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Everyone had two sides.
When the urge to kill overwhelmed him, he thought everything he did was right. But now, looking at the corpses scattered on the ground, Li Mu could not help but reflect on whether he was just slaughtering in the name of justice.
After all, he was just an ordinary middle school student from Earth—at least that was what he was one or two months ago. Although he had killed before, it still took time to get used to the change in mindset.
Under the moonlight, Li Mu stood in place, quiet and still, like a rock or a tree stump.
After a long time, his mood settled down.
He arrived at the foot of Stone Peak.
The shredded flesh of "Soul Severing Blade" Wu Biao was scattered over the rocks and trees.
Objectively speaking, Wu Biao's blade skills and combat power were far stronger than Li Mu's.
If Wu Biao had fought Li Mu with full battle intent, he would not have been defeated so quickly. Even if Li Mu could eventually win through speed and strength, it would only be a pyrrhic victory, and he would not have been able to defeat Wu Biao in terms of blade arts.
Unfortunately, Li Mu's freakish physical healing ability and his casual alien-like gibberish made Wu Biao completely lose his will to fight. Wu Biao only wanted to escape, which was why he died so quickly.
The role of fighting spirit and courage was incredibly important.
For Li Mu, this was also a profound lesson.
"It is time to go back."
Li Mu looked in the direction of Taibai County Town.
The equipment of the Blood Cavalry Army was quite good, so he could have the Garrison Troops clean up the battlefield.
...
...
The night was long, and the bright moon shone clearly.
A figure moved like a black flash of lightning, darting between the mountains.
It was Li Mu on his way back.
This ambush on Qingfeng Fort's group had given Li Mu huge gains, and he was in a very good mood.
Soon, he reached the cliff and abyss at the back of Taibai County Town.
The Nine Dragon Waterfall lake still shimmered with ripples.
By this time, the two moons had moved west, and the light between heaven and earth was dimmer than when Li Mu had left, making the lake appear darker, like a pool of ink. It seemed more mysterious and profound, with a wild and unsettling aura rising and spreading.
Standing before the lake again, Li Mu once more felt that unsettling sensation.
It was as if some terrifying primordial beast was secretly watching him.
"Oh my, could there be a monster lurking in this lake?"
Li Mu felt creeped out.
He did not stay any longer and immediately went to the foot of the cliff.
Above, the mist from the water was hazy.
Carrying the heavy Crimson Giant Blade on his back, he leaped up thirty to forty meters, hovering like a giant eagle.
After several leaps, Li Mu reached a height of three to four hundred meters.
The roar of the waterfall above gradually became deafening.
The Nine Dragon Waterfall was now visible.
Li Mu adjusted his direction and leaped again, landing beside the Nine Dragon Waterfall.
His clothes were already damp from the misty spray.
From this angle, he could clearly see, about ten meters away, a huge water column dozens of meters thick gushing out from the cliff. It truly looked like a silver divine dragon bursting out from the mountain wall.
This was the outermost and smallest of the nine huge waterfalls of the Nine Dragon Waterfall.
But it was still awe-inspiring. At least back in the Earth era, Li Mu had never seen such a majestic waterfall.
The waterfall cascaded down three thousand feet, as though the Silver River had fallen from the Nine Heavens.
Li Mu could not help but marvel inwardly.
He focused his vision and looked behind the waterfall.
Through the gaps in the water curtain, he could vaguely see that there was indeed a cave-like tunnel behind it. It was deep and dark, and no one knew where it led. It gave off a mysterious, dangerous, profound, and gloomy feeling, as if there were unknown beings inside.
"In Journey to the West, Sun Wukong discovered the Water Curtain Cave behind the waterfall on Flower and Fruit Mountain. Could there be a Grotto-Heaven and Blessed Land like the Water Curtain Cave behind this Nine Dragon Waterfall?"
Li Mu could not help but make associations, his imagination running wild.
He felt an urge to pass through the waterfall and explore the cave behind it.
But calculating the time, there was less than half an hour until dawn. He had to hurry back to the County Government Office, or his identity might be exposed. Besides, there was a mess of things in the county town waiting for him to handle, foremost among them being the "scheduled fight" between the Heavenly Dragon Sect and the Tiger Fang Sect.
