier tomorrow. Where are you from? The rain was so heavy earlier. You child, you didn’t run over here in the rain, did you? Why didn’t you take an umbrella? How far is your home from here?”


    Lan WangJi replied honestly, “Ten and a half miles.”


    The woman choked as she heard it, “So far?! You took a long time getting here, didn’t you? If you really want to eat lotus seed, you should go buy some in the streets. There are plenty.”


    Lan WangJi was just about to turn around when he heard this and stopped, “The lotus seed pods sold on the streets do not have stems on them.”


    The woman was amused, “Do they have to have stems on them? It’s not like they taste any different.”


    Lan WangJi, “They do.”


    “They don’t!”


    Lan WangJi insisted, “They do. Somebody told me they do.”


    The woman broke into laughter, “Who in the world told you? What a stubborn young master you are. You must’ve been possessed by something*!”


    *TN: By love.


    Lan WangJi didn’t say anything. Head hanging low, he turned around and began to walk back. The woman called again, “Is your home really that far?”


    Lan WangJi, “Mn.”


    The woman, “What if…What if you don’t go home today? Settle down somewhere nearby and come tomorrow?”


    Lan WangJi, “There is a curfew. I have lessons tomorrow.”


    The woman scratched her head, as though she thought about it with quite some hesitation. In the end, she spoke, “… Fine, I’ll let you in. Just a bit, just a little bit, alright? Hurry up if you’re gonna pick lotus pods, in case someone sees you and tells on me to the owner. It’d be embarrassing to get scolded at my age.”


    In the Cloud Recesses, after the rain…


    The magnolia was especially fresh and delicate. Lan XiChen felt a bout of affection. He spread paper on his desk and painted by the window.


    Through the window’s hollowed-out carvings, he could see a white figure approach slowly. Lan XiChen didn’t put down his brush, “WangJi.”


    Lan WangJi walked over and called across the window, “Brother.”


    Lan XiChen, “I heard you mention lotus seed pods yesterday. Uncle happened to have them be brought up the mountain today. Do you want some?”


    Lan WangJi, outside the window, “I have, already.”


    Lan XiChen was somewhat confused, “You have, already?”


    Lan WangJi, “Mn.”


    The brothers exchanged a few more words, and Lan WangJi returned to the Jingshi.


    After he finished, Lan XiChen gazed at the painting for a while before he put it away and forgot about it. He took out Liebing and went to the location where he usually practiced Sound of Lucidity.


    Before the small cottage sprouted bushes of soft, violet gentians, their petals adorned dew like stars. Lan XiChen entered through the path. He looked up and paused.


    On the wooden hallway before the cottage’s doors was a vase of white jade. Inside the vase were lotus seed pods of varying heights.


    The jade vase was slender and the pod stems were slender as well. It was quite a beautiful scene.


    Lan XiChen put Liebing away and sat down before the vase. Tilting his head, he looked at it for a while, hesitating.


    In the end, with much reservation, he chose not to take one secretly and peel it open to determine just what tasted different about lotus seed pods with their stems attached.


    If WangJi looked so happy, they must be quite a delicacy indeed.


    
  


  Chapter 126: Extra — Dream Come True (END)


  


    When Lan WangJi came back, Wei WuXian had already counted to about one thousand and three hundred.


    “One thousand three hundred sixty-nine, one thousand three hundred seventy, one thousand three hundred seventy-one…”


    He lifted his leg, again and again, the colorful shuttlecock bouncing around his foot. It flew high up in the air, dropped firmly, before shooting even higher and diving down again. It seemed as though a formless thread was connected to it, eternally preventing it from leaving a part of Wei WuXian’s body.


    At the same time, a formless thread was fixed to the gazes of the children at the side.


    And then he heard Wei WuXian count, “One thousand three hundred seventy-two, one thousand three hundred eighty-one…”


    Lan WangJi, “…”


    Under the shower of the children’s admiration, Wei WuXian cheated just like that. On the other hand, the enormous number had already stripped the sniffling children of their judgment, so much that not a single one of them noticed what was wrong. Lan WangJi watched with his own eyes as Wei WuXian kicked his way from seventy-two to eighty-one, then from eighty-one to ninety. Just as he was about to make another leap, Wei WuXian just so happened to catch sight of Lan WangJi. His eyes brightened as if he was about to call his name. With a blunder in his force, the bright-feathered shuttlecock flew past his head and plunged behind Wei WuXian’s back.


