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"Those who obey me prosper, those who oppose me perish." He Yunxiang held himself very arrogantly and said unquestionably, "You have no real choice."
The students of Fengming Academy were furious to the extreme.
"Let's fight him!"
"Even if I die, I will never leave Fengming Academy!"
"Unless you step over our dead bodies!"
More and more students came after hearing the news.
Thousands of students gathered around the main gate of Fengming Academy.
Some students had secretly reported to the authorities. However, up to now, aside from the surrounding onlookers, no soldiers had appeared. Even the patrol teams that usually passed by dozens of times a day, for some unknown reason, had not shown up.
The crowd was agitated. Seriously injured students were being helped and treated.
He Yunxiang and his group were surrounded in the very center.
The few students from Hanshan Academy who had come with them now had changed expressions and felt uneasy in their hearts.
Meanwhile, the several martial arts experts from the Path of Love and Murder who came with He Yunxiang wore cold smiles. A bloody and dangerous aura emanated from their bodies. In their eyes, these naive students were weak and pitiful, just like chickens and dogs.
"Old Qu, I'm waiting for your answer right now. Submit or leave?" He Yunxiang was aggressive.
He simply didn't take these students from poor backgrounds seriously. If it weren't for the fact that making a big scene in front of everyone would be bad, he would have probably already killed a few so-called tough ones to set an example. They were just lowly commoners with no backing or support. If they died, their deaths would be meaningless.
"We will not submit, and we will never leave," Lei Yinyin rushed to answer directly.
"Haha..." He Yunxiang laughed pityingly.
His gaze fell upon this girl who had repeatedly defied him. At first, it was somewhat casual, but soon, he seemed to discover something. His eyes gradually narrowed. His sharp gaze was like two sharp daggers, as if wanting to cut open all of Lei Yinyin's clothes and see everything clearly.
"What... what are you looking at with your dog eyes?" Lei Yinyin felt his intrusive, blatant gaze.
This girl, who came from the slums, spoke with a slightly trembling voice. The other party's overwhelming power, having defeated all the capable masters of Fengming Academy single-handedly, naturally made her somewhat afraid. But the justice and conviction in her heart made her straighten her spine.
"You little wench, it's your fortune that our Senior Brother He has taken a liking to you..." The female student from Hanshan Academy who had provoked many times before, dressed very showily and practically clinging to He Yunxiang, immediately jumped out to show off upon hearing this.
But He Yunxiang paid no attention to this female student.
His eyes gleamed as he stared at Lei Yinyin. "Ah, perfect, simply a perfect Cauldron. Haha, who would have thought such an excellent Cauldron could be found in this small muddy pond..." His tone was extremely excited.
The few experts from the Path of Love and Murder following him, reminded by He Yunxiang, looked more carefully and couldn't help but have their eyes light up too.
Indeed, this girl in front of them, though not tall, had a very perfect body proportion, with long legs. Hidden between her brows was a hint of spring charm. Her forehead was round and full, her jawline square and well-defined. Especially the vermillion tear mole at the right corner of her mouth, faint and indistinct. This was clearly the sign of a top-grade Cauldron as recorded in the "Myriad Aspects of the Enchanting Glances and Alluring Steps Sutra."
Suddenly, the few Path of Love and Murder experts also couldn't help but have a burning look in their eyes.
The Path of Love and Murder had many cultivation methods and secret arts, but its supreme school-defining technique was the "Enchanting Glances and Alluring Steps, Love and Murder Sutra."
Cultivating this divine skill required the harmony of Yin and Yang to reach the highest realm.
For male disciples of the Path of Love and Murder, solitary Yang was not harmonious. They must find a Cauldron suitable for themselves, nurture it, refine it, and continuously draw the Yin phase power from the Cauldron to cultivate this supreme technique.
Most of the time, the level one could achieve depended not only on one's own talent, opportunity, and effort but also on the quality of the Cauldron. A good Cauldron could increase the speed and efficiency of cultivating the "Enchanting Glances and Alluring Steps, Love and Murder Sutra" a hundredfold, making progress by leaps and bounds.
For example, the current Love Master of the Path of Love and Murder, because he had four top-grade Cauldrons by his side, managed to cultivate the twelve layers of the "Enchanting Glances and Alluring Steps, Love and Murder Sutra" to the tenth layer. Below the Saint Realm, he could be said to be invincible, his might shaking the land.
Top-grade Cauldrons were met by chance, not sought.
Unexpectedly, today, in this small Fengming Academy, one was discovered.
"What is your name?" He Yunxiang's eyes were full of greed.
Although Dean Qu didn't know the secret techniques of the Path of Love and Murder, he immediately sensed something was wrong from the word 'Cauldron'. Just as he was about to speak and intervene, he heard Lei Yinyin's stubborn voice blurt out, "Lei Yinyin of Fengming Academy... an ordinary student who will absolutely never leave the Academy."
"Lei Yinyin? Haha, excellent." He Yunxiang's eyes burned with desire. "From now on, you belong to me. Obey me, listen to my words, serve me as your master, and use your whole life to attend to me. Understood?"
"In your dreams," Lei Yinyin said angrily. "What do you think you are? Do you think you are Li Mu?" The girl unconsciously brought up her idol.
"Haha, Li Mu? Just a small insect... Believe me, woman, you will submit soon enough." He Yunxiang's figure flashed as he directly made his move. Internal Qi surged, creating a suffocating pressure, directed straight at Lei Yinyin.
He planned to capture her first and take her back, then slowly train and tame her.
The Path of Love and Murder had plenty of methods for taming Cauldrons.
"You..." Lei Yinyin wanted to resist, wanted to dodge.
But under the opponent's overpowering, crushing aura locking onto her, she simply couldn't. She watched helplessly as He Yunxiang's large hand reached for her neck.
"Stop!" Dean Qu, seeing the situation turning bad, disregarded his own serious injuries. Mustering his remaining strength, he threw out a palm strike.
Boom!
Energy surged violently.
"Ah..." Dean Qu screamed, spitting out a stream of blood like an arrow. His body was sent flying backward.
"Teacher!"
"Dean!"
The students of Fengming Academy cried out in alarm and hurried to support him.
"No one can stop me." He Yunxiang was very confident, very domineering. He sneered, reached out his hand again, released his Internal Qi Domain, locked onto Lei Yinyin, and directly grabbed for her. No one could stop him.
Lei Yinyin's whole body was suppressed by the Internal Qi Domain, unable to move.