"Anyway, the Nine Dragon Waterfall is always here. Even if I want to explore, there is no need to rush. I can wait until my strength improves and I am better prepared before coming back."
With his mind made up, Li Mu did not hesitate any longer.
He activated the Light Body Technique and continued leaping upward along the cliff.
In the blink of an eye, Li Mu's figure disappeared into the hazy moonlight.
The cliff seemed to return to calm.
The Nine Dragon Waterfall, with its nine huge water columns, surged out from the mountain wall with thunderous roars, plunging into the lake below, nearly a thousand meters down. It showcased the majestic and great power of nature, far beyond human capability.
About the time it takes for an incense stick to burn.
The last ray of moonlight between heaven and earth shone upon the lake.
Suddenly, a shadow several thousand meters long emerged from beneath the water.
What was that?
It resembled a nether dragon rising from the depths of hell.
It rolled, and the calm surface of the lake was instantly broken.
The water seemed to boil as if it were being heated.
This incredible colossal being surged out from the water. Only a part of its body was exposed, yet it was already several thousand meters long, emitting an unrivaled, violent primordial aura.
Within several thousand meters, even the insects dared not chirp.
All was silent.
It opened its huge mouth and, in an extremely peculiar breathing manner, inhaled and exhaled the last trace of Lunar Brilliance.
Its eyes opened, like two cold and merciless Crimson Moons suspended in the void.
The lake and its surroundings for thousands of miles were bathed in this crimson hue, creating a bizarre scene as if soaked in blood. It seemed like some strange domain, akin to a dark prison of asuras.
...
Early morning, the first light of dawn shone upon the restless Taibai County Town.
After returning to the County Government Office, Li Mu immediately entered the Training Room, eager to read the "Yellow Springs" Blade Arts manual.
This was the first martial arts manual beyond the ninth rank that he had obtained since coming to this planet. It was of great significance to him, and he hoped to glimpse the higher martial principles of this world.
The breakfast prepared by Xiao Qingfeng was placed outside the Training Room.
Registrar Feng Yuanxing had arrived at the County Government Office before dawn.
He looked exhausted, his eyes bloodshot, his lips dry and cracked, filled with anxiety.
In fact, he had hardly slept all night, leading the available combat forces in the city, patrolling back and forth on the city walls to defend. He feared that if he closed his eyes or was careless even for a moment, the bandits of Qingfeng Fort would break into the city, bringing a disaster of blood and fire to all of Taibai County Town.
"Where is the County Magistrate? Has the County Magistrate left seclusion?"
Feng Yuanxing asked urgently as soon as he entered.
The silly Xiao Mingyue, who was leisurely eating porridge, raised her hand in greeting and said with a grin, "Oh, bootlicker, you are here. I heard you led the Garrison Troops to guard the city walls all night? Is that true? How come a sycophant like you is so dutiful?"
Feng Yuanxing did not know whether to laugh or cry.
He had gotten used to the little girl's sharp-tongued way of speaking over the past few days.
"The County Magistrate has not yet left seclusion." Qingfeng forced a smile and rubbed his temples, a habitual gesture of his, and asked, "Registrar Feng, did the bandits from Qingfeng Fort not show up? Were there any other incidents?"
Feng Yuanxing shook his head, a puzzled expression on his face. "This matter is quite strange. That murderous star Wu Biao actually did not appear. At dawn, I sent a few brave Garrison Troop scouts to reconnoiter dozens of miles outside the city, but they found no trace of the bandits at all."
Qingfeng rubbed his temples again and said, "So it seems... could it really be that the Young Master's sect intervened? But I have never heard that the Young Master has a sect."
To be honest, when Li Mu confidently claimed yesterday that his sect would send experts to resolve the Qingfeng Fort threat, Feng Yuanxing was at least somewhat skeptical, but the young book attendant Qingfeng did not believe it at all.
He had been by the Young Master's side for several years but had never heard of the Young Master having any sect.