    Seeing that he was about to miss, he hastened to make a backward kick, saving it with the heel of his foot. The last kick went the highest, accompanied by a reverberating, “One thousand six hundred!” The children all exclaimed with astonishment, clapping with all their might.


    The outcome was clear. A little girl screamed, “One thousand six hundred! He won, you lost!”


    In high spirits, Wei WuXian accepted the victory without a sliver of doubt. Lan WangJi lifted his hands as well, letting out a few claps.


    However, one of the boys furrowed his brows, biting his finger, “I feel like… something’s not right.”


    Wei WuXian, “What’s not right?”


    The boy, “Why would it be another hundred right after ninety? Something’s definitely wrong.”


    It seemed that the children had already split into two factions. One of them was clearly already under Wei WuXian’s influence, nagging, “That’s impossible. You’re just unwilling to accept your defeat.”


    Wei WuXian also theorized, “Why wouldn’t it be another hundred after ninety? Count it out yourself. What’s after nine?”


    With much difficulty, the boy fumbled with his fingers for a while, “… Seven, eight, nine, ten…”


    Immediately, Wei WuXian interrupted, “Look, ten comes after nine, so a hundred must come after ninety.”


    The boy was still unsure, “… Really? I don’t think so??”


    Wei WuXian, “How come? If you don’t believe me, let’s ask someone on the streets.”


    He looked around for a moment before slapping his leg, “Oh hey, I found one. You, Young Master, who looks extremely reliable. Please wait a moment!”


    “…”


    And thus, Lan WangJi waited, “What is it?”


    Wei WuXian, “Could I, please ask you a question?”


    Lan WangJi, “Yes.”


    Wei WuXian asked, “Excuse me, but what comes after ninety?”


    Lan WangJi, “A hundred.”


    Wei WuXian saluted him, “Thank you.”


    Lan WangJi nodded, “You are welcome.”


    Grinning, Wei WuXian nodded as well, turning around to face the boy, “You see?”


    The boy didn’t really trust the snickering Wei WuXian, but looking at Lan WangJi, he felt a deep sense of awe toward such a young master, whose clothes were white as snow, the sword was adorned with jade, and features were so handsome that he almost looked like a deity. His wavering heart was immediately persuaded, mumbling, “So that’s how you count…”


    The children chirped, “One thousand six hundred to three hundred—you lost!”


    The boy was stubborn, “It’s my loss, then.” As he spoke, he handed the stick of sugared haws to Wei WuXian, his voice loud, “You won! Here, for you!”


    After the children had left, Wei WuXian spoke up, holding the stick of haws in his mouth, “HanGuang-Jun, you really saved me some face.”


    Lan WangJi finally walked to his side, “Apologies for the wait.”


    Wei WuXian shook his head, “Not at all, not at all. You’ve been gone for just a while. I’d only kicked the shuttlecock for a bit more than three hundred times.”


    Lan WangJi, “One thousand six hundred.”


    Wei WuXian laughed out loud, biting off one of the haws. Lan WangJi was about to speak again when something cold touched his lips, leaving a sweet taste on his tongue. Wei WeiXian had stuffed the remaining stick of haws into his mouth.


    Noticing his unusual expression, Wei WuXian asked, “Do you eat sweet things?”


    Holding the haws in his mouth, Lan WangJi neither ate it nor spat it out, unable to say anything. Wei WuXian, “If you don’t, I’ll have it.” He grabbed the thin stick of the haws, wanting to take it back, but he couldn’t pull it out even after a few tries. It seemed that Lan WangJi had bit into it with his teeth. Wei WuXian grinned, “So are you going to eat it or not?”


    Lan WangJi bit off a haw as well, “I am.”


    Wei WuXian, “That’s more like it. Just say it if you want some. You’ve really been like this ever since you were young, holding everything in and never saying what you want.”


    After he laughed for a while, the two sauntered into the town.


    Wei WuXian had always been mischievous and greedy while he was out on the streets. He ran quickly and wanted everything. When he saw something interesting, he had to give it a few squeezes, or when he sniffed the mouth-watering smoke that wafted by, he had to get some and try it out. Under his encouragement, Lan WangJi also tried some snacks he would never even have touched. When he finished them, Wei WuXian would always ask, “How was it? How was it?” Sometimes, Lan WangJi replied ‘fine,’ while other times he replied ‘excellent,’ yet more often than not, he replied ‘strange.’ Every time this happened, Wei WuXian would laugh and take it, not letting him have any more.