It seemed she was about to fall into He Yunxiang's hands. Right at that moment, suddenly, unexpectedly, a completely unforeseen change occurred that no one had anticipated.
"Aaaaaah..."
A long, drawn-out scream came from the sky.
Then, they saw a long fireball in the sky, like a falling meteor, tracing a long trail across the heavens. Flames blazed as it flew towards the gate area of Fengming Academy. Before anyone could react, they heard a loud "Boom!" A figure fell down, landing precisely, right in the very center of the crowd.
Rocks shattered and flew. Dust and debris rose everywhere.
A crater five to six meters in diameter appeared right in the center of the crowd.
People looked at each other, baffled.
What happened?
The dust settled.
A figure, looking extremely disheveled, crawled out of the crater. He swayed unsteadily, as if drunk, and muttered to himself, "Damn, too fast. The Formation Array in the sword broke down. This is a flying accident. Ouch, my butt, it's smashed... My head is spinning. Where is this?"
This figure was tall and slender, with a heroic outline, but his whole body was like a monkey that had been scorched by fire. His clothes were full of burn marks, crumbling in the wind, revealing his streamlined, robust muscles, tinged with a smoky light black. He had short hair, but his face was remarkably free of dust. His features were sharply defined, his eyes like stars, with an undeniable heroic spirit between his brows.
Everyone's gaze focused on this strange man who had fallen from the sky.
The strange man rubbed his face with his hands, looking relieved. "Luckily, I desperately protected my face, preserving my handsome appearance..."
Then, his gaze swept around, and seeing so many people, he was startled. "Holy crap, my lifelong reputation! How did so many onlookers gather so quickly..." He immediately grabbed two handfuls of dust and smeared them on his face, then turned and tried to leave.
Lei Yinyin suddenly spoke, "You... are you Young Master Li Mu?"
"Ah, no, no, you've got the wrong person..." The strange man covered his face with both hands and turned to leave.
Damn, what's going on? How could I be recognized like this?
Is it really true that fame is feared by men as fattening is by pigs?
"You are Young Master Li Mu, I recognize you..." As a die-hard fan of Li Mu, the oblivious Lei Yinyin instantly forgot her own predicament and jumped up excitedly.
"Damn, how do you recognize me... Hey, it's you?"
Li Mu had been ready to run away, after all, this way of making an entrance was just too stupid. He reckoned he was probably the first person practicing sword flight who failed mid-way, fell, and almost got killed by the fall—if he hadn't cultivated the "True Martial Fist" and had a strong Physical Body, if it were an ordinary Sword Immortal, they probably would have been dead by now.
However, when he saw it was Lei Yinyin, he couldn't help but stop.
He recognized this girl. During the battle at the Heavenly Sword Martial Hall, this girl was his die-hard fan.
Since she's a die-hard fan, then he didn't need to worry too much about embarrassing himself in front of her—in the mind of a die-hard fan, everything the idol does is radiant.
"Young Master Li, do you still remember me?" Lei Yinyin said excitedly.
"Of course I remember, Miss Yinyin..." Li Mu chuckled and changed the subject, then added, "What a coincidence, why are you here? Huh? Dean Qu is also here? Were you beaten up? Your arm is broken... At your age, you should take it easy. Why are you still fighting like a young man?"
Dean Qu had cold sweat on his forehead. His lips twitched, but he couldn't speak.
Li Mu laughed cheerfully and glanced around. Only then did he realize that the situation might be different from what he had imagined.
"Young Master Li, the Poetry Martial Immortal... Please uphold justice for us, Young Master Li!" Some students of Fengming Academy immediately shouted and pleaded, as if they had seen hope.
"Uh... Justice? What’s going on?" Li Mu looked at Lei Yinyin.
Lei Yinyin angrily explained what had happened.
"Is the competition in Chang'an City's education industry this brutal?" Li Mu looked at He Yunxiang in disbelief. However, upon sensing the young man’s cultivation aura, he found it very familiar. He frowned slightly and said, "You practice the cultivation method of the Path of Love and Murder? Are you a disciple of the Path of Love and Murder?"
"Hmph, so what if I am?" He Yunxiang gave a fake smile.
In that instant, countless thoughts flashed through his mind. He really wanted to challenge Li Mu and rise to fame by stepping over his corpse. But when he thought about the previous battle at Pig Drive Alley, where even the Four Demon Zombies of the Netherworld Sect had been defeated, he realized he was probably no match for this man. So he suppressed his urge to fight and, putting on a proud stance, lifted his head and said, "I am under Elder Red-Haired God of Slaughter of the Path of Love and Murder’s main division..."
Before he could finish, Li Mu interrupted him.
"You don’t have to thank me," Li Mu said to Lei Yinyin.
"Huh?" Lei Yinyin was stunned.
Just then, Li Mu whistled.
A broken, tattered sword sneakily shot up from the large crater on the ground, turning into a streak of light. With lightning speed, it sneakily struck the back of He Yunxiang’s head while his attention was fully on Li Mu.
Clang!
Amid the metallic clang, this Innate Realm beginner disciple of the Path of Love and Murder rolled his eyes, foamed at the mouth, swayed, and then fell to the ground with a thud.
"Over the past few months, the people I hate the most are those from the Path of Love and Murder."
Li Mu’s figure moved like a ghost. He flickered, grabbed He Yunxiang’s well-maintained hair, and dragged him away, flying toward the direction of the Humble Dwelling Courtyard.
At the same time, his voice echoed from afar, "As for the rest of you, if you dare to stay at the entrance of Fengming Academy..."
Swoosh!
A sword light flashed.
The other experts from the Path of Love and Murder hadn’t even reacted when they felt a chill on their heads. Then, a layer of hair drifted down in the wind, leaving a finger-width bald patch on the top of each of their heads.
"Otherwise, this hair will be your fate."
Li Mu’s fading words drifted from the distance.
The previously arrogant experts from the Path of Love and Murder immediately turned and fled, not daring to utter a single harsh word.
Li Mu’s swordsmanship was miraculous.
Controlling a sword to kill enemies—this was a legendary immortal technique.
Even after Li Mu and the members of the Path of Love and Murder had all disappeared, the people of Fengming Academy still felt as if they were dreaming.
The situation had changed too suddenly. They had thought it was the end of the world, and many commoner students of Fengming Academy had prepared to fight to the death. But the dominance of the Path of Love and Murder ended abruptly with Li Mu’s stunning appearance. The overbearing and sinister He Yunxiang, who had made their teeth itch with anger, had been knocked out by Li Mu and dragged away...