Feng Yuanxing said with a worried expression, "The matter of Qingfeng Fort can be left for the scouts to investigate for now. But in another hour, the big battle between the Heavenly Dragon Sect and the Tiger Fang Sect will begin. They have already set up a makeshift Fighting Platform at the former site of the Shennong Gang headquarters. The fight is about to break out. Although Broken Water Flow Senior Brother's intimidation yesterday had some effect, a large number of Jianghu people have still gathered at the site. I am afraid that if the two major sects get carried away and the conflict spreads, the common people in the entire county town will suffer."
"Wow, bootlicker, I really see you in a new light. So concerned for the country and the people—you are actually a loyal minister disguised as a treacherous one." The cute but silly Xiao Mingyue, who had almost finished the breakfast on the table at a deceptively fast speed, chose an inopportune moment to mock again.
Just then, a voice came from the side door of the Rear Government Office.
"In this entire County Government Office, you, little silly, are the biggest treacherous minister."
Li Mu entered looking refreshed and gave the cute but silly Xiao Mingyue a flick on the head.
Xiao Mingyue made a pained face, her lips pouted so high you could hang an oil bottle on them.
"When will the big battle between the two major sects begin?" Li Mu looked at Feng Yuanxing and asked.
"There is still one hour left." Feng Yuanxing quickly replied.
Li Mu stretched and had someone prepare breakfast, specifically instructing to add several more pounds of meat.
Then he said lazily, "Oh, there is still an hour. That is still early. Send people to observe from the outskirts and maintain order. Prevent the common people in the city from joining the fun. As for those so-called Jianghu people, let them go; the more, the better. Hehe..."
That last "hehe" carried a feeling that sent chills down one's spine.
Somehow, after hearing the County Magistrate's "hehe," Feng Yuanxing suddenly felt less nervous and anxious.
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"My lord, what about Qingfeng Fort..." He tentatively asked.
Li Mu patted his forehead, as if just remembering something, and said, "Oh, I forgot to mention, Ma Junwu's wounds have healed, right? Have him gather fifty Yamen Guards and go to Hanca Crossing to clean up the battlefield. The place is a bit bloody, so we don’t want to scare the passing civilians and merchants."
Hanca Crossing?
Feng Yuanxing and the young study attendant Qingfeng were both stunned for a moment.
Then, a thought flashed through their minds.
Could it be...
"My lord, last night at Hanca Crossing, could it be..." Feng Yuanxing ventured with a trembling voice.
At that moment, the kitchen started serving the dishes.
The delicious aroma made Li Mu’s mouth water.
After the intense battle last night, his vitality was greatly depleted, and he felt extremely hungry. Otherwise, he wouldn’t have rushed out of the training room right after his first read-through of the Yellow Springs Blade Arts. Without wasting any more words on Feng Yuanxing, he dashed toward the dining table and said, "You’ll know once you get there..."
However, he was not the first one to reach the dining table.
The silly and clueless Xiao Mingyue had somehow appeared by the table and was already gobbling down the food.
"Didn’t you already eat?" Li Mu snatched a roasted lamb leg and angrily said, "You dare snatch my meat?"
"What’s yours or mine? Whoever gets it into their stomach first, it’s theirs." Xiao Mingyue picked up a plate of stir-fried kidney flowers, tilted her head back, opened her mouth, and like pouring out trash, slurped it all down into her mouth. Then, she grabbed two pork trotters and mumbled through a full mouth, "Qingfeng mistreated me. For breakfast, I only had ten bowls of meat congee. How could that possibly fill me up?"
Ten bowls of meat congee and still not full?
Li Mu was speechless.
Even if I were raising a Tibetan Mastiff, it wouldn’t eat as much as you.
Is your stomach a bottomless pit?
He didn’t waste any more words on this fool and immediately joined the food-grabbing battle.
The two circled the table, eyeing each other like tigers, wildly snatching at the food.
Feng Yuanxing was also speechless.
His County Magistrate was sometimes awe-inspiring and intimidating, sometimes wild like a young child, at times powerful like a God of War, and other times foolish like an idiot... This was truly... truly unrestrained and free-spirited, much like the style of a famous scholar.
