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Back in White Emperor City, news of Dragon Head Long Wu’s victory spread across Mount Shu. Everyone was cheering.
But only a few people knew that Long Wu was severely injured, at the brink of death, and had fallen into a coma. He no longer had the strength to fight.
Li Shan, one of the seven branches of Mount Shu, was a medical sect. Its successor was named Li Nianhao, a man under thirty who was skilled in the healing arts. He rushed to treat Long Wu first, using his techniques along with the help of other Shattering Realm powerhouses. Together, they barely managed to suppress the power of [Sunset Twilight] inside Long Wu, preventing his injuries from worsening. However, restoring him would still require much effort.
Eventually, following Li Nianhao's suggestion, Long Wu was taken to an Azure Lotus Pool and immersed in its spiritual liquid. They used the nourishing power of the liquid to slowly heal his wounds.
Afterward, everyone gathered by the Azure Lotus Pool where Li Mu was.
Silver runes circled around while the green formation array remained intact.
Inside, spiritual mist rose from the liquid, thick and white, hiding any movement. No one knew what kind of encounter Li Mu was undergoing within.
The dragon ascension process was only briefly mentioned in Mount Shu's secret records. Even the sect leaders of the major branches didn’t know the details, so they couldn’t guess what was happening inside the green formation.
The first battle's costly victory and Long Wu’s severe injuries cast a shadow over the hearts of the branch sect leaders.
Long Wu was one of the strongest among the branch sect leaders. Otherwise, Dragon King Ridge wouldn’t have held White Emperor City for so long among the branches. But even someone as strong as Long Wu only narrowly won the first battle. What would happen in the next ten arena duels? No one felt confident.
Especially since the Nine Righteous Sects had nine masters who were either in the Shattering Realm or had strength comparable to it. Meanwhile, Mount Shu was severely lacking in top-tier fighters. They finally had Broken Water Flow, who could cut down Shattering Realm experts like vegetables, but he had unexpectedly entered the Azure Lotus Pool for 'Dragon Ascension' and probably wouldn’t make it in time for the fights.
Judging by today’s battle, the situation looked very bad for Mount Shu.
The likely outcome was that the branch sect leaders would either die or be gravely injured. The Divine Cult’s top fighters would be decimated. Even if they survived this battle, they might not recover afterward.
And behind the Nine Major Sects stood the Immortal Sects from Beyond the Heavens.
The chances of winning seemed slim.
"By the way, where is Wuhen?"
Grandmother of Wandering Blade Sect looked around but didn’t see her granddaughter. Feeling puzzled, she asked the others. But no one around had seen Ye Wuhen for half a day.
This was strange.
However, she didn’t think much about it.
With great enemies at hand, the situation was critical.
The branch sect leaders, their successors, and other high-ranking members of the Divine Cult went to the Soaring Immortal Hall. They needed to discuss who would fight tomorrow and guess who the enemy might send. By countering their martial arts, they could increase their chances of winning.
A tense atmosphere filled White Emperor City.
Time flew by.
Soon, it was the next day.
On the Floating Arena, the battle began again.
The fighter from Mount Shu was Blade Servant Nameless, the first blade servant of the Wandering Blade Sect.
He was a hidden trump card. The outside world only knew of one Shattering Realm expert in the Wandering Blade Sect—Grandmother Ye Hen. But in truth, there was also a blade servant by her side, a Shattering Realm master with unparalleled blade skills and immense combat power.
The expert from the Nine Major Sects was the sect leader of Dongshan Sword Sect, [Ancient Sword] Dongfang Qing. He was a Shattering Realm master of the Righteous Path who hadn’t fought Li Mu, so he wasn’t injured and was at his peak strength.
Clearly, after the heavy loss on the first day, the Nine Major Sects sent [Ancient Sword] Dongfang Qing, hoping for a quick and decisive victory to boost morale.
However, the appearance of Blade Servant Nameless was unexpected for the Nine Major Sects.
After a fierce fight, this unknown blade servant from the Wandering Blade Sect unleashed incredible power. With unmatched blade techniques, he severed one of [Ancient Sword] Dongfang Qing’s arms, securing another win for Mount Shu.
"You... you are Mo Han, the [First Blade of Wind and Cloud] from ninety years ago in the Bitter Star World. You... you actually joined the Demonic Sect?" Dongfang Qing clutched his severed arm. After the intense battle, he finally recognized the true identity of Blade Servant Nameless and was utterly shocked.
[First Blade of Wind and Cloud] Mo Han!
Ninety years ago, this was a name that made the martial world of Bitter Star take notice.
He didn’t come from any of the Nine Major Sects, but his blade arts were divine and unmatched. He was considered the greatest blade master ever. As a rogue cultivator, he defeated many experts from the Nine Major Sects and rose to become the top blade master in the world, showing his exceptional talent.
Unfortunately, this great blade master later vanished from the Jianghu without warning at the peak of his fame. Some said he was ambushed and killed by enemies, others claimed he had achieved Shattering the Void and left Bitter Star, and some believed he was in seclusion training. There were many rumors, but none were confirmed.
Who would have thought that when he reappeared today, he had become Nameless, a blade servant of the Demonic Sect's Wandering Blade Sect.
"Mo Han is dead. Now, there is only a lowly blade servant." Nameless was tall and imposing, wearing a white mask that only revealed his eyes and mouth. His gaze was calm like still water as he spoke quietly.
"It really is you. Hmph, I’ve seen your blade style before... To think the former First Blade of Wind and Cloud would stoop so low..." [Ancient Sword] Dongfang Qing accused angrily.
He had already fallen outside the Floating Arena, meaning he admitted defeat.
"It’s all thanks to your Nine Major Sects," Nameless said flatly. "If Sect Leader Dongfang is unhappy, you can step back onto the platform for another fight. I’ll give you one more chance."
Dongfang Qing looked embarrassed but didn’t return to the arena.
He had lost an arm and was no match for Blade Servant Nameless.
This great battle came to an end.
Mount Shu won another round.
The sun set, and a joyful, relaxed atmosphere filled White Emperor City.
Today’s battle could be called a complete victory.
The sudden appearance and rise of Blade Servant Nameless gave the followers of Mount Shu a boost of confidence. Many lower-ranked disciples realized that the Divine Cult truly had hidden dragons and crouching tigers—unknown top experts. The future looked hopeful.
"Tomorrow, I will continue to fight," Blade Servant Nameless said unexpectedly in the Soaring Immortal Hall, making the request himself.
Everyone was surprised.
"Shouldn’t you rest for a day or two?" Ouyang Huanyu, leader of the Transcendent Pavilion, suggested cautiously.