The crisis was resolved in a ridiculous yet shocking way.
The students of Fengming Academy breathed a sigh of relief.
Lei Yinyin, however, was puzzled: Why did Young Master Li drag He Yunxiang away in the end?
...
About half an hour later.
"You’re so poor... Are all the people from the Path of Love and Murder this poor?"
Li Mu’s extremely frustrated voice came from the Humble Dwelling Courtyard.
Then, he angrily threw He Yunxiang out of the Humble Dwelling Courtyard.
Compared to Chu Nantian, one of the current heirs of the Heavenly Sword Sect, He Yunxiang’s Treasure Pouch contained so little that Li Mu was very dissatisfied. After taking everything from him, Li Mu tossed him out of the courtyard.
"You’re this poor, yet you still come to Fengming Academy to show off? How do you have the nerve? Don’t you have any shame?"
Li Mu’s indignant, loud questioning voice came from inside.
He Yunxiang said nothing. His lips trembled, his face turned pale, and he wrapped himself in his robe. Wishing his parents had given him two more legs, he dashed out of Pig Drive Alley like lightning and fled as fast as he could.
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"Master, I have brought shame upon you, venerable one."
He Yunxiang knelt before the Red-Haired God of Slaughter, Zhang Bulao, his head almost touching the ground.
The other experts from the Path of Love and Murder who had gone to Fengming Academy with He Yunxiang also looked tense and fearful, not daring to even breathe loudly.
This incident had brought disgrace to the reputation of the Red-Haired God of Slaughter, Zhang Bulao.
They had just arrived in Chang'an City, not yet having the chance to formally display their strength, when their main disciple was publicly beaten unconscious and robbed of everything. The other sect experts who accompanied him even had their hair sliced off at the top by flying swords, leaving a bald patch. Outsiders would certainly laugh at He Yunxiang, but they would also mock the Red-Haired God of Slaughter, Zhang Bulao, and ridicule the entire Path of Love and Murder.
"Rise," Zhang Bulao said with a gentle expression.
"A young eagle learning to fly must fall several times before understanding the vastness of the sky. You have just entered the Innate realm, your foundation is not yet stable, and you lack combat experience, yet you are overly proud. This defeat actually serves as a wake-up call for you. Just be more careful in the future. Besides, that Li Mu recently defeated the Four Demon Zombies of the Netherworld Sect and is famous. Losing to him is not unjustified."
The Red-Haired God of Slaughter did not seem as angry as one might have imagined.
Hearing this, everyone finally let out a sigh of relief.
He Yunxiang stood up, thanked his master for his grace, and then said, "This Li Mu must be killed. He stole all the treasures you gave me, Master... Please uphold justice for your disciple." He felt heartbroken over those treasures.
"If you are defeated, you must bear the consequences of defeat," Zhang Bulao said. His cultivation was profound and unfathomable, his expression showing neither sorrow nor joy, exuding an aura of unity with nature. "If something is taken from you, you must retrieve it with your own hands. It depends on whether you have the ability... But that woman named Lei Yinyin, are you sure you saw correctly? Is she really of the supreme Cauldron physique?"
He Yunxiang replied, "Absolutely correct. It perfectly matches the description of the supreme Cauldron physique recorded in the 'All Aspects of Seduction Scripture.' My fellow disciples can also confirm this."
The other experts from the Path of Love and Murder also affirmed this.
"Good. Yunxiang, take my Red-Haired Kill Warrant and go to Fengming Academy once more. Have them hand over that woman," the Red-Haired God of Slaughter, Zhang Bulao, nodded.
He Yunxiang and the other Path of Love and Murder experts all changed their expressions.
The Red-Haired Kill Warrant?
When the red hair appears, those who comply prosper and those who resist perish. Within three days, blood will flow for a thousand miles.
In the past, whenever the Red-Haired Kill Warrant was issued, all heroes would turn pale.
Even the high-ranking officials and the Surveillance Bureau of various Empires had to show sufficient respect to the Red-Haired Kill Warrant.
In the eyes of the Red-Haired God of Slaughter, Fengming Academy was like a small snake facing a giant dragon—they were not in the same league at all.
Previously, He Yunxiang and the other Path of Love and Murder experts went to forcibly take over Fengming Academy, but it was not Zhang Bulao's idea; they acted on their own. He Yunxiang's motivation was simple: he wanted to make some noise in Chang'an City to show his presence. Otherwise, how could he display the divine techniques and secret arts he learned after joining the Path of Love and Murder? If he returned to Chang'an City and behaved quietly, wouldn't it be like wearing fine clothes at night—no one would see?
Now, the Red-Haired God of Slaughter, Zhang Bulao, was personally stepping in and issuing the Red-Haired Kill Warrant. This meant it was the will of this Elder of the Path of Love and Murder.
This was an entirely different matter.
...
...
Inside the training room, Li Mu's face showed a happy expression.
The Five Elements Heaven-Overturning Seal floated above his head.
From its silver metal element part, thin strands of silvery light, as if solid, continuously extended outward like silk threads from a silkworm. It looked like numerous thread-like tentacles reaching forward. At the very front of these silver threads, a strange giant weapon, neither quite a knife nor quite a sword, constantly rotated and vibrated, undergoing a marvelous transformation.
It looked like a giant Tang blade.
This Tang blade was continuously absorbing and drawing in the power of these silver threads.
The entire process looked as if threads were flowing like tides from the Heaven-Overturning Seal, weaving this oddly shaped weapon.
"It's done."
Li Mu opened his eyes, and with a single word, the Heaven-Overturning Seal transformed into a wisp of five-colored divine light and entered his mouth.
A cultivator's spiritual energy is primarily cultivated in the Mud-Pill Palace, which is inside the brain.
As a Dao Artifact, the Heaven-Overturning Seal was usually nurtured within the spiritual sea of the Mud-Pill Palace, tempered and warmed by spiritual energy. Over time, the connection between the Dao Artifact and its master would become increasingly closer, with higher compatibility, making it more and more powerful.
This was the method for nurturing a Dao Artifact that Li Mu had heard from the Old Charlatan.
Clearly, this method was far superior to the way experts in this world used simple methods like Astrologer Star Arrays and spiritual imprints to mark their treasures.
As the Heaven-Overturning Seal disappeared, the floating giant Tang blade gently vibrated and landed in Li Mu's hand.