    They originally intended to find somewhere for lunch, but Wei WuXian ate all the way from the West to the East, filling his stomach. In the end, he was lazy even in walking, and the two found a decent soup shop and sat down to have some soup.


    Wei WuXian played with the sliced radish as he ate, waiting for the pork ribs and lotus root soup that he ordered. As he saw Lan WangJi stand up, he asked in surprise, “What are you doing?”


    Lan WangJi, “I will be back soon.” And as he said, he came back just a bit after he left. The soup happened to arrive, as well. Wei WuXian took a sip. After the waiter went, he whispered to Lan WangJi, “It’s not good.”


    Lan WangJi tried a spoonful, having only a slight taste, “How so?”


    Wei WuXian stirred his spoon in his bowl, “The lotus can’t be too hard. It’d be better if it were pinker. The place is a bit shy with the seasoning. It hadn’t been boiled long enough, and the flavors hadn’t been soaked in properly. Anyhow, it’s not as good as my shijie’s.”


    He was only making casual remarks, thinking that Lan WangJi would at most listen and respond with a few mn’s. Yet, he not only listened keenly but even asked, “How should the seasoning be? How can the flavors be soaked in?”


    Wei WuXian finally noticed something, amused, “HanGuang-Jun, you’re not thinking of making me lotus soup, are you? Just now, did you go to watch the process?”


    Before Lan WangJi even answered, he already began to laugh at him, “Haha, HanGuang-Jun, I’m really not trying to look down on you, but nobody in your sect ever does any work in the kitchen, and on top of that your tastebuds grew up with that kind of food. I doubt anything you make can even make it past the eyes.”


    Lan WangJi had another sip of his soup, neither confirming nor denying it. Wei WuXian was still waiting for him to respond, yet he was as firm as a mountain. He finally couldn’t wait any longer.


    With a thick face, he asked again, “Lan Zhan, did you really mean that you want to cook for me?”


    Surprisingly, Lan WangJi was quite calm. He said neither ‘yes’ nor ‘no.’


    Wei WuXian was beginning to grow desperate. He sprang up, his hands’ propper up on the corners of the table, “Say something, won’t you?”


    Lan WangJi, “Mn.”


    Wei WuXian, “So is that a yes or a no? Lan Zhan, my dear, I said that all to tease you. If you’re really gonna cook for me, even if you burn a hole in the bottom of the pan, I’d eat the pan right in front of your face.”


    “…”


    Lan WangJi, “That would not be necessary.”


    Wei WuXian was about to jump onto his lap and beg, “So are you gonna cook or not? Cook, please, HanGuang-Jun, I’ll eat it!”


    Without a change in his expression, Lan WangJi steadied Wei WuXian’s back, “Posture.”


    Wei WuXian warned, “Er-Gege, you can’t treat me like this.”


    Finally, under all the pestering, Lan WangJi couldn’t keep his cool any longer. He held his hand, “I have already.”


    “Huh?” Wei WuXian was surprised, “You’ve cooked for me already? When? What did you make? How come I don’t remember?”


    Lan WangJi, “The sect banquet.”


    “…” Wei WuXian, “That night, the dishes I thought you bought from the Hunan place at Caiyi Town, you made them with your own hands?”


    Lan WangJi, “Mn.”


    Wei WuXian was aghast.


    He asked, “You were the one who made them? Such a thing as the kitchen exists in the Cloud Recesses?”


    “… Of course.”


    “You washed and cut the vegetables? You poured the oil into the pan? You added the seasoning?”


    “Mn.”


    “You… You…”


    Wei WuXian was absolutely speechless. In the end, one hand grabbing Lan WangJi’s collar and another hugging his neck, he gave him a fierce kiss.


    Luckily, the two always chose the most obscure places to sit, right next to the wall. Holding him, Lan WangJi turned around, making it so that others could only his back as well as the arm Wei WuXian wrapped around his neck.


    Seeing how unflustered he was, Wei WuXian reached out and touched, feeling the warmth as expected. Lan WangJi caught his mischievous hand, warning him, “Wei Ying.”