Blade Servant Nameless was very powerful. As long as he stayed at his peak, he could handle any Shattering Realm expert from the Nine Major Sects. But if he fought continuously, he might lose due to exhaustion, which would be a great loss.
Nameless shook his head. "No need to rest."
Grandmother Ye Hen of the Wandering Blade Sect looked at Nameless with complex emotions, then nodded. "Very well. Tomorrow, you shall fight again."
The matter was settled.
After the discussion, everyone went back to the Azure Lotus Pool where Li Mu was. But there were still no clear signs of anything special. The spiritual mist was thick, and no movement could be detected.
Although they had won today, the road ahead was still long.
If Broken Water Flow could complete his 'Dragon Ascension' journey soon, Mount Shu’s chance of winning would truly increase.
...
...
"That little scoundrel still hasn’t shown up?"
The Black Veiled Maiden hid alone in a dark hall, deep in thought. After two days of intense battles, Li Mu hadn’t appeared, which made her suspect he was hiding behind the scenes, secretly planning and controlling something.
"I must find a way to force him out."
The Black Veiled Maiden murmured to herself.
A moment later, Qin Rushuang, the [One Sword of the Western Sea] and sect leader of the Western Sea Sword Sect, was summoned into the hall.
"Tomorrow, you will fight."
The Black Veiled Maiden declared with certainty.
Qin Rushuang was taken aback.
Earlier, the Nine Major Sects had agreed that Zhongtian City Lord Lu Tianhua would fight tomorrow, and the Black Veiled Maiden had agreed back then. Why did she suddenly change her mind without warning?
"As you command."
Qin Rushuang was confused but didn’t dare oppose or question.
The Black Veiled Maiden seemed pleased with his response.
She opened her palm, revealing a crimson pill.
The pill was the size of a longan, clear and sparkling, with tiny dense runes shimmering inside. It emitted a mysterious power of the Law of Dao.
The Black Veiled Maiden said, "This [Red Jade Creation Pill] is a secret immortal elixir of my [Black Clothed Killing Pavilion]. After consuming and refining it, your body's potential will be unlocked for three days, doubling your strength. Refine it, and even if you face an opponent at the early Mortal Realm, you can defeat them."
Qin Rushuang was overjoyed and quickly took the pill with both hands. "Thank you, Maiden, for the gift... But may I ask, what happens after three days of taking the [Red Jade Creation Pill]?"
The Black Veiled Maiden replied, "After three days, you will be temporarily weak. With your cultivation, it will take at most ten days and nights to recover. There are no other side effects, so you can rest assured. This is your fortune, as the [Red Jade Creation Pill] contains runes of the Law from Beyond the Heavens. It will plant a seed in you. In the future, when you ascend to the Stellar River and enter the world of cultivators, you will adapt sooner and faster than others."
Hearing this, Qin Rushuang felt completely at ease.
"Remember, not only must you win tomorrow’s battle, but you must also crush the Demonic Sect’s morale. Make the fighter from the Demonic Sect suffer and die in agony to clear the gloom from the first two defeats. Understood?"
The Black Veiled Maiden said in a sinister tone.
"Your subordinate understands." Qin Rushuang bowed again and then withdrew.
...
...
Beside one Azure Lotus Pool, spiritual mist billowed.
Everyone else had left, leaving only the Grandmother of Wandering Blade Sect and Blade Servant Nameless standing by the pool. They stood about a step apart, both facing the lotus pool, quietly standing in the spiritual mist, each other’s breathing audible.
After a long while, the Grandmother of Wandering Blade Sect, Ye Hen, spoke. "Leave. Don’t get involved in this mess any longer. With just one person and one blade, how many rounds can you hold? You are not a member of the Divine Cult. Over the years, you have already done too much for me."
Nameless spoke calmly. "This world is vast, but there is no place for me. Only by your side can I find peace. Fighting for you, even if I die a hundred times, I will not regret."
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"I should not have saved you back then. I should have let you perish," the Grandmother of Wandering Blade Sect said with a mix of anger and annoyance in her tone.
Back in the day, Mo Han, known as the "First Blade Under the Heavens," shone as brilliantly as the sun across the skies. Because his radiance was too dazzling, it provoked jealousy among some from the Nine Major Sects of the Righteous Path. They secretly used poison and schemes against him, nearly causing his death. In his direst moment, he was saved by the Grandmother of Wandering Blade Sect, who happened to pass by. From then on, he joined the Huan Dao Sect and became her personal Blade Servant.
Decades had passed in the blink of an eye.
A strange light flickered in the Blade Servant's eyes.
He slowly removed the white mask from his face, revealing a face covered in scars.
Among those who had plotted against him was a woman from the Nine Major Sects. She had a secret crush on Mo Han, but when her advances were rejected, in a fit of rage, while he was severely injured, she used a special technique to cut his face thirty-six times, completely disfiguring him.
Over the years, he never tried to restore his appearance, because he knew he had fallen in love with a woman he could never have. Whether his face was beautiful or ugly no longer mattered.
Back then, the Grandmother of Wandering Blade Sect, Ye Hen, was a famously beautiful woman, no less stunning than the current Holy Maiden of the sect, Ye Wuhen.
Unfortunately, at that time, Ye Hen was already married to someone else.
Later, the Huan Dao Sect was suddenly attacked by the Righteous Path. The Huan Dao Manor suffered heavy casualties, with Ye Hen's son and daughter-in-law dying in the great battle. Her husband also died fighting to cover her escape as she held their granddaughter.
Ye Hen's hair turned white overnight. She vowed revenge and stopped using any cultivation methods to maintain her youth, appearing before the world as an old woman. Her heart grew cold, no longer holding any attachment to worldly love, focusing entirely on restoring the Huan Dao Sect and raising Ye Wuhen.
Nameless loved deeply, his feelings strong but restrained by propriety.
Ye Hen closed off her heart.
Master and servant, they quietly coexisted in a way outsiders could not understand. They rarely spoke, never discussing romantic love, yet their bond was stronger than any such relationship.
Today, the Grandmother of Wandering Blade Sect, Ye Hen, rarely took the initiative to speak, urging Nameless to leave White Emperor City because she had a very bad feeling. She sensed that the battle the next day would be extremely brutal.
"If I fight one more time, you can delay your battle by one day. If I win nine matches in a row, then you won't have to fight at all," Nameless said with a faint smile, holding his Wind Cloud Blade in his arms.
For a moment, it seemed as if he had returned to the glorious days when his blade could shatter the storms of the Kuxing World.
He was protecting Ye Hen in his own way.
Ye Hen shook her head. "No one can win nine matches in a row. Not even you. The Extra-Terrestrial Sect will not sit idly by. Once the Nine Major Sects lose more than four matches, they will certainly intervene. When that happens..."
Hope was slim.