It was two meters long and half a meter wide. Its entire body was a bright red color, with a rough surface texture dotted with patches of silver and green, making the colors rather mixed. Both sides had edges: one side was a sharp, thin blade capable of splitting a hair, while the other side was a slightly blunter, thicker blade. The top ended in a beveled edge. When he lifted it, it weighed nearly ten thousand jin.
A weapon this heavy would probably be impossible for a warrior in the Combined Qi Realm to even lift. Even if a warrior in the Combined Intent Realm could lift it, they wouldn't be able to wield it freely.
Li Mu held it with one hand and swung it slowly.
For him, this weight felt as light as a feather.
"This counts as the initial form of my blade. Heh, it needs a name full of style... Let's call it the Cycle of Samsara Blade."
He muttered to himself.
The Cycle of Samsara Blade was a weapon he had forged, shaped, and tempered purely using his spiritual energy over the past day and night.
The main body of the blade was the Crimson Giant Blade he had taken from Wu Biao, the Soul Severing Blade. He had shattered the Flying Eagle Sword and forcibly fused it in, along with various ores, refined iron, and metal-containing materials seized from Chu Nantian and He Yunxiang, all blended together.
With his powerful spiritual energy and the sharp metallic energy from the metal element part of the Five Elements Heaven-Overturning Seal wrapping and tempering it, this mixture of materials took on its current form.
During the process, Li Mu discovered that the Five Elements Heaven-Overturning Seal was a very magical treasure.
At the beginning of forging the Cycle of Samsara Blade, Li Mu only intended to use the sharp metallic Dao power within the Five Elements Heaven-Overturning Seal to increase the sharpness of the Cycle of Samsara Blade. But he soon realized that the Five Elements Heaven-Overturning Seal had incredibly wonderful auxiliary functions in weapon forging. Among them, the fire element power could smelt, shape, and forge, while the metal element power could control the fusion of metals and increase sharpness...
It was precisely thanks to the Five Elements Heaven-Overturning Seal that Li Mu managed to forge the Cycle of Samsara Blade within a day and night.
Of course, the current Cycle of Samsara Blade was still just a very rough initial form.
Next, Li Mu needed to use his spiritual energy to carve various Dao Arts and Formation Arrays inside the Cycle of Samsara Blade to make it tough, heavy, and also capable of Sword Flight, like the Flying Eagle Sword.
...
...
It was late autumn, and the leaves had turned yellow and dry.
As the sun was about to set behind the mountains, in the slums of the Western District, cooking smoke curled upwards. The sounds of children playing were constant, along with barks and meows. The weather had turned slightly cold, but it wasn't cold enough for snow or frost yet. So the entire slum area only felt a slight chill, but smiling faces could still be seen.
Lei Yinyin's face still bore the marks of tears.
She lowered her head, wearing clothes that had been patched hundreds of times, full of patches, and straw sandals on her feet. Carrying a small bundle, she walked silently to a street not far from her own.
She stood there blankly for about the time it takes an incense stick to burn, then let out a deep sigh.
Then, she rubbed her face, wiped away the tear stains, and forced a smile.
After that, her entire demeanor suddenly changed. A smile returned to her face, and she seemed very relaxed, skipping along as she entered the familiar neighborhood. Along the way, she actively greeted neighbors she knew, stepping on stones placed in the muddy path, passing through several small alleys until she reached her home.
It was a small, low-walled courtyard that didn't cover much area.
There were two earthen rooms, three thatched huts, a well, a chicken coop with six hens and two roosters, and a yellow dog lying lazily at the coop's entrance, with two just-weaned puppies curiously observing the world around them.
"Yinyin?" A young woman around twenty-five or twenty-six years old was by the well in the yard, swinging a washing paddle to wash clothes. Her forehead was sweaty, and her black hair was damp and stuck to her temples. Seeing Lei Yinyin come in, she smiled in surprise and said, "Today isn't a school holiday. Why are you back?"
"Sister-in-law, I missed you and Yueyue, so I came back to visit," Lei Yinyin stuck out her tongue, went over and picked up a child who was playing with the puppies at the coop entrance. Not minding the dirt on the little one's face, she gave a loud kiss and said, "Little Yueyue, call me Auntie."
"Hello, Auntie," the little one said with a chubby, cute face and a milky voice.
Lei Yinyin laughed, took out a few pieces of candy from her clothes, and said, "Yueyue is so good. Here's some candy for you."
"Thank you, Auntie."
"Did you miss Auntie?"
"Yes."
"So good." Lei Yinyin gave the little one another loud kiss, then turned her head and said, "Sister-in-law, where's my brother?"
"Your brother took on some unloading work today and left early in the morning. He should be back soon, judging by the time." The young woman, who could only be considered average in looks, wiped the sweat from her forehead and said, "Play with Yueyue for a while. After I finish washing these clothes and deliver them to the neighbor next door, I'll start preparing dinner. You'll eat at home tonight."
"Sister-in-law, you work so hard. Let me cook. I bought a jin of meat on my way back. Let's have something good tonight," Lei Yinyin said with a smile.
"Oh, you spent money again," her sister-in-law said with some heartache. "Meat is expensive. You should save it for your expenses at the academy."
"It's fine," Lei Yinyin smiled, put little Yueyue down at the door, then carried her bundle into the earthen room on the west side. This was the kitchen.
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The bundle held a pound of fresh meat and a small packet of candy pieces.
The candy was prepared for Yueyue.
Besides that, there was a set of academy clothes she'd worn for three years. They were washed very clean, with several worn spots meticulously mended using fine Formation Eyes, barely noticeable at a glance. Fengming Academy actually issued new student uniforms twice a year, but Lei Yinyin had always exchanged hers for silver to help support the family, making just this one set last three whole years.
Their elderly mother had passed away from illness a year ago, and the funeral had cost quite a bit.
Now, it was just her older brother Lei Laohu, his wife, and their three-year-old little one counting on each other.
Her brother Lei Laohu was simple, honest man without any special skills, only able to sell his brute strength. Because Lei Yinyin was a senior student at Fengming Academy, and her brother and sister-in-law were good-natured folk, the family was quite well-liked in their neighborhood.
Life was hard, but compared to before, it was so much better. The whole family was very thankful.
Lei Yinyin's dream was to join an escort bureau or merchant guild after graduation. Graduates of Fengming Academy were actually in relatively high demand within Chang'an City, and the old dean took great care of each graduating class.
However...
She lowered her head, staying alone in the room for a little while.