Apart from "unrestrained and free-spirited," he couldn’t think of any other words to describe his lord.
The young study attendant Qingfeng seemed to have gotten used to it. Rubbing his temples, he muttered to himself, "Ah, this is exhausting. It looks like we’ll have to prepare more food again..."
He turned and headed to the kitchen, instructing the cooks to prepare three times the usual amount of meat.
Upon hearing this, the cooks inwardly sighed in despair.
Since they had been hired to work as cooks at the County Government Office, their wages had increased four or five times, but their workload had also skyrocketed. Cooking for the County Magistrate was even more tiring than serving the many customers at a restaurant.
How could he, along with just two young study attendants, eat so much?
It made them suspect that the County Magistrate was secretly keeping a pack of greedy wild beasts in the County Government Office.
The morning sun had just risen.
The sunlight was not too intense.
An eerie atmosphere permeated the streets of Taibai County Town.
Many of the town’s longtime residents had received official notices from the County Government Office and had all shut their doors, staying inside. Some shops and taverns had also temporarily closed, with their doors tightly shut.
If this had happened a few days earlier, it would have surely enraged the Jianghu warriors gathered here.
Those closed shops would likely have had their doors smashed in, and the shop owners would have been beaten up.
However, after the ruthless slaughter by the mysterious Broken Water Flow Senior Brother the day before, everything had changed drastically.
The once arrogant and unruly Jianghu warriors were badly frightened.
It was said that some of the Jianghu figures who had committed misdeeds in the town were so terrified that they fled overnight. Those who remained mostly toned down their boldness, became more subdued, and no longer dared to act recklessly or tyrannically in the town.
Following the government’s notice, shops closed and doors were barred.
The Jianghu folk, wandering in small groups, were bustling with discussions as they headed toward the ruins of the Shennong Gang. The scheduled duel between the two major gangs was about to begin, and for these Jianghu folk whose blood thrived on excitement, this was an event not to be missed.
Half an hour before the duel was set to begin,
a white-haired young man carrying an Ancient Sword appeared at the gate of Taibai County Town.
He had an ethereal appearance, with sharp eyebrows and bright eyes—extremely handsome. Set against his long snow-white hair, he carried a strange, Banished Immortal-like aura. Step by step, he walked into the county town, and the Garrison Troops stationed at the gate seemed completely unaware of him, offering no resistance.
"The aura of a demon beast, and a powerful one at that... How could this be?"
The white-haired Ancient Sword young man looked astonished as he gazed up toward the Taibai County Government Office perched high in the mountain town.
Deep within his eyes, faint streaks of silver lightning swirled, as though galaxies were shifting.
The Ancient Sword on his back also vibrated rapidly at a frequency undetectable to others.
Soon, all these anomalies vanished.
The white-haired young man reined in the sharpness in his eyes and strolled unhurriedly through the streets and alleys as if he were sightseeing. Strangely, even when the Jianghu warriors passed right by him, they didn’t seem to notice him.
This person was like a wisp of air, as if he didn’t exist in this world.
Not long after,
the sound of horse hooves echoed at the gate of Taibai County Town.
A small trade caravan had arrived, dusty and weary from the journey.
"At a time like this, how can there still be a trade caravan coming?" The gate guards were extremely surprised.
In recent days, as all sorts of shady characters gathered in the town, creating a chaotic atmosphere, traveling merchants had been robbed several times, and safety outside the town could not be guaranteed. As a result, such caravans had almost completely disappeared.
Especially a small caravan like this one, with just one carriage and five or six people—it seemed impossible for them to appear now.
"Whoa..."
The carriage came to a stop at the town gate.
"Young Master, we’ve arrived," the coachman pulled on the reins and turned to speak into the carriage.
The coachman was a robust man, around thirty years old, with a resolute face. Even his coarse cloth robe couldn’t conceal the sharp aura around him. He appeared more formidable than those in Taibai County Town who called themselves Jianghu experts, like a sharp Long Saber, imposing and fierce.
It was hard to imagine that such a person would willingly serve as a carriage driver.