"Then I'll just keep winning until I can't win anymore. We'll deal with it then," Nameless said lightly.
...
...
The third day.
The Arena Duel.
This battle lasted only half a day and was completely one-sided.
The chosen fighter from the Nine Major Sects, Qin Rushuang, known as "One Sword of the Western Sea," displayed power far beyond his usual abilities, nearly crushing Blade Servant Nameless.
"Haha, I didn't expect you to be the one fighting today. In the past, you were a notable figure in the Kuxing World, but you willingly joined the Demonic Sect. Fighting two matches in a row—it seems the Demonic Sect is just using you as a tool. Pathetic. Pitiful."
Qin Rushuang sneered and taunted.
He swung his sword, each strike drawing blood and leaving marks on Nameless's body.
Blade Servant Nameless was drenched in blood, his form barely human.
He did not speak, only gasped for breath, gathering strength to swing his blade again and again, as if he knew no fatigue.
Everyone could see that Qin Rushuang was intentionally torturing Nameless.
Yet Nameless stubbornly endured.
Boom!
Finally, Nameless was kicked flying by Qin Rushuang, sent hurtling off the Floating Arena. He landed on the Divine Light Shuttle like a bloody shadow, his breathing faint.
The renowned Wind Cloud Blade was also broken.
"Mo Han..." The Grandmother of Wandering Blade Sect, Ye Hen, cried out in sorrow. She rushed forward and caught Nameless in her arms.
Blood stained Ye Hen's green robes.
Nameless's scar-covered face now bore dozens of fresh wounds, making him appear terrifyingly hideous, yet there was an indescribable sacredness and purity about him.
His voice weak, he said, "Little Leaf, I'm sorry... I did my best."
The promise to win nine matches in a row ultimately could not be fulfilled.
He was angry and also afraid.
He was not afraid of death. What he feared was that if he fell, no one would be left to shield the Huan Dao Sect from storms. The woman he deeply loved would then have to step onto the Floating Arena herself and fight cruel opponents to the death.
"Don't say anything more..." Ye Hen channeled her zhenqi, trying to save him.
Nameless shook his head. "It's no use. My life force is broken. You... must be careful... The Nine Major Sects are cheating. Qin Rushuang doesn't... doesn't have such power. His zhenqi contains... a dark power from beyond the heavens..."
Before he could finish, he could no longer speak.
With his last bit of strength, he lifted his head to look at Ye Hen's face.
In the final moments of his life, he could finally look openly and directly at the face engraved deep in his soul.
So very beautiful.
It was as if time had reversed to ninety years ago, the first time he saw her. He was also severely injured then, his consciousness fading. She was as beautiful as a celestial maiden.
"So beautiful..." he murmured, a smile on his face.
His once-strong hand gradually loosened its grip on the broken hilt of the Wind Cloud Blade.
Thus fell a great master of blade arts in the Kuxing World.
"Brother Mo Han." Tears streamed down Ye Hen's face.
Her appearance seemed to reverse in time, the signs of age fading away. Her skin became as youthful as a sixteen-year-old girl's, her hair thick and flowing, stunningly beautiful—just as she was when she first met Mo Han, the "First Blade Under the Heavens."
In Mo Han's final moments, Ye Hen stimulated her cultivation method, stirring her qi and blood, restoring her appearance to its most youthful state. It was her way of giving this devoted lover a final gift.
Without another word, Ye Hen picked up the blood-soaked Mo Han and transformed into a streak of light, flying toward White Emperor City.
"You... you cheated! How shameless!" Ouyang Huanyu, leader of the Transcendent Pavilion, glared angrily at the Nine Major Sects, his eyes fixed on Qin Rushuang. "Hmph, a so-called 'Shattering the Void' supreme master of the Kuxing World, yet you dare to step onto the arena only with outside help. A disgrace to the Martial Path of Kuxing!"
"Haha, Ouyang Huanyu, are you losing your temper?" Qin Rushuang sneered from his position of victory. "What proof do you have that I used outside help?"
The Young Master of Transcendent Pavilion, Ouyang Yu, snorted coldly. "That power is not something you could possess. You are no match for Uncle Nameless. You... are utterly shameless, a despicable villain."
Gathered on both sides of the Floating Arena were top experts and rising talents from both the righteous and demonic paths. Their insight and experience represented the peak of the Kuxing World. Some things were obvious at a glance.
"Hahaha," Qin Rushuang laughed loudly. "Ignorant child, you know nothing. I recently made a breakthrough in my divine skill, reaching a higher level of cultivation. How could ants like you possibly understand?"
He looked toward the Mount Shu group on the Divine Light Shuttle. "Tomorrow, I will be waiting here on this Floating Arena, ready to receive your instructions. Haha, I wonder who will dare to fight tomorrow? Hahaha!"
Cheers erupted from the camp of the Nine Major Sects.
The disciples of the Western Sea Sword Sect were especially excited and proud.
In the first two days of battle, the Nine Major Sects had lost twice in a row, shaking morale and dampening spirits. But today, their sect leader had swept away the gloom, boosting morale and making every Western Sea Sword Sect disciple feel immensely proud.
As for whether outside help was involved—they didn't care.
Winning was all that mattered.
The divine light shimmered.
The Mount Shu group piloted their shuttle back to White Emperor City.
...
...
Beside an Azure Lotus Pool, Ye Hen slowly lowered Mo Han's body into the spiritual liquid of the pool, hoping to preserve even a one-in-ten-thousand chance of hope.
But she knew deep down that the Azure Lotus Pool was not all-powerful.
Footsteps sounded.
The Mount Shu group had also arrived.
"The Nine Major Sects are becoming more and more despicable."
"The Extra-Terrestrial Sect must have secretly done something."
"It's truly outrageous."
"So shameless."
The Mount Shu crowd was filled with righteous anger, cursing loudly.
Though such things were expected, they hadn't anticipated that the Nine Major Sects and the Extra-Terrestrial Sect would be so brazen, scheming so blatantly so early on, stripping the so-called fair Arena Duel of its original meaning.
But cursing wouldn't solve the problem.
They still had to choose someone for the next day's battle.
Compared to the gravity of the previous three selections, this one felt cruel. The fourth combatant from the Nine Major Sects was clearly still Qin Rushuang, whose power had surged. No matter who they sent, the chances of victory were extremely slim.
"I will go," Ye Hen said calmly, her peerless beauty radiant, her expression serene.
...
...
"That little rat is so patient, watching his own side get slaughtered yet still not showing himself," the Black Veiled Maiden mused in the dark hall, growing even more certain. "The more he hides, the more he must be plotting some major scheme. Let's see how long he can hold out, hehe!"
She summoned Qin Rushuang and gave him instructions.