Standing there, without realizing it, sadness welled up inside her, tears nearly spilling out again.
She never considered herself weak.
She felt she always had the courage to stand against any tyranny or injustice.
Everything in this courtyard, everything in this home, everything at Fengming Academy... she treasured it all and wanted to protect it. Yet, when life's cruelty and power's cold shadow came crashing down, she realized the kind of sacrifice required to protect all that. It was more terrifying than death.
She sighed again.
The number of times she sighed today surpassed the sighs of the entire past year.
Forcing herself to pull together her emotions, Lei Yinyin started cleaning the pots and began cooking.
Her cooking skills were quite good.
Children from poor families learned to manage early.
About a quarter of an hour later, just as Lei Laohu got home from work, the rich scent of cooked meat wafted from the kitchen. Little Yueyue stood drooling at the kitchen door, watching eagerly. Behind him stood the Big Yellow Dog and two little puppies...
They set out the bowls and chopsticks and sat at the table.
Poor families didn't have many formalities.
The Big Yellow Dog lay by the table, crunch-crunching on a meaty bone.
After the meal, Lei Yinyin started to clear the dishes. Her brother Lei Laohu, holding his son, stopped her with a smile. "Little sister, you're already sixteen this year. Is there any family you fancy? Your older brother and sister-in-law have saved up a bit of silver. We've got your dowry ready."
Lei Yyin pouted. "Brother, I'm still young..."
"Little Niu-Niu next door, Old Wang's daughter? She was fifteen when her son turned one." Lei Laohu chuckled warmly. "If things weren't so poor here, I'd gotten married late... if not for that, Yueyue might be seven or eight by now! Haha."
The usual irritating chatter about everyday family matters sounded incredibly warm and comforting to Lei Yinyin today.
She deliberately laughed loudly. "Brother, haven't I told you? The one I fancy must be like Young Master Li Mu: a brilliant young talent with peerless martial arts. Do you know anyone like that? If you do, introduce them. I'll marry him!"
"Oh, sister, you've got no sense sometimes! Your mind must be broken, dreaming of someone like Young Master Li Mu! He's like a god descended from heaven!" Lei Laohu laughed heartily, mercilessly puncturing his sister's unrealistic fantasy.
Lei Yinyin said, "Hah! I know Young Master Li!"
The family chatted and laughed.
Looking at his young sister, Lei Laohu felt a pang of guilt.
All these years, keeping this family afloat was mostly thanks to his sister. He, the older brother, felt more like a burden. Besides foolish strength, he had no other skills. If it hadn't been for his sister taking the reins like the pillar of the household, managing everything inside and out...
He naturally hoped his sister could marry into a good family.
In Lei Laohu's eyes, his sister was the finest, prettiest, most beautiful, kindest girl in the world—the very best.
However, Young Master Li Mu... he was a legend.
For his sister to find someone like that... was it possible?
After a while, Lei Yinyin and her sister-in-law took the bowls to wash.
Lei Laohu took out five wen coins from his pocket and laid them flat on his palm.
This was the day's pay he earned unloading goods. He picked out three wen and put them back in his pocket—he'd give that money to his wife for household expenses. The remaining two wen, he put into a small wooden box by the bed.
He softly shook the box, listening to the solid clinking inside, then weighed the box in his hand. A satisfied smile spread across the honest young man's face.
There were roughly one hundred wen coins inside.
He'd saved for a year.
Another hundred wen, and he'd have enough to make one set of silk clothes. He would give them to his sister as her dowry.
He had to let his sister leave for her marriage in new clothes.
This was the young man's simplest wish.
It was something he could actually do.
After a little while, Lei Yinyin's voice came from outside. "Brother, I'm heading back to the academy... I have an evening class."
......
......
Night was approaching.
A thousand meters high in the sky, the Cycle of Samsara Blade shot forward like lightning. It broke the sound barrier, cutting a long, persistent tear through the darkening heavens.
"Wide and sturdy blade; standing feels pretty steady."
Li Mu stood on the back of the blade, arms spread like he was skateboarding, keeping his balance.
Blade Riding Flight.
Really cool.
He'd finally done it.
Engraved on the Cycle of Samsara Blade were several different Dao Arts Formation Arrays. Once activated, its speed rivaled the Flying Eagle Sword from a few days ago, but it was much more stable. At the slanted tip's very point, a spark of starlight flickered. A curved, cyan shield of wind expanded, shielding him from the fierce Astral Wind whipped up by flight at such high speeds.
For Li Mu, this was the initial realization of some of his ideas.
Controlling the Cycle of Samsara Blade for flight offered greater stability compared to achieving the same speed. At least the kind of 'flying accident' from the other day wouldn't happen again; he wouldn't risk plummeting thousands of meters from the sky due to a slip.
Flight—the eternal dream of Earth humans.
Li Mu was no different.
He maneuvered the Cycle of Samsara Blade through the high skies, performing diving, turning, accelerating, decelerating—all sorts of movements. Like a child who'd just learned to skateboard, he was shouting whooping and cheering with excitement.
With his current Innate True Qi cultivation powering the blade, Li Mu could maintain Blade Riding Flight for about thirty minutes.
Flying at speeds breaking the sound barrier, thirty minutes was enough to cover over six hundred kilometers—much faster than Earth's high-speed trains. It became a major ace up his sleeve: the ability to run when he couldn't win a fight. Mastering Blade Riding Flight truly brought this possibility to life.
It was something even Celestial Realm powerers in this world couldn't achieve.
Time passed. Li Mu practiced, growing increasingly skilled.
As his internal Zhenqi neared exhaustion, Li Mu dove downwards towards the overgrown woods on Western District's desolate hill. He landed, took a moment to regulate his breathing, and waited until night had completely fallen before heading to the Military Cemetery. There, he activated the [Azure Dragon Emerging from Water Formation] to continue absorbing Terrestrial Vein Qi.
General Lieyan and the other deceased generals were practically turning green.
At the same time, Lei Yinyin arrived at the entrance to Pig Drive Alley.
She had intended to return to the academy. Yet, she somehow found herself walking here.
This was the residence of the most outstanding peer in her mind.
Starting from that battle at the Heavenly Sword Martial Hall—no, even farther back, perhaps from the first time she heard tales of Li Mu's deeds—Lei Yinyin had begun admiring this young man. His decisive departure years ago, his stubborn persistence, his legendary return eight years later...
And witnessing him in person that day at the Heavenly Sword Martial Hall cemented her status as Li Mu's most devoted fan.