    Wei WuXian, “I’m right here on your lap, am I not? What are you calling my name for?”


    “…”


    Wei WuXian responded, his expression serious this time, “I’m sorry. I was just too happy. Lan Zhan, how come you’re so good at everything? You’re amazing even when it comes to cooking!”


    His praise was of utmost sincerity. Lan WangJi had heard countless compliments from when he was a child, but not a single one of them were able to make it so hard to stop the corners of his lips from blooming into a smile. He only pretended to be calm, “It was no difficult task.”


    Wei WuXian, “No. It is. You don’t know how many times I’ve been chased out of the kitchen.”


    “…” Lan WangJi, “Have you burnt a hole in the bottom of the pan?”


    Wei WuXian, “Just once. I forgot to add water, but who would’ve known the pan would start burning? Don’t look at me like that. It was just once, really.”


    Lan WangJi, “What did you put inside the pan?”


    Wei WuXian thought about it for a moment, smiling, “How could I remember something from so long ago so clearly? Forget about it.”


    Lan WangJi didn’t comment, but he seemed to have slightly lifted his brow. Wei WuXian pretended as though he didn’t notice the minuscule expression. Suddenly recalling something, he threw his hands up in regret, “But back then why didn’t you tell me you were the one who made them? I was an idiot. I didn’t even eat all that much.”


    Lan WangJi, “Do not worry. I can make more when we return.”


    After so long, this was the only thing Wei WuXian had been waiting for. He immediately started beaming, not even finding fault in his soup any longer.


    They left the restaurant, and the two strolled for a while. Clamor came from ahead of them. Many people surrounded an area covered in small objects, tossing small hoops onto the ground one after another.


    Wei WuXian, “This one’s nice.” He grabbed Lan WangJi and took three hoops from the vendor, “Lan Zhan, have you played this before?”


    Lan WangJi shook his head. Wei WuXian, “You haven’t even played this before? Let me explain. It’s really simple. Take this hoop, walk a bit backward, and toss it onto the things on the ground. Whatever it lands on is yours.”


    Lan WangJi repeated, “Whatever it lands on is mine.”


    Wei WuXian, “That’s it. Which one do you want? I’ll get you whichever one you want.”


    Lan WangJi, “Any.”


    Wei WuXian propped his elbow on his shoulder, tugging the tail of his forehead ribbon, “It’s a bit embarrassing for you to treat me so casually, isn’t it?”


    Lan WangJi replied sincerely, “I want whichever one you get.”


    Wei WuXian paused, astonished, “Look at you. What are you doing in front of all these people?”


    Lan WangJi, “What?”


    Wei WuXian, “You’re flirting with me.”


    Lan WangJi’s expression was calm, “I am not.”


    Wei WuXian, “You are! Fine, then I’ll get you… that one, how about that one?”


    He was pointing at a big, white turtle made of porcelain placed far away. As he spoke, he took a few steps back, all the way until he was four yards away. The vendor yelled, gesturing, “You’re good, you’re good!”


    However, Wei WuXian replied, “Not yet, not yet.”


    The vendor shouted, “Young Master, you’re standing too far. This way you won’t be able to get any. Don’t blame it on me for milking your money, then!”


    Wei WuXian, “If I don’t stand for, you just might lose yours!”


    The crowd laughed, “What a confident young master he is!”


    The trick seemed simple on the surface, but there was, in reality, some distance between every item. The control over the exerted force that was required wasn’t easy for ordinary people. However, to cultivators, it didn’t pose a challenge at all. If he didn’t back away further, what would be the fun in it? Wei WuXian went quite far back, even going as far as to turn around with his back facing the vendor. The crowd laughed even more. Yet, the next second, Wei WuXian weighed the hoop and made a backhanded toss. The hoop landed right on the porcelain turtle’s shell, landing around its head.


    Both the vendor and the others were left speechless. Wei WuXian turned around with a grin, gesturing Lan WangJi toward the remaining two hoops in his hand, “You want to try?”


    Lan WangJi, “Yes.”


    He walked beside Wei WuXian, “Which one do you want?”


    Nothing of high quality would be sold at the small, street-side businesses. They were mostly filled with little objects that were adequately put together and looked decent from afar. The porcelain turtle that Wei WuXian got was already the best looking one out of the bunch. Wei WuXian looked around the scene. The more he looked, the more he felt that every one of them was ugly and that he didn’t want any of them, finding the decision difficult. Suddenly, he saw a stuffed donkey that was extremely ugly, so ugly that one wouldn’t even be able to ignore it when glancing across. He beamed, “That one’s good. It looks like Lil’ Apple. There, there—get that one.”