"Your performance today was acceptable. Tomorrow, be even more brutal and cruel," she said.
...
...
"Father, must we really do this?"
The Young Master of Transcendent Pavilion, Ouyang Yu, looked at his father, his face filled with grief and a sense of powerlessness to stop him.
Even though he had traveled the Jianghu for decades and earned the famous title "Young Master Jade," he felt shocked and helpless at his father's sudden decision.
"Do as I say. Remember, strike quickly. Don't give the Huan Dao Sect any time to react. Also, time it right—not too early. Right now, Ye Hen's mind is in turmoil. She won't be on guard against her own people. With you making the move, success is assured."
Ouyang Huanyu stood with his back turned, speaking indifferently.
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In a dimension within the Azure Lotus Pool, Li Mu was immersed in the ocean of Sword Intent from [The Swordsman's Journey].
Li Bai, China's ancient poet celebrated for his supreme romantic spirit, was revered and worshipped by countless people throughout his life. Full of magnificent, dreamlike elements, like an Immortal descended from heaven, the carefree elegance and flavor in many of his verses could only be written by him.
[The Swordsman's Journey] was Li Bai's representative work.
"Killing a man amid worldly dust,
Escaping between sharp blades."
This poem brimmed with chilling sword energy, showcasing Li Bai's uniquely extreme romantic spirit.
The true essence of the Sword Intent from The Swordsman's Journey lay within this single poem.
To grasp it, you first had to understand the poem.
Around Li Mu's body, every word of the poem [The Swordsman's Journey] rotated and danced. The silver characters resembled Dao Talismans, each stroke imbued with the true meaning of the Way of the Sword.
Li Mu cultivated Blade Arts.
He had loved the blade since childhood.
An ancient Chinese martial saying went: "The sword is the gentleman of all weapons, the blade is the Monarch."
Li Mu never considered himself a gentleman. He preferred the domineering force of a Monarch. Blade Arts were direct: slashing horizontally or vertically, straightforward.
All paths had common origins. At the Martial Path level, the blade and the sword shared underlying principles.
Li Bai himself had expressed the hope that Li Mu could absorb the essence of his Swordsman's Journey Sword Intent and integrate it into Blade Arts. Therefore, abandoning the blade to train in the sword never crossed Li Mu's mind. He was searching for the common ground between blade and sword.
Time trickled away.
Li Mu delved deep into the world of Sword Intent.
[The Swordsman's Journey] contained 24 lines and 120 characters. Each character transformed into a strange, Sword Intent rune, containing a spark of true knowledge about swordsmanship. Activating his Heavenly Eye, Li Mu extended his spirit like tentacles, constantly capturing these Sword Intent runes, then comprehending and assimilating their meaning.
Time passed.
Li Mu’s body automatically circulated the [Innate Art], absorbing the Azure Lotus Treasure Qi. Simultaneously, his spirit remained completely submerged in the Sword Intent world within The Swordsman's Journey, understanding that Martial True Meaning and integrating it into his own understanding of the Blade Path.
Time had lost its meaning during cultivation.
Time flowed on...
...
By the Azure Lotus Pool,
Huan Dao Sect's Sect Leader, Ye Hen, sat cross-legged, unmoving.
She had been ambushed and was locked by Mount Shu's unique Meridian-Sealing Art. Trapped Zhenqi rendered her immobile.
"Ah, why endure this?"
Having exhausted all methods without escape, Ye Hen felt anxiety burning inside.
She knew why she'd been ambushed.
She understood her attacker's motives.
She felt no anger, only sorrow. A deep, aching sorrow.
Another old friend was about to die. Dying in her stead.
...
...
The sun hung like bloody fire in the sky.
A biting wind howled past.
"Father..."
Standing atop the Divine Light Shuttle, Young Master Ouyang Yu's expression was despairing and grief-stricken. Tears streamed down uncontrollably. His legs weakened, and he faced the direction of the Floating Arena, crumpling to his knees.
The Mount Shu masters on the Divine Light Shuttle wore expressions of fury and deep sorrow.
"Hahaha! Utterly insignificant!"
One Sword of the Western Sea, Qin Rushuang, laughed heartily to the sky.
The battle had ended. He held a bloody head aloft. At his feet lay the headless corpse of Transcendent Pavilion Master Ouyang Huanyu, leader of one of Mount Shu's seven branches, bathed in blood, a trophy beneath his boot.
The fourth battle of the ten Arena Duels concluded.
Ouyang Huanyu, fighting for Mount Shu, was dead.
The Nine Major Sects claimed another victory.
Standing at two wins each, it was a draw for now.
For Mount Shu, however, the situation bordered on hopelessness. Nameless and Ouyang Huanyu, two powerful Shattered Realm experts, had been crushed in humiliation and killed. Mount Shu could find no one capable of defeating Qin Rushuang, whose strength had mysteriously surged.
"The remaining six duels? Unnecessary," Qin Rushuang sneered contemptuously. "None of you match me. Surrender early, relinquish White Emperor City. Perhaps you can preserve some remnant of strength."
He flung Ouyang Huanyu's head onto the ground and pressed his foot firmly upon it, his voice pitiless.
Ouyang Yu tried frantically to charge out but was restrained by Master Shuiyue and others nearby.
Qin Rushuang's continued provocation aimed to bait Mount Shu's warriors onto the Floating Arena, ensuring another brutal death.
"Hmph, I know you're furious. I know you suffer. Savor it. This is the sorrow of the weak," Qin Rushuang deliberately rubbed salt in Mount Shu's collective wound. "Death isn't freedom; it’s merely the start of another humiliation."
He then ordered the remains of Transcendent Pavilion Master Ouyang Huanyu brought back to his sect's airship. Hooking them by the shoulders, he had the corpse hoisted gruesomely high on the mainmast, left to bake beneath the scorching sun.
"Behold the fate of those who oppose the Nine Major Sects! No peace, even in death."
Qin Rushuang delivered a chilling smile.
Mount Shu loyalists felt their guts churn with rage.
"Qin Rushuang! This transcends cruelty! This is a fair Arena Duel! Outsiders bolstered your power! Why desecrate the dead?" Mount Shu's Master Shuiyue roared. "Your Western Sea Sword Sect claims to be Righteous! You are one of the Seven Paragons of this generation's Good Path! Have you utterly forsaken shame?"
Qin Rushuang’s expression froze momentarily, a flicker of heat creeping onto his face. It vanished swiftly into another sneer. "Dealing with demonic filth like you warrants no honor. Scattering your ashes would be mercy!"
"You...!" Master Shuiyue trembled with fury.