On either side of the carriage were four riders.
The two riders on the left were a thin, elderly man in a blue gown and square scarf, and a young study attendant around fourteen or fifteen years old. Both had the demeanor of scholars, with a strong scholarly air, unlike Jianghu masters.
The two riders on the right were both broad-shouldered and sturdy, each carrying two swords crossed on their backs—both were dual-sword martial artists.
"Is this Taibai County Town?" A childish voice came from inside the carriage.
The carriage door opened a crack.
A messy-haired head squeezed through the gap.
It was a boy who looked no older than ten, with a fair complexion and lively eyes, bearing the mischievous look typical of children his age. His hair was black but tousled, and on his forehead, about two fingers above the center of his brows, he wore an oval-shaped piece of beautiful jade, clearly of great value.
The boy curiously looked at the scenery outside, trying to squeeze out through the door.
But a hand reached out from behind and pulled him back.
It was a young woman’s hand.
A slender, jade-like hand even more fair and lustrous than the white jade on the boy’s forehead.
No amount of words could fully describe the beauty of this hand; no rhetoric could capture its jade-like purity. It was as if it had been carved from the finest jade in the world, radiating a magical glow. Just seeing this hand made one eager to meet its owner.
"Hey, Sis..." The boy was pulled back with clear irritation.
The carriage door closed.
A voice as clear and melodious as the clinking of jade beads came from behind the door: "Mr. Wang, let’s first enter the town and find an inn to stay. The scenery here is quite nice; we can linger for a few days."
"As you wish," the thin elderly man in the blue gown and square scarf on the left nodded in agreement.
After a brief inspection by the County Government Garrison Troops, the group entered the town smoothly.
Long after the carriage had disappeared into the depths of the town’s streets, all the guards were still staring blankly. In each of their minds lingered the image of that seemingly magical, beautiful slender hand, and they couldn’t help but imagine what kind of peerlessly beautiful woman its owner must be.
Suddenly, a series of barks snapped the entranced guards out of their daze.
The guards looked in the direction of the sound.
They saw an Old Beggar leading a spotted yellow-and-white dog who had arrived at the town gate at some point.
The Old Beggar looked to be in his fifties, with a red nose, a wide mouth, and notably thick, dark sword-like eyebrows.
He was tall and had a sturdy build, wearing a clean, patched robe and straw sandals. In his left hand, he held a begging bowl; in his right, a yellow gourd of wine. Over his shoulder was a hemp bag, and he looked ruddy and healthy—much better off than the average beggar.
A plump spotted yellow-and-white dog stood at his feet, wagging its tail, looking simple-minded.
"Honorable sirs, this old beggar wishes to enter the town to beg for some soup to fill his belly. I beg for your kind permission," he said with a tipsy grin, reeking of alcohol.
One of the guards sized him up and nodded, signaling for the Old Beggar to hurry inside and not block the way.
"Thank you, thank you, honorable sirs." The old beggar entered the town with his plump spotted dog.
"Wait," the Chief Constable suddenly spoke up.
The old beggar turned to look.
The Chief Constable said, "It’s not very safe in the town lately. Keep your wits about you and don’t go begging from those Jianghu folk. You might stir up trouble, and at your age, you wouldn’t want to get your legs broken here."
"Thank you, honorable sir." The beggar cupped his hands in salute and left with his plump yellow dog.
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The garrison troops chief shook his head and said, "Ah, is the Jianghu really that appealing? Fighting and killing can't compare to our leisurely life in this small county town. This time, we have a County Magistrate who can make decisions. I hope these Jianghu people leave quickly."
Before his words faded.
"Caw caw caw..."
The sound of crows was heard.
The garrison troops chief and his soldiers were startled. They instinctively turned to look.
They saw a Blind Daoist in tattered black Daoist robes, holding a finger-thick bamboo pole. He tapped his way toward the city gate.
Strangely, a huge crow perched on the Blind Daoist's shoulder. Its feathers were black as charcoal, its claws like forged black iron, and its eyes blood-red with silver eyelids.
The crow was enormous, almost the size of a hawk.
The earlier cawing had come from it.