Two days ago, when Li Mu appeared at the entrance of Fengming Academy and casually dealt with He Yunxiang and his cronies, her adoration deepened even further.
To Lei Yinyin, Li Mu and his story were almost a spiritual belief.
The achievements she longed for but couldn't reach herself had been realized by Li Mu.
She had come to this humble dwelling's gate quite a few times already, gazing from afar at that mist-shrouded courtyard, seeming both so close and yet a world away.
This time though, she was here to say goodbye.
She didn't enter Pig Drive Alley. She wasn't here seeking Li Mu's help.
The weight of the [Black Hair Kill Order] was too much. Li Mu, at his current level, probably couldn't resolve it.
Moreover, Lei Yinyin didn't think Li Mu had any obligation to solve such a troublesome matter for her.
She wanted the legend of Li Mu to continue.
Not like her own fragile determination, shattering abruptly and ending abruptly before sudden disaster.
Looking from afar at the Humble Dwelling Courtyard, a slight smile touched Lei Yinyin's face.
Then, she turned and left.
When she got back to Fengming Academy, she went to see the severely injured Dean Qu.
“Child, you should go. Leave Chang'an City. Go as far as you can. I'll ask an old friend to secretly get you out of the city,” Dean Qu urged.
Lei Yinyin shook her head. “If I leave, the academy is finished. This place is a Holy Land, changing the fate of common youths in Chang'an City. I can't watch it be destroyed. My family, my friends... Dean, you always told us: if fate shows us its cruel face, standing firm against hardship is the only way. If what the [Black Hair Kill Order] says is true, if I really am a heaven-sent top-grade Cauldron... then I want to see exactly what path fate has laid out for me.”
Dean Qu sighed deeply.
This student he'd nurtured felt like a daughter to him.
His heart ached for her.
“Dean, after I go... please secretly look after my brother and sister-in-law,” Lei Yinyin still worried about her family.
Dean Qu nodded.
He remembered something else. “Tomorrow is the day Young Master Li Mu comes to the academy to study the scripture collection. You've always deeply admired him. Why not wait until tomorrow? See Young Master Li Mu once more, then go to Hanshan Academy and the Path of Love and Murder?"
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The next day.
The weather was gloomy. After a sharp drop in temperature overnight, a layer of frost covered Chang'an City.
Shortly before dawn, Li Mu left the Military Cemetery and returned to the Humble Dwelling Courtyard.
Today was the day he had said he would go to Hanshan Academy and Fengming Academy to read their books. Early in the morning, after eating the breakfast prepared by the young women, Li Mu rode out from the Humble Dwelling Courtyard astride the fat, one-eyed Chrysanthemum Panther, heading down Pig Drive Alley.
He carried the Little White Fox in his arms.
The little creature was becoming smarter and more spirited. After several days in the Spirit Energy-rich Humble Dwelling Courtyard, her fur glistened like beautiful jade, her eyes sparkled like rubies, and she clung to Li Mu constantly. When Li Mu was away, she liked to curl up in his study. The young women all adored her, but only Shangguan Yuting could occasionally pick her up. If anyone else approached, the little fox would shriek as if scared, baring her teeth.
Today, when Li Mu went out, the little fox clung to his pant leg and insisted on coming along.
So Li Mu brought the little spirit with him.
This was the first time in many days that Li Mu had walked out of Pig Drive Alley so openly, instantly drawing the attention of various factions – spies from all sides were densely placed inside and outside Pig Drive Alley, watching Li Mu closely.
The news spread like wildfire.
Li Mu rode his black Chrysanthemum Panther at a leisurely pace down the street.
Some bystanders who didn't know what was happening looked on with curiosity.
"Mommy, the monk's panther is so cute..." the eight-year-old daughter of a roadside vendor chirped, her eyes bright as she stared at Li Mu. In her eyes, a short-haired monk riding a panther was incredibly cool.
Li Mu secretly grinned to himself.
As his cultivation grew lately, his perspective widened, and his mindset changed a lot. He gradually shed the cautious, timid fear that had gripped him when he first arrived in this world. His whole spirit felt lighter; the taut string in his heart had snapped.
He was relaxed.
"Huh, I ride a black panther and wear robes that look kind of like Taoist garb... feels a bit like I'm cosplaying a major villain from Chinese mythology back on Earth, Shen Gongbao," Li Mu suddenly realized.
In the Investiture of the Gods world, "Brother, stay a moment!" uttered by Shen Gongbao was infamous. Nobody knew how many powerful masters that phrase tricked to their deaths, ending up on the altar. Frankly, if it weren't for Shen Gongbao tirelessly gathering so many strong foes against the Zhou, the Investiture of the Gods List might not even have been filled.
That character truly was unique.
Li Mu thought this and glanced down at the little fox in his arms. A sudden idea struck him. "The lost notice has been posted for so long, yet no one's come to claim you. Seems your owner likely abandoned you. Haha, since you're staying with me, why not let me give you a name?"
"Kyu kyu!" The Little White Fox understood Li Mu's words and chirped happily.
Li Mu declared, "Alright then. From now on, you shall be called Daji."
His logic went from Shen Gongbao to Daji? Flawless reasoning.
Plus, Daji actually was a fox spirit!
The Little White Fox clearly loved this name. Excited, it rubbed its head against Li Mu's palm and licked his cheek with its little pink tongue: "Kyu kyu! Kyu kyu kyu!"
Hmph, I hope she doesn't turn hostile later when she understands this name's origin.
Lost in thought, Li Mu soon arrived at the gates of Fengming Academy.
"Huh? Weren't we supposed to go to Hanshan Academy first?"
Li Mu had been too engrossed interacting with the little white fox, Daji, to notice. The Chrysanthemum Panther had brought him straight to Fengming Academy's entrance.
Oh well, no matter.
Just then, instructors and students from Fengming Academy, who had been waiting at the gate, moved forward to greet Li Mu as he appeared.
In the minds of most Chang'an citizens, Li Mu's reputation stood firm as righteous and almost perfect. He was undoubtedly one of the city's top scholars. Besides, his killing of Jia Zuoren was justified – the man brought it upon himself. Due to the guidance of people like Dean Qu, Fengming Academy internally held no hostility towards Li Mu.
"Dean Qu is still recovering from his injuries and cannot greet you personally. He is waiting for you at the archives, Young Master Li, this way please," a white-haired, elderly instructor said deferentially.
Li Mu acknowledged the gesture and entered Fengming Academy.