For a fleeting moment, the urge to leap onto the Floating Arena and commence the fifth battle consumed him. He fought it down. Old comrades falling in rapid succession had depleted Mount Shu's mightiest warriors. Master Shuiyue knew stability was paramount. He would only step onto that platform when everything was prepared. Mount Shu could ill afford further chaos now.
"We return." Master Shuiyue commanded the Divine Light Shuttle. As it ferried the Mount Shu contingent back towards White Emperor City, Transcendent Pavilion's Young Master, Ouyang Yu, overwhelmed by grief, slipped from consciousness.
A profound, inescapable sorrow weighed upon every heart, impossible to dispel. Looking back, they could still see Ouyang Huanyu's corpse hanging high on the mast of the Western Sea Sword Sect's warship.
...
...
"Strange... Driven to this extremity... Why is Li Mu still absent?"
The Black Clothed Killing Pavilion's lady assassin, the Black-Veiled Maiden, found herself doubting her own calculations. Had Li Mu already fled?
Unlikely.
After the Battle of the Divine Tomb, she felt she understood Li Mu well. This Sinful One was no coward. He possessed the ruthless bravery common to the reputed Sinful Immortals. He wouldn't abandon his comrades.
Then why hadn't he shown himself? Unease prickled the Black-Veiled Maiden's mind.
"Acceleration is vital. Should other masters from the Extra-Terrestrial Sects arrive before the arena battles conclude... Should they recognize Li Mu's identity... Claiming the bounty without having to share? Impossible."
Strategies reformed rapidly in her thoughts. She summoned Qin Rushuang once more.
"You fight again tomorrow. On tomorrow's arena stage, make it... crueller. Whoever Mount Shu sends... brutalize them. End them mercilessly. Understand?" Her instruction sent chills down Qin Rushuang's spine.
He hastily agreed, a shiver running through him. Triumphantly slaying Nameless and Ouyang Huanyu these past two days... That sensation of invincible power... It intoxicated him like potent wine. He craved it, unable to step away.
...
...
"Senior Ye... apologies for the offense."
A Protector from the Transcendent Pavilion approached. Working to dissolve the Meridian-Sealing Art imprisoning Huan Dao Sect Leader Ye Hen, he bowed deeply in apology.
"Where is... Elder Brother Ouyang?" Ye Hen straightened, her gaze drilling into the Protector as she formed each word deliberately.
In bygone days, before Mount Shu fractured, when its seven branches shone brightly, Ye Hen, Ouyang Huanyu, Master Shuiyue... These were the elite, the rising generation. Brothers and sisters in campaigns past, constantly competing, constantly striving. Yet, bonds forged over a hundred years? Their depth was unfathomable to the uninvolved.
The Protector, a figure from that era too, reddened eyes welling. He couldn’t voice the news. Tears traced paths down weathered cheeks.
Ye Hen swayed.
Steadying herself against the lotus pool edge, she battled her breathing into submission.
A faint redness touched the rims of her eyes. But no tears escaped.
Time for tears had passed.
Ye Hen departed the Azure Lotus Pool, heading to the Soaring Immortal Hall.
The once bustling hall stood hollowed by silence. Long Wu bore severe injuries. Nameless had fallen. Ouyang Huanyu had fallen. Among the Shattering Realm elders who held command, only Master Shuiyue and Ye Hen remained.
"Tomorrow, I take the stage," Ye Hen stated, her voice carved from iron, brooking no contradiction. "Should I fall... concede these ten duels. Evacuate White Emperor City. Needless sacrifices must cease. Rebuild. Gather strength. Await our resurgence."
Master Shuiyue tried to form words. Seeing Ye Hen’s resolute visage, his protest dissolved before it left his throat. Hope for tomorrow’s clash? Bleakly slim.
Ding Yi stood amidst the crowd, face creased in a deep frown, struggle plain in his eyes. Ultimately, he stayed silent.
A pall of grievous sorrow draped over the entire White Emperor City.
Soon, morning arrived. The sun climbed high.
The fifth arena duel commenced.
Warriors representing Good and Evil convened on either side of the Floating Arena. Luo Xuanxin, Xiao Dong, Lu Xun, and Qiu Shuiming—visitors from Earth—joined the assembly on the Divine Light Shuttle. This marked their first permitted viewing. A lesson, intended: imprint this scene in their memories. Understand the cost. See true strength enacted.
Flickering like light itself, Huan Dao Sect's Sect Leader Ye Hen materialized upon the Floating Arena.
Verdant robes like spring. A scimitar like swift lightning.
"Qin Rushuang! Come forth and fight me!"
Fearless. Ye Hen issued the challenge.
"Hah! The former Huan Dao Sect Leader? Has the Demonic Sect truly fallen so far? Reduced to putting women on the front line? Pathetic!" Accompanied by mocking laughter, Qin Rushuang appeared on the platform, his expression dripping scorn and derision.
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The treasured weapon of the Huan Dao Sect was a blade named the Washing Moon.
This blade was in the hands of the Holy Maiden Ye Wuhen.
But what the world did not know was that the Huan Dao Sect actually had another ultimate treasure, called the Osmanthus. It was a long staff made from the sacred Osmanthus tree beside the Immortal Palace.
Both the blade and the staff were treasures left behind by Li Bai, the founding ancestor of Mount Shu.
On Earth, there was a myth about the Toad Palace in the Moon, and beside the Toad Palace there was an Osmanthus tree. Where there was the moon, there was the Osmanthus. So besides the Washing Moon, the Huan Dao Sect’s treasured weapon also included the Osmanthus.
This long staff was in the hands of Huan Dao Sect Leader Ye Hen. It was the black staff she used as a walking stick all year round.
Clang!
The reforged Sea Shadow Sword clashed with the Osmanthus, bursting with a cluster of dazzling sparks and arcs of light.
Along with the mournful cry and trembling of the Sea Shadow Sword, Qin Rushuang retreated three steps. He looked at Ye Hen with a shocked expression and said, “You...” The force transmitted from the opponent’s long staff made his wrist numb. This was a strength far beyond what he had imagined.
Huan Dao Sect Leader Ye Hen was indeed a Shattered Realm expert, but her strength should not possibly be this high.
“What? Surprised?” Ye Hen’s long hair danced wildly, her aura like a furious dragon. She said, “Did you think only you could rely on methods from Beyond the Heavens to enhance your cultivation and power?”
Boom! Boom! Boom!
The long staff swung, striking dozens of times.
Sparks flowed and splashed everywhere.
Qin Rushuang’s sword techniques were completely suppressed by the omnipresent staff shadows. Under the constant impacts, he continuously retreated, the tiger’s mouth of his hand numb, and he could barely hold onto the Sea Shadow Sword.
This result was something Qin Rushuang could not accept.
It also caused an uproar among the Nine Major Sects in the distance.