    Lan WangJi nodded. He stood four yards further than Wei WuXian and turned around as well. The hoop landed on it perfectly.


    The crowd cheered and clapped. Lan Wangji turned around to look at Wei WuXian who leaped inside with laughter and seized the donkey, carrying it under his armpit as he clapped the loudest, “Again, again!”


    There was another hoop in Lan WangJi’s hand. Holding it, he weighed it gently yet firmly. This time, he only tossed it backward a moment later, and he immediately turned around to check.


    After he tossed, exclamations came from all around him. The hoop was so off that it didn’t even touch the edge of the area. Despite this, it landed without fault on and around Wei WuXian’s body.


    Wei WuXian was first surprised before he broke into laughter. Although everyone felt that it was too much a pity, they nevertheless reassured them, “Not bad!” “Yeah, you got quite a few.” “You’re already amazing!”


    Relieved, the vendor rolled his eyes and sighed, jumping up with his thumb sticking out, “Yeah, you’re absolutely spectacular. You definitely weren’t lying, Young Master. A few more, and I’d really start losing money!”


    Wei WuXian laughed, “Enough, I know you wouldn’t dare let us play any longer. We’ve also had enough, right? Lan Zhan, let’s go, let’s go.”


    The vendor replied gladly, “Take care!”


    Even as the two disappeared into the bustling crowd, shoulder-to-shoulder, did he finally remember, “The third hoop! They never gave it back to me!!”


    After walking for a while, with the turtle in his left arm and donkey under his right, Wei WuXian asked, “Lan Zhan, how come I never realized you’re so creative?”


    Lan WangJi took the heavy porcelain turtle from his hand. Wei WuXian removed the hoop from his neck and put it over his head, “Don’t pretend like you don’t know what I’m talking about. I know you did it on purpose.”


    Lan WangJi held the turtle in one hand, “Where will we place this when we return?”


    Wei WuXian really didn’t know the answer to this one.


    The turtle was big and heavy, its craftsmanship far from good. With a bulky head, it could just barely be described as adorably silly. But with a closer look, Wei WuXian realized that its creator was truly careless. It looked as if it was cross-eyed, its pupils beady. In any case, no matter how he looked at it, it was just too incompatible with the Cloud Recesses. Where they could put, it was a real problem indeed.


    Wei WuXian thought about it for a moment, “The Jingshi?”


    Just as he finished, he shook his head, rejecting his own idea, “The Jingshi is only suitable for playing the guqin and burning incense. Such a peaceful place filled with the scent of sandalwood would look awful with the big turtle.”


    When Lan WangJi heard him say that the Jingshi was ‘a peaceful place only suitable for playing the guqin and burning incense,’ he glanced at him, as though he wanted to say something but didn’t.


    Wei WuXian continued, “But if we don’t put it in the Jingshi and choose anywhere else in the Cloud Recesses, it’d probably be thrown out immediately.”


    Lan WangJi nodded in silence.


    Wei WuXian hesitated for a long while. In the end, he wasn’t so shameless as to say ‘let’s put it into your uncle’s room, but not tell him we did it.’ Smacking his leg, he had an idea, “I’ve got it. Let’s put it in the Lanshi.”


    Lan WangJi thought for a bit before asking, “Why the Lanshi?”


    Wei WuXian, “Now you don’t get it, do you? Put it in the Lanshi, and when you’re teaching SiZhui, JingYi, and the others, if they ask you about it, you can tell them that the turtle was created by the hands of a mysterious craftsman in memory of you killing the Xuanwu of slaughter. It holds a deep meaning, aiming to motivate the GusuLan Sect’s disciples in admiring their senior’s feat and striving forward. Even though the Black Tortoise* of Slaughter is gone, there’ll definitely be the Vermillion Bird of Carnage, the White Tiger of Brutality, the Azure Dragon of Bloodlust, and so on, waiting for them. They must perform great things that surpass their predecessors and amaze the world.”


    TN: The Xuanwu, or the Black Tortoise, is one of the Four Symbols in Chinese constellations, also known as the Four Guardians or the Four Gods. The other three include the Vermillion Bird, the White Tiger, and the Azure Dragon.