The Blind Daoist moved forward by tapping his bamboo pole. Whenever there was a pit or he strayed off path, the crow on his shoulder cawed loudly to warn him. Thus, as if he had eyes, he walked straight through the city gate and into the town.
At one point, a soldier wanted to stop and question him, but the garrison troops chief stopped the soldier.
The chief shook his head, signaling to let him pass without hindrance.
The County Magistrate had already given orders. Any Jianghu personnel wishing to enter the city should not be stopped. Those like the earlier small merchant caravan, the Old Beggar, and this Blind Daoist, who looked unusual, might be from the Jianghu. So they just needed to let them in.
In recent days, all kinds of strange people had gathered in Taibai County Town. As gate guards, they had seen many bizarre individuals and were almost used to it by now.
Everyone knew that the showdown between the Heavenly Dragon Sect and the Tiger Fang Sect was happening today. Many people entered the city today. These people hadn't yet heard of the fearsome reputation of the "Broken Water Flow Senior Brother." They came excitedly to watch the commotion.
About half an incense stick's time later.
The sound of hooves came from within the city.
A group of elite yamen guards rode over on horseback.
The leader had a square face and a solemn expression. It was Ma Junwu, the Yamen Guard Chief who had recently gained County Magistrate Li Mu's trust.
Behind him were fifty carefully selected yamen guards, wearing soft armor and riding fast horses. They quickly reached the city gate.
"Officer Ma, what are you...?" The garrison troops chief guarding the gate, named Gao Sheng, greeted him and asked routinely.
He found it strange. A major event was happening in the city today, and troops were scarce. Why was Ma Junwu taking men outside the city?
"The County Magistrate's orders. I'm taking men to the Han Fork Road." Ma Junwu showed his waist token.
Gao Sheng checked it and saw it was genuine. He quickly let them pass. "Brother Ma, please go ahead."
Ma Junwu whipped his horse and led his elite troops. They shot toward the Han Fork Road like arrows.
Since they were all cavalry, they traveled very fast during the day.
In less than half an hour, Ma Junwu's group had galloped nearly a hundred li and reached the Han Fork Road.
"Heavens, what is this..."
Ma Junwu reined in his horse, utterly shocked by what he saw.
He had been severely injured by Young Master Li Bing and had only fully recovered in the last couple of days. Today was his first mission since. Before setting out, he had been somewhat confused. Registrar Feng Yuanxing had relayed the County Magistrate's orders but hadn't explained what had happened at Han Fork Road. But now, with one glance, Ma Junwu was too stunned to speak.
Scattered limbs and severed arms were everywhere. The smell of blood filled the air.
There were traces of beasts on the ground. Dozens of blue wolves, startled by the hoofbeats, grabbed pieces of corpses and fled into the forest. Dozens of vultures circled low in the sky, ready to dive for food at any moment...
Various scavenging flies and poisonous insects gathered in the area, buzzing and flying around.
These animals were clearly attracted by the blood.
"The dead are all bandits from Qingfeng Fort."
Ma Junwu steadied himself. After observing, he quickly reached this conclusion.
He suddenly understood. So this was why the Qingfeng Fort bandits hadn't attacked Taibai County Town last night as many had feared. They had all died here.
The fifty yamen guards with Ma Junwu were also too shocked to speak.
"Clean up the battlefield." Ma Junwu shouted and made orderly arrangements.
The yamen guards dismounted and began searching and cleaning.
In Taibai County Town, the fighting forces were divided into garrison troops, yamen guards, and civilian guards. The garrison troops were the most powerful, mainly used for capturing bandits, arresting criminals, and suppressing riots. The civilian guards were equivalent to militias on Earth, with the lowest combat power. The yamen guards' main duty was to protect the County Government Office and the County Magistrate's safety. Though their combat ability was decent, they mostly did auxiliary work.
The distinctions among them were like those between field troops, armed police, and militias.
The fifty men Ma Junwu brought were elites among the yamen guards. Cleaning a battlefield was no problem for them.
"Stay safe. Watch out for any bandits not quite dead who might ambush and injure you."