They thought they were waiting for another victory, but today’s situation seemed unfavorable. The strength of Huan Dao Sect Leader Ye Hen was actually this terrifying?
However, the Black Veiled Maiden’s eyes shimmered with a strange light.
“Good, it seems that Li Mu has finally taken some action. This old woman’s power was clearly stimulated by external force, at the cost of burning her life source... But how long could this last?”
She sneered and waited.
On Mount Shu’s Divine Light Shuttle, amidst everyone’s shock, Li Nianhao, the successor of Li Shan, had a serious expression as he said, “Sect Leader Ye came to me yesterday and took the ‘Dream Drunken Delirium.’ It can last for at most one hour. If she cannot defeat Qin Rushuang within one hour, then there will be trouble...”
Dream Drunken Delirium!
Some Mount Shu experts who understood the meaning behind these four words immediately changed their expressions drastically.
Back in the day, the first-generation Li Shan leader was skilled in the art of medicine and mastered the power of healing and creation. He researched and created a miraculous medicine that could stimulate a warrior’s life source, allowing them to erupt with formidable combat power.
Even Shattering the Void Realm experts could double their strength under the stimulation of this medicine.
This medicine was called Dream Drunken Delirium.
It was named so because after taking this medicine, one’s spirit entered a semi-conscious, chaotic state. The wonderful feeling of controlling everything with the surge of power was enough to drive countless people crazy, as if they were in a beautiful dream.
However, this medicine also had a terrible side effect.
Once taken and the life source was burned, the severe cases would eventually die from exhaustion and shattered spirit, while the lighter cases would have their minds broken and inverted, falling into a muddled state and becoming idiots.
In the great battle a hundred years ago, many Mount Shu experts resolutely took the Dream Drunken Delirium to save the Divine Cult from crisis. They erupted with tremendous power and protected White Emperor City, but ultimately, they all perished.
Even the first-generation Li Shan leader who created the Dream Drunken Delirium prescription also took it. After the great battle, he became mad and died within three years.
This medicine was eventually listed as a forbidden drug within the Divine Cult.
Before the first-generation Li Shan leader passed away, he briefly regained clarity of mind and directly destroyed the Dream Drunken Delirium prescription because it was too domineering and disrupted the natural order. Once used for evil purposes, it would cause endless disaster.
Li Nianhao only recently managed to restore the prescription in the past few years.
After hearing Li Nianhao’s explanation, the Mount Shu crowd looked at the Fighting Platform again, their eyes filled with deep grief and worry.
At this moment, half an hour had passed since the great battle began.
Ye Hen’s power was like a demon sealed away, the shadows of the Osmanthus staff pressed down like dark clouds, completely suppressing Qin Rushuang. But in haste, she still could not achieve complete victory. If this continued, once the one-hour mark passed and the Dream Drunken Delirium’s effect ended, she would surely be defeated.
On the Floating Arena.
One Sword of the Western Sea Qin Rushuang looked anxious and angry.
The continuous, overlapping pressure from the opponent’s staff shadows felt like an unending river, making him feel suffocated.
His Sea Shadow Sword had been cut by Broken Water Flow’s blade before and was reforged, but the cracks were not completely repaired. As a result, under such violent impacts, fine hair-like cracks appeared again.
What was going on?
He could not figure it out.
Had the Demonic Sect experts from Beyond the Heavens finally descended, infiltrated White Emperor City, and secretly performed some trick? If that was the case, then wasn't he in danger today too?
He could not help but feel a sense of fear.
At that moment, a transmission suddenly reached his ears.
It was from the Black Veiled Maiden.
Upon hearing it, the anxiety on Qin Rushuang’s face instantly vanished, replaced by joy. He looked as if he had suddenly realized something.
“Heh, you crazy woman, this kind of burning consumption can't last more than an hour, right? I can just stall and wear you down.” Qin Rushuang sneered, switching his sword technique to a defensive stance, starting to waste time.
A trace of anxiety flashed in Ye Hen’s eyes.
But she did not say a word. The Osmanthus staff in her hands attacked wildly at all costs.
...
...
“Only the last two lines left.”
Joy appeared on Li Mu’s face.
He had almost fully comprehended the flying Sword Intent characters of The Swordsman’s Journey. Only the final two lines remained: ‘Who could write beneath the pavilion? White head, the Taixuan classic.’
These were the conclusion of the entire poem and the summary of all the Sword Intent.
The Azure Lotus Treasure Qi in Li Mu’s body had reached a saturation point and was no longer being absorbed. The Innate Art continuously circulated the Azure Lotus Treasure Qi, refining it and dispersing it throughout his limbs and bones. Then, following a specific path, it merged into his Dantian, transforming the power of the Azure Lotus Treasure Qi into Li Mu’s unique Chaos True Qi.
His spiritual power condensed into tangible tendrils, stretching out to capture the silver Runes derived from the last two lines’ ten characters, continuously comprehending and refining them.
He himself did not know how much time had passed.
Li Mu was like an infant still in the womb.
He soaked in the Azure Lotus treasure liquid, completely naked. His physique was undergoing changes, and the Law of Dao and Great Dao imprints within his body were also going through a process from quantitative change to qualitative change.
If a Shattering the Void expert were here, they would surely recognize this as a process of entering the Shattered Realm. Moreover, it was more complex and mysterious than the breakthrough of ordinary Shattered Realm experts.
All of this happened without Li Mu’s awareness.
What Li Mu also did not know was that not far from him, in the same Azure Lotus Pool, the exquisitely beautiful Holy Maiden Ye Wuhen with her long green hair was also fully naked, soaking in the Azure Lotus spiritual liquid.
The young woman’s eyes were closed, immersed in a mysterious and profound state.
Some of the inherited Cultivation Methods left by Li Bai were not useful to Li Mu, so he ultimately passed them on to Ye Wuhen.
For Ye Wuhen, this was an opportunity.
She had entered a strange state of forgetting herself, others, and objects.
In her perception, the world she was in was not the Azure Lotus Pool, but an endless cosmic void. She continuously cultivated and comprehended. Time seemed to stand still, yet also rush by like a torrent, losing its meaning.
She was completely unaware that Li Mu was actually less than ten meters away from her.
Journeying through the cosmos with the spirit was just like this.
Time passed.
Boom!
Suddenly, everything in Li Mu’s mind became clear.
The chaotic energy gradually faded, and the scenery of the lake and mountains became clear.
He abruptly opened his eyes, and his senses returned to normal.
He immediately felt something was wrong. When he turned his head, his eyes fell upon a flawless, breathtakingly beautiful naked body gently floating in the Azure Lotus spiritual liquid about ten meters away.