    “…”


    “So how about it?”


    A moment later, Lan WangJi replied, “Excellent.”


    And so, a few days later, when Lan SiZhui, Lan JingYi, and the others were in HanGuang-Jun’s class, they saw a rough, dull-eyed turtle made of porcelain lying on the desk behind Lan WangJi, every time they looked up.


    But because of some unknown astonishment, not a single person dared to ask why it was there. That, however, would be another story…


    After storing the loot into the qiankun sleeves, the two retreated victoriously.


    Before they came, Wei WuXian praised the beauty of the characteristic lotus leaves that stretched as far as the eye could see for quite a long time, so of course he’d drag Lan WangJi on a tour of the lakes. He wanted to find a luxuriously-decorated touring boat for some occasional extravagance, but even after searching for a while, he could only find a small, wooden boat, hanging by the lake. Floating on the water, it seemed so weak that it’d sink with just a soft kick. It seemed a bit too difficult to stuff two full-grown men inside, but they weren’t left with a second choice.


    Wei WuXian, “You sit on this end, and I’ll sit on the other. Be still and don’t move around. If we’re not careful, the boat’s gonna tip.”


    Lan WangJi, “Do not worry. I can save you if you fall.”


    Wei WuXian, “The way you said it, it sounded almost as if I didn’t know how to swim.”


    The boat drifted past, brushing against the voluptuous lotus blossoms, each petal pink and full. Wei WuXian lies within the boat, using his arm as a pillow. Because the boat was truly tiny, his legs were almost resting on Lan WangJi’s body. Toward such a brazen, ill-mannered posture, Lan WangJi didn’t say anything either.


    The gentle breeze swept over the tranquil waves. Wei WuXian, “It’s blooming season right now. Too bad the seed pods aren’t ready yet, or else I could take you to pick lotus seed pods.”


    Lan WangJi, “We can come again.”


    Wei WuXian, “Yes! We can come again.”


    Casually rowing the boat, Wei WuXian stared into the distance for a while, “There used to be an old man who planted lotus seed pods around the area. He seems to be gone now.”


    Lan WangJi, “Mn.”


    Wei WuXian, “He was already quite old when I was young, and it’s already been over a dozen years. Even if he hasn’t passed away yet, he’d probably be too old to walk or row a boat.”


    He turned around to face Lan WangJi, “Back then, in the Cloud Recesses, when I urged you to visit me at Lotus Pier, I especially wanted you to come to steal lotus seed pods at his place. Do you know why?”


    Toward Wei WuXian, Lan WangJi always answered every question, heeded every request. In all earnesty, he responded, “I do not. Why?”


    Wei WuXian winked his left eye at him, grinning, “Because the old man was incredible at hitting people with his wooden pole. When it hit, it felt way worse than the punishment rulers of your sect. Back then I thought that I had to trick Lan Zhan over and have him take a few blows as well.”


    Hearing this, Lan WangJi smiled. All of the moon’s cold, reflected luster melted in his eyes.


    In an instant, Wei WuXian felt his head whirl dizzily. Involuntarily, the smile rippled onto his face as well.


    He began, “Fine, I’ll admit it…”


    With a loud crash, everything went upside-down, sending up splashes a couple of feet high. The boat had tipped over.


    Wei WuXian broke through the water, wiping his face, “I just told you to sit still and not move around, so that the boat didn’t tip by accident!”


    Lan WangJi swam over. Seeing how calm he was even now that he had fallen into the water, Wei WuXian laughed so hard he almost choked on water, “So which of us was the first to lean over? Look at the mess!”


    Lan WangJi, “I do not know. Perhaps it was me.”


    Wei WuXian, “Fine, it might also have been me!”


    With laughter, the two caught each other underwater, sealing the tight embrace with a kiss.


    After the lips parted, Wei WuXian raised his hand, continuing what he hadn’t finished, “I’ll admit it. All that was nonsense. Back then, I really just wanted to play with you.”


    Lan WangJi lifted him from behind his back, and Wei WuXian was sitting on the boat once more. He turned around to give him a hand, “And so, Lan Zhan, you’re gonna have to be honest too.”


    Lan WangJi also went back on the boat. He handed him a red ribbon, “Be honest about what?”