This marked his first visit to Chang'an's academy for commoners. The inner scenery proved tranquil. On both sides of the path, students packed together, clad in their simple yet neatly uniformed robes. All these youths from humble backgrounds rushed here upon hearing Li Mu was coming, eager to see the city's brightest young talent.
Master of poetry and martial arts, the creator of exceptional poems – Centennial Poems and Millennium Poems – his fame had spread through Chang'an. Here at Fengming Academy, he held an almost revered status among the students, admired intensely by many, like Lei Yinyin. Admirers like her were a crowd there.
Soon, they arrived at the entrance of the Fengming Academy archives.
There, supported by his cane, Dean Qu stood with several instructors from the academy. They had lined up to welcome Li Mu before the archive's entrance platform.
After the usual polite exchange, Li Mu received permission to enter the archives.
Compared to the rigid Hanshan Academy, Fengming exuded a much freer atmosphere.
In the crowd, Li Mu spotted Lei Yinyin.
The young woman looked somewhat pale and drawn.
Li Mu held considerable goodwill towards her. Acting on impulse, he spoke directly, "Miss Lei, I'm not very familiar with the category indexing within the archive catalog. Might I trouble you to guide me and offer some suggestions?" This was his subtle way of giving her an opportunity to access cultivation-aiding texts within the archives.
Lei Yinyin seemed stunned. Joy bloomed her face briefly, but faded as she seemed to remember something. Hesitantly, she said, "I..."
Before she could finish, Dean Qu swiftly intervened. "Exactly right! Yinyin, don’t delay. Hurry and guide Young Master Li!"
Lei Yinyin gave Dean Qu a troubled look. Today was her deadline to willingly walk into the trap set by the Path of Love and Murder. Part of her desperately wanted to lead her idol, but gaining access to the archive study took days at minimum. If she missed the deadline, the entire Fengming Academy would pay the price.
Li Mu, with his cultivated Intuition from the Innate Art, immediately sensed something amiss by her conflicted expression.
"Little Yinyin, are you in some kind of trouble?" he asked lightly, smiling.
Panic briefly crossed Lei Yinyin's face. She quickly shook her head. "I... I'm fine, it's just..." She was just a sixteen- or seventeen-year-old girl. Even if her nerves were steel, the helplessness of tangled worries proved impossible to completely hide.
Dean Qu couldn't hold back any longer either. He cast aside his dignity and bluntly recounted the incident concerning the [Red-Haired God of Slaughter's Summons], concluding, "Young Master Li, in theory, you're not affiliated with Fengming Academy and Yinyin is merely an acquaintance. I have no right to expect or demand you step in heroically. However..."
"You needn't say more," Li Mu cut him off decisively. "I will not stand by and do nothing."
Dean Qu gaped for a second, then immense relief and joy surged onto his aged face.
He hadn't dreamed Li Mu would agree so quickly and firmly.
Cheering erupted spontaneously from the gathered students and instructors around them.
When He Yunxiang had stormed back into Fengming Academy, flouting the [Red-Haired God of Slaughter's Summons], the entire academy had felt utterly powerless. Those vibrant students, full of ideals and passion, tasted for the first time the overwhelming despair of being crushed by violence and sheer force – the kind where even sacrificing their lives couldn't change the outcome.
There was no one in the entire academy strong enough to hold up the sky threatening to collapse.
But now, a hero had emerged.
Li Mu. A name that stood for legend and miracles.
Yet... could he truly stand against a peak expert of the Celestial Realm?
This was precisely the fear gnawing at Lei Yinyin.
Her greatest terror was that her plight might lead to the downfall of the myth that was Li Mu. She wasn't stupid. She knew Li Mu's true strength lay in his potential, predicting he might reach the Celestial Realm decades later, sweeping away all obstacles. But now...
"I won't enter the archives today," Li Mu announced. "We go to Hanshan Academy first."
He turned to Lei Yinyin. "You come with me. I’d like to see who dares lay a finger on my friend."
Lei Yinyin blinked several times, her vision immediately misting over.
Friend.
That word felt sacred.
Dean Qu looked at Li Mu, at Lei Yinyin, at the youthful, jubilant faces of the students and instructors, and emotion swelled within him. Some people were just born heroes, like Li Mu. Others, given power by chance or luck, turned into clowns, like He Yunxiang.
The spark he'd founded Fengming Academy with... wasn't forging more heroes truly what his heart had aimed for?
Indeed, he must never forget that initial spark.
......
......
News spread like a whirlwind through Chang'an.
The 'Poetry Martial Immortal' Li Mu, enraged on behalf of a female student at Fengming Academy, was marching towards Hanshan Academy to demand answers, ready to challenge the Celestial Realm existence known as the [Red-Haired God of Slaughter] – Zhang Bulao.
In the tense, complex atmosphere charged with undercurrents, Li Mu was already the focal point everyone watched. News like this flew faster than lightning.
Before Li Mu's party even reached Hanshan Academy, leaders of major factions already knew.
Within Hanshan Academy, the [Red-Haired God of Slaughter], Zhang Bulao, was also informed, courtesy of He Yunxiang.
"A rage sparked for a woman's sake?" Zhang Bulao chuckled softly. "Too immature. Too impatient. Even with exceptional talents? What of those countless self-important, reckless geniuses who had shone brightly before they fell? What remains of them besides silence?"
"They should be here within the time it takes to drink a cup of tea," He Yunxiang reported.
Zhang Bulao gave a light, indifferent smile. "Let him come."
Honestly, no matter Li Mu's previous fame, the miracles he'd created, his so-called Centennial and Millennium Poems, his dual mastery of poetry and martial arts... in Zhang Bulao's view, it was all laughable. Before the power of the Celestial Realm, what 'miracle' could a puny innate-level cultivator possibly achieve?
Brightest of children in youth won't always become great men later. Worldly people chase useless records – prodigies, records in reaching cultivation stages... what use were they? Everything came down to true strength.
Among the nine leaders of the Nine Divine Sects, one had spent his first hundred years losing constantly, mired in failure and obscurity. Then, blooming late, he soared like a hidden dragon upon attaining enlightenment, achieving thunderous renown... So, potential, predictions – all were smoke. Only the tangible strength of the present moment was real.
And Zhang Bulao trusted that Li Mu, the so-called dual marvel of literature and martial power, would grasp this harsh reality very, very soon.
Zhang Bulao closed his eyes, calmly regulating his breath.