The body, like carved white jade, fulfilled every perfect fantasy a man could have about the opposite sex. Its sacredness made one’s heart tremble.
It was Ye Wuhen.
She was here too.
After Li Mu saw it for the first time, he immediately realized he shouldn’t be looking and quickly turned his head away. But even after turning away, the image of that perfect body remained in his mind, hard to dispel.
He hastily activated the Innate Art to drive away the improper thoughts in his heart.
With a movement, he stepped out of the Azure Lotus Pool.
When he looked back again, the Azure Formation Barrier and the white spiritual liquid mist concealed everything, and he could no longer see the situation inside. Only then did he breathe a slight sigh of relief.
Thank goodness.
Otherwise, if others found out that he and Ye Wuhen were ‘soaking in a hot spring’ together while naked, it would really damage the young woman’s reputation.
Li Mu changed into a common robe from his Storage Space. Seeing no one around, he had no idea how much time had passed.
He slightly circulated the Chaos True Qi within his body. After sensing it, his expression changed.
“Hmm, everything has changed. This is...” Li Mu felt that his power had undergone a dramatic transformation.
The Chaos True Qi roared and surged, incredibly vigorous, moving through the meridians of his body. He felt a sense of fullness and expansion. Even in the hidden and subtle meridians that were previously undetectable, the Chaos True Qi now flowed vigorously, circulating automatically and endlessly.
The human body itself was a treasure trove.
Meridians were the Keys that unlocked the various areas of this treasure trove.
How many meridians were there?
No one could say for sure.
The more meridians opened, the stronger the power, and the more the divine treasures of the human body’s treasure trove were developed.
Shattered Realm experts had opened far more meridians than other experts, which was one of the reasons for their terrifying strength.
“Are these signs of the Shattered Realm? Have I entered the Shattered Realm?”

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 555: Li Mu Arrives
[image: ]


​
Li Mu was greatly astonished.
This time, he had merely been comprehending the Sword Intent of The Swordsman's Journey. This focused on understanding combat techniques and the Martial True Meaning, not on increasing his cultivation. So why had he unknowingly advanced into the realm of Shattering the Void?
Moreover, advancing into the Shattering the Void realm should, in theory, summon a Heavenly Tribulation – one that was incredibly terrifying.
But where was his Heavenly Tribulation for Shattering the Void?
It hadn't appeared.
What was going on?
Li Mu vaguely felt this might be related to Nie Longshan being struck by lightning for ten days and nights back then. Could it be that the Heavenly Tribulation for advancing to Shattering had been weathered entirely by accident?
That seemed the only plausible explanation.
But that wasn't important. What mattered was that he had finally stepped into the realm of Shattering the Void.
This was a significant stride on the Martial Path.
Within the cultivation realms of the Stellar River, one only entered the true cultivator sequence after Shattering the Void, though it remained merely the beginning of cultivation. Like an insect among the countless lifeforms in the vast universe, barely worthy of notice, it was thus called the Insect Realm.
Before Shattering the Void, within the grand cultivator sequence, one couldn't even be considered an insect. Using scientific terminology from Earth, it was more like a 'cell'.
Li Mu carefully felt the power within his body, stirred his Zhenqi, and casually swiped his hand through the nearby Void.
Ssssssh!
The Void tore like paper, revealing a dark, gaping space crack.
A strange attraction emanated from within the Void, seemingly trying to pull Li Mu into the fissure.
Deep within Li Mu's heart, a peculiar urge also arose an impulse to dive into that black space crack. The world beyond the crack held an unspeakable attraction to his soul.
So this was Shattering the Void?
On the Divine Land Continent, Shattering the Void meant Ascension to an immortal, leaving the original world behind like a bird escaping its cage, entering a boundless new world.
So the so-called Ascension involved entering the torn crack in the Void.
But what lay beyond that fissure?
An entirely new world? Or, perhaps, it was simply walking out of the original planet this way, entering the Perseus Star Zone?
As Li Mu pondered this, the space crack healed under the workings of the Heavenly Dao Laws, vanishing quickly.
He couldn't leave the Bitter Star World just yet.
Li Mu departed from near the Azure Lotus Pond.
He needed first to determine how much time had passed and what stage the ten platform battles between Righteous and Evil factions had reached.
...
...
“Time is up. It’s over.”
The time limit of one chen finally arrived.
Qin Rushuang sneered coldly. The Sea Shadow Sword in his hand suddenly quivered and lashed out like a viper. Power exceeding that of the Shattered Realm exploded forth like a geyser.
Bang!
The Cassia Blossom Staff was sent flying away.
Ssssst! Ssssst! Ssssst!
The swordlight, like poisonous snakes, instantly ripped numerous bloody blossoms onto the body of Sect Leader Ye Hen of the Huan Dao Sect.
Ye Hen’s body flew backwards fiercely and crashed into the edge of the Formation Barrier surrounding the Floating Arena.
Clang!
The sound of the Cassia Blossom Staff hitting the ground rang out.
Ye Hen’s figure slid down from the edge of the Formation Barrier, leaving trails of blood.
The heart desired to kill the foe, but the strength turned the heavens failed.
Her face held deep unwillingness.
Then, her mind began to blur in waves. The side effects of Dream Drunken Delirium kicked in. Blood blurred her vision. Vaguely, she saw Qin Rushuang walking towards her with a vicious grin, like a Gui.
“Over a hundred years old, yet still so beautiful? Hmph,” Qin Rushuang’s eyes shone with venomous lust. “So the Demonic Sect demons love flashy but useless tricks. I wonder, is the body beneath these green robes as young as that pretty face?”
His sword slowly lifted to tear at Ye Hen’s robe, intending to shred her clothing. He relished this way of humiliating Ye Hen, deliberately provoking and enraging the people of Mount Shu.
Ye Hen wanted to fight back.
But the muddling side effects of Dream Drunken Delirium blurred her consciousness, and her body began refusing to obey.
“Shameless! Stop!” Aboard the Divine Light Shuttle, Master Shuiyue and others were beside themselves with fury, their eyes wide with rage.
They never imagined that Qin Rushuang, a Shattered Realm powerhouse, could possess absolutely no dignity or self-respect, acting so disgracefully. To resort to such despicable and vile acts in front of a large crowd!
“Hmph, the weak hold no power to accuse others.”
Qin Rushuang laughed triumphantly.
His long sword rested against the hem of Ye Hen’s robe, beginning to slice through the fabric inch by inch.
“Shameless! You disgrace the name of man!”
The heir of the Water Moon School, Lute and Sword Young Master, couldn't hold back any longer. She rushed out, landing on the Floating Arena, drawing her sword to attack.