    Wei WuXian held the ribbon in between his lips, using both of his hands to retie the hair that had come loose underwater, “Be honest about whether or not you thought about me in the same way.” In a solemn tone, he spoke, “Rejecting me like that so coldly every single time—it really made me lose face, don’t you know?”


    Lan WangJi, “You can try, now, to see if I would reject you over anything.”


    The sentence so suddenly struck his heart. Wei WuXian choked, yet Lan WangJi was still as calm as ever, as though he didn’t at all realize what he just said. Wei WuXian put his hand to his forehead, “You… HanGuang-Jun, let’s make a deal. Please warn me before you say something so romantic, or else I won’t be able to take it.”


    Lan WangJi nodded, “Okay.”


    Wei WuXian, “Lan Zhan—what a person you are!”


    Tens of thousands of words were left unspoken, in exchange for endless laughter and hugs.


     


    ---


    Special Note:


    The title of this chapter uses the Chinese characters of Yunmeng, which consists of ‘cloud’ and ‘dream.’ The author explains the wordplay at the end.


    “This is my original idea of the chapter ‘Yunmeng’: after WWX stirs up trouble in the Cloud Recesses and is sent back to Lotus Pier, Second Young Master Lan has a dream where he and WWX have fun in Yunmeng together, with WWX treating him to lotus seed pods and other snacks. Of course, at the time, he doesn’t actually go, but in the future, he ends up going anyways.


    And thus, the meaning of this title is actually, ‘a particular dream held in the Cloud Recesses becomes a dream come true.'”


     

---


    Endnotes from the author



    When it comes to this book, I can’t even summarize all of the stories surrounding it in seven entire days. Even its publication process was filled with twists and turns, taking more than half a year to finish. Right now, the first volume is finally born, and it just so happened to coincide with its third anniversary. With this opportunity, I put pen to paper and wrote this special little note for it, for the sake of commemoration.


    For an author, when you want to look back on your journey, the work itself is more meaningful than the diary. I was still studying when I planned out this novel and started writing when I graduated. Even now, I sometimes reminisce about the early days when it had just begun to serialize. I didn’t earn much, but the writing process was easy and relaxed, indeed an excellent condition for creativity.


    Speaking of it, that was also the first time I consciously planned out my characters. Full of enthusiasm, I wrote over a thousand words of I-don’t-know-what for each of the two main characters, Wei WuXian and Lan WangJi, though I don’t know where they went. Now that I think about it, it was quite a pity, really.


    The greater pity was the first version of its outline, almost ten thousand words. I had a habit of deleting the outline as I went, just like checking off every task from a to-do list. It gave me a refreshing sense of satisfaction, and thus, I didn’t back it up.


    I’ve said before that I originally wanted to write a story of cold-blooded revenge and triumphing over the scum, but for some reason, the outline became more and more miserable. I think that perhaps it was because nobody likes to be hurt, but I have a thing for people with scars.


    —”Stories only scars can tell.”


    Back when I was young, I especially loved those who are full of scars and stories, and I thought I could be like them—I’d keep going even as knives cut into my skin, never turning back and never looking down. And when I grew a little older, I was even more in love with them. It was because I discovered that they were even firmer and stronger than I had imagined.


    I traveled by words, covered in the dust of the journey. Too many things have happened. Too many people have come and gone. No matter the misconceptions, the accusations, or even the impossibly-wounding pain, I’ve encountered them all along the way. But let me borrow a quote from Mr. Wei WuXian, “It’s only another life experience. It’d be a conversation starter when you grow older.”


    Perhaps when I’m older, I’d fall in love with writing about young, carefree characters. But when the time comes, I hope that it’s not because I miss my past youth, but rather because no matter how many years have passed, no matter when, no matter where I’ll always be young at heart!


    Without care for anything at all, I shall give the entirety of my soul to the pen and the paper.


    I no longer like to tell my readers, ‘I love you.’ These words are too light, and yet these words are too heavy.


    I hope each of you who enjoys this book
 can be like Lan WangJi in virtue and Wei WuXian in character.


    P.S. I received the help of many in the publication process.
 Thank you Jinjiang, thank you Motie, thank you Sichuan Literature and Art Publishing House.
 Thank you, my two editors, Xingzhou and Yuheng.
 And thank you, my two friends, Changyang and cas.


    Mo Xiang Tong Xiu
 2018.10.31
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