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At the entrance of Hanshan Academy, the dean Tie Zhan and some administrators from the academy, along with He Yunxiang and several powerful members from the Path of Love and Murder, were waiting cautiously.
"Li Mu, you..." Tie Zhan started to say something.
Li Mu released his aura, and a powerful surge of energy pressed forward. "Get lost."
Tie Zhan and the others felt as if an invisible mountain was collapsing in front of them. A terrifying force crushed down, and a few of them spurted blood as they were thrown backward, crashing hard against the stone wall of Hanshan Academy's gate.
"You..." Tie Zhan slid down from the stone wall, blood trickling from the corner of his mouth, filled with fury and hatred.
He Yunxiang's face changed dramatically. "Li Mu, what do you mean by this? My master, the Red-Haired God of Slaughter, is inside Hanshan Academy. How dare you insult Dean Tie like this?"
Li Mu's expression turned cold. "What about that day when you flaunted your power at Fengming Academy, tore down their plaque, used force to suppress others, and made the instructors kneel at the entrance, shattering their kneecaps? What was that?"
"I..." He Yunxiang was speechless.
"Hypocritical dog." Li Mu cursed with words that left everyone confused. Then, he raised his hand and sent a slash of Blade Qi through the air.
Bang!
The plaque at the entrance of Hanshan Academy shattered into dust and exploded.
"It is impolite not to reciprocate. The Saint said, repay kindness with kindness, and repay injustice with justice... This is my response to your act of destroying the gate and tearing down the plaque at Fengming Academy that day."
Li Mu said calmly.
The people from Hanshan Academy were furious, but no one could stop him.
They tasted the bitterness of being bullied by a powerful expert.
"You... My master is inside the academy. If you do this, he will not let you off easily." He Yunxiang was both shocked and angry. In his eyes, Li Mu's arrogance was simply outrageous.
"You're like a grade-schooler who always likes to call for your parents... Kneel."
Li Mu, riding on the Chrysanthemum Panther, pressed down lightly with one hand in the air.
He Yunxiang felt as if a divine mountain was pressing down on him. He exerted the strength of the Innate Realm, his Internal Qi surged, and a strand of Innate True Qi flowed through his meridians, trying to resist. But the force was incredibly terrifying, and gradually, he was unable to withstand it.
"Ahhh..." He roared and struggled, pushing his Internal Qi to the limit, but his body was out of his control, and his legs slowly bent.
It seemed He Yunxiang was about to collapse.
"Young man, why must you be so aggressive?"
A voice full of authority traveled from within Hanshan Academy, covering a distance of several thousand meters.
At the same time, a crimson divine light shot over in an instant.
The air, like flowing water, was split by this divine light, leaving a trail of air waves.
"Master!"
He Yunxiang was overjoyed.
His master had finally made a move.
The experts from Hanshan Academy and the Path of Love and Murder also showed delight on their faces.
But Li Mu laughed heartily. "Beat the young one, and the old one comes... I've been waiting for you." He reached back and grasped in the air. The Cycle of Samsara Blade, stored in a specially made Blade Sheath on the back of the Chrysanthemum Panther, appeared. The blood-red giant blade looked impressive in his hand as he swung it out.
Drawing Saber Slash.
Boom!
The invisible Blade Qi clashed with the crimson divine light. A terrifying force exploded in mid-air, causing chaotic flows to burst out.
The entrance of Hanshan Academy instantly looked as if it had been swept through by an earthquake or flood. The ground was in disarray, the stone slabs were shattered, and the earth shook. Tie Zhan and the others were swept up like chaff in a hurricane, spitting blood as they were thrown back and crashed against the stone wall of the gate. A few experts from the Path of Love and Murder, who had been prepared, were still forced back, blood trickling from their mouths as they staggered.
When strong experts clashed, even the residual energy was like the wrath of the heavens.
Only within three meters in front of Li Mu, his Zhenqi formed an arc, blocking all the chaotic energy flows.
In front of him, He Yunxiang was already kneeling on the ground, unable to struggle, his face dark and resentful, his kneecaps shattered, kneeling in a pool of blood.
This was the same method he had used to humiliate the people of Fengming Academy that day.
"A peerless expert of the Celestial Realm? Hah, nothing special."
Li Mu sheathed his blade and placed it back into the Blade Sheath, his expression calm. On the surface, it seemed he had not faced any pressure at all.
In that exchange just now, he had actually matched a Celestial Realm expert evenly.
Tie Zhan and the others, who were severely injured and coughing blood, forgot their pain at that moment. The one who had just attacked was none other than Zhang Bulao, the Red-Haired God of Slaughter, a Celestial Realm expert. Even a casual strike from him should have crushed an Innate Realm existence to pieces. Yet, Li Mu had blocked it with just a casual swing of his blade...
But in reality, Li Mu knew very well that he was not as relaxed as he appeared.
And this was only a long-range strike from several thousand meters away.
The terror of the Celestial Realm was truly well-deserved.
But he was not afraid.
Because he had a trump card in his hand.
"Arrogant."
The voice of the Red-Haired God of Slaughter sounded again, this time with a trace of anger.
Li Mu, riding on the Chrysanthemum Panther, stirred his Internal Qi, and his voice rolled out like thunder, resonating throughout the entire area of Hanshan Academy. He retorted, "When the road is uneven, someone will level it. When injustice occurs, someone will intervene. I came today to ask: who forced my friend to become some so-called Cauldron? If you want to lay a hand on my friend, have you asked for my permission?"
Dean Qu, Lei Yinyin, and the others from Fengming Academy who followed Li Mu felt their spirits stirred and their blood boiling.
Roaming the Jianghu, seeking revenge and settling scores freely.
This was what a true martial artist was like.
"I act as I please, without asking anyone, guided only by my own will."
Following these words, the figure of Zhang Bulao, the Red-Haired God of Slaughter, slowly walked out from within Hanshan Academy.
He was a burly middle-aged man with an ordinary appearance, yet he seemed gentle and refined, like a scholarly reader. Just looking at his features, it was hard to associate him with a Godslayer who slaughtered the world. But his crimson hair, like flowing blood, swirled above his head, casting a red glow over his entire person, as if he truly were a Godslayer emerging from a battlefield of demons.
As soon as he appeared, the aura and killing intent Li Mu had built up at the entrance of Hanshan Academy instantly dissolved.
Tie Zhan and the others suddenly felt the pressure lighten, and the earlier oppression vanished without a trace.
He Yunxiang, enduring
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