“Hah! Couldn't hold back? So this counts as the sixth contest?” Qin Rushuang withdrew his sword from Ye Hen, turning to regard the attacking figure. He chuckled dismissively. “What a pity. Young and beautiful, yet you come seeking death. Truly, the Demonic Sect has run out of capable men, sending women repeatedly to fill the ranks.”
He was an old hand of the Jianghu. At a glance, he recognized that this Lute and Sword Young Master was a sixteen-year-old girl disguised as a young man.
“I’ll fight you to the death!”
Lute and Sword Young Master charged madly at Qin Rushuang.
“Too weak. No match at all.”
With a casual flick of his sword, Qin Rushuang sent the Lute and Sword Young Master flying back. This outstanding youth of her generation was still too green before Qin Rushuang empowered by drugs.
The glare Lute and Sword Young Master shot at Qin Rushuang was razor-sharp with hatred.
“Don’t look at me with those eyes. Utterly pointless. Women shouldn’t wield swords. Before true power, they should only bow and scrape, flatter and cater to please.”
Lasciviousness swirled in Qin Rushuang's eyes.
The Black Veiled Maiden had instructed him to use any means to anger the Demonic Sect, and under such hints and authorization, he had sunk deeper into depravity. His spirit was warping, a change he himself hadn't even noticed.
Swordlight flashed with the sound of tearing silk.
Riiip!
The Young Master's outer robe shredded, revealing crimson undergarments and soft, exposed skin as dazzlingly white as congealed fat. Her black hair cascaded freely, confirming she was indeed a peerless beauty.
“Stop this!”
“We fight them!”
“Qin’er...” Master Shuiyue roared, pulling his sword, ready to leap forward. Nominally master and disciple, they were actually father and daughter; Lute and Sword Young Master was his only child.
Aboard the Divine Light Shuttle, the Mount Shu members could endure no longer. They prepared to surge forward, consequences be damned.
At that moment, a voice rang out—
“Stand down.”
A hazy blade light tore across the Void.
The surge of Blade Intent violently sent Master Shuiyue and others back onto the Divine Light Shuttle.
At the same time, a white figure instantly arrived, appearing on the Floating Arena.
A flash of blade light.
Qin Rushuang only felt an overwhelmingly sharp Blade Qi slicing towards him. Before he could react, his Sea Shadow Sword shattered into countless pieces with a loud crash, and his protective energy dissipated instantly, like butter cut by a hot knife.
The sound of cracking bones echoed.
He spat blood and was thrown backward.
"Broken Water Flow!"
He shouted loudly as he fell to the ground, trembling with unspeakable fear.
The person who suddenly appeared was Li Mu.
Swish!
Li Mu tossed a robe backward, covering the delicate figure of 'Lute and Sword Young Master'. Without turning his head, he said, "Take care of Granny Ye."
Lute and Sword Young Master snapped back to reality, let out a relieved breath, and spat out the stagnant blood in his throat. He put on the male robe to cover himself and quickly went to support Ye Hen, who was becoming delirious. He glanced at Li Mu and said, "Be careful."
In truth, a few days ago, he had already recognized Li Mu as the "weak scholar" he had advised in the tavern not to be obsessed with Jianghu legends.
He had completely misjudged him back then. He thought Li Mu was a foolish weakling unaware of the dangers of Jianghu, but it turned out he was a formidable expert hiding his true strength.
The girl had initially thought Li Mu was pretending to be weak to deceive others, his motives too mysterious, so she hadn’t approached him in White Emperor City. But now, she felt a rush of pleasant surprise at Li Mu’s sudden appearance.
Li Mu waved his hand without looking back, as a response.
On the Divine Light Shuttle, the Mount Shu crowd couldn’t help but cheer.
The moment they saw Li Mu’s figure appear, for some reason, everyone suddenly felt at ease. It was as if a collapsing mountain had reversed its fall, or a raging flood had suddenly flowed backward...
In short, it was a feeling of unconditional trust.
"Teacher..."
"Consultant Li!"
People from Earth’s Martial World and military also shook their fists excitedly, their faces flushed.
"It's him, Broken Water Flow!"
"He’s here."
Among the Nine Major Sects, the Sect Leaders who had suffered defeat at Li Mu’s hands couldn’t help but tremble, their hearts racing with fear.
At the sight of that white figure, it was as if that terrifying blade light from before had reappeared before their eyes. The sharp, killing intent made fear spread like a plague within them.
Meanwhile, the Black Veiled Maiden from the Black Clothed Killing Pavilion finally grew excited.
He was here.
Li Mu had finally appeared.
The opportunity had come.
Like a poisonous snake lurking in the shadows for too long, she began to silently flick her venomous tongue.
In that instant, almost all eyes fell upon Li Mu.
And Li Mu looked directly at Qin Rushuang.
"How did someone as despicable and trashy as you manage to reach the Shattered Realm?" He strode aggressively toward his opponent.
Qin Rushuang forced himself up, his face twisted in rage, and roared, "Perfect timing! I’ve been waiting to avenge that previous blade strike—I—"
A flash of blade light.
Qin Rushuang’s head flew right off.
Li Mu stomped his foot on the head and said, "Even saying one more word to you disgusts me... But killing you outright won’t satisfy my anger. Tell me, how should I deal with this piece of trash that is you?"
"You—" Qin Rushuang’s head spoke, his face filled with terror.
He couldn’t believe that even after taking the Immortal Elixir, he was still so easily defeated.
Had Broken Water Flow become this strong?
Or had he been hiding his true power all along?
"I never like to assume the worst of people, but you’ve completely redefined what evil means," Li Mu said with a terrifying calmness. "The cruelty you inflicted on others will return to you a hundredfold. From this moment on—"
He kicked Qin Rushuang’s headless body off the Floating Arena, sending it crashing onto the Divine Light Shuttle and shattering all his clothes.
"Hang him up!" Li Mu commanded.
The naked, ugly body of the Western Sea Sword Sect’s Sect Leader was hoisted up in the air on barbed hooks.
His head was hung separately, and flames emerged from the void, scorching and refining it. Qin Rushuang’s body struggled violently, and his head let out agonizing screams like a dying beast...
The indescribable pain tormented him endlessly.
"Kill me, just kill me!"
He shrieked insanely; this kind of suffering was unbearable even for a Shattered Realm expert.
"Broken Water Flow, give me a quick death, ah—"
"No, spare me!"
Qin Rushuang screamed and wailed like a slaughtered pig.
Li Mu paid no attention.
He turned his gaze to the Western Sea Sword Sect’s flying ship, where the body of Transcendent Pavilion’s Master Ouyang Huanyu hung from the mast. A wave of sorrow washed over him. This kind elder, but now...
"I’ll take you home."
He soared through the air like a streak of light, heading straight for the Western Sea Sword Sect’s flying ship.
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