Ma Junwu patrolled the battlefield back and forth, loudly reminding everyone.
This was just mopping up. If there were still casualties, it would be truly shameful. It would also be hard to explain to the County Magistrate.
Over the years, the Qingfeng Fort bandits had entrenched themselves in Qingfeng Mountain, terrorizing the area, robbing and plundering. They had accumulated considerable wealth. Just look at the armor on these dead bandits—finely crafted and practical, even better than that of Taibai County Town's elite garrison troops. One could imagine what treasures Qingfeng Fort held.
Stripping this armor and weaponry and doing minor repairs could supplement the county's military forces.
Ma Junwu scanned the battlefield. The more he saw, the more shocked he felt.
Based on the battle traces everywhere, he could tell this had been a one-sided slaughter. He could imagine what kind of fight had taken place here last night.
And in his heart, he grew more curious about the background of this young County Magistrate, Li Mu.
During his recovery, he had heard about the events in the county town lately.
A "Broken Water Flow Senior Brother" was shocking enough. Now, there was also an elder from his sect who could wipe out Qingfeng Fort's elite cavalry with one strike. Could the County Magistrate really be a worldly disciple trained by some major sect?
Ma Junwu knew a bit about the customs and traditions of the major sects on the Divine Land Continent.
These weren't really secrets.
Throughout history, empires, sects, and the mortal world were inseparable. All sects sent their core elite disciples into the world to train—some to refine emotions, some to cultivate their hearts, some to comprehend techniques, some to become officials. They infiltrated every corner of the mortal world.
The mortal world was like fertile soil. All sects, noble families, and empires took root in it, drawing nourishment.
Ordinary people might never interact with sects in their lifetime.
But the fate of commoners, the mortal world's wealth and power, were actually deeply controlled by the sect martial world.
When major sect disciples entered the world, they often stirred up waves.
Ma Junwu now somewhat suspected that Li Mu might be a worldly cultivation disciple from some mid-sized sect.
The more he thought this, the more at ease he felt.
As he patrolled the battlefield, he saw the arrow holes shot into the stone wall, disappearing from view. He saw the official stone road almost shot apart. He could vaguely imagine how terrifyingly powerful the archer must have been.
A vague thought also surfaced in his mind.
But he didn't dare confirm it.
He carefully patrolled back and forth. No one was injured by any half-dead bandits.
The only thing that worried Ma Junwu a little was whether the legendary, madly invincible "Soul Severing Blade" Wu Biao had also died in battle.
If such a scourge escaped, it would mean endless trouble.
But if he was dead, why wasn't Wu Biao's body found among the battlefield?
"Did Wu Biao die or not?"
...
"Wu Biao is dead."
About four or five hundred meters away from Han Fork Road, on a Stone Peak, two figures with flowing sleeves, looking like Immortals, stood on a branch of a hundred-year-old pine tree.
The pine branch swayed up and down in the wind.
The two figures, as if weightless, also swayed gently with the branch.
"Wu Biao is dead. Heh, the famous great bandit of the Northwest Martial Path was actually blown apart, leaving not even a corpse." The speaker was the woman of the two, smiling as she spoke.
She appeared to be in her early twenties, youthful and beautiful, with a pure, delicate charm. She wore a low-cut palace gown in yellow and white, with a slender waist and full bust. The mountain wind blew, lifting her skirt to reveal a pair of snow-white, slender bare feet. She wasn't wearing shoes.
"A third-rate bandit, barely at the peak of the Combined Intent Realm—what kind of expert is that? Isn't it normal for him to die?" The other speaker was a man also in his early twenties.
The man's attire was also unusual. He wore a loose white cotton robe, no belt, with black hair cascading over his shoulders like a waterfall. His features were somewhat regular, but he had a yin-yang face—one side fair as jade, the other black as charcoal—simply ugly.
The yin-yang faced man had a wicked air between his brows. His expression was arrogant and self-assured, as if he looked down on everyone.
Like the woman, he was also barefoot.
But unlike the woman's beautiful white feet, his feet were pitch-black, as if soaked in ink.
"Giggle giggle..." The woman laughed charmingly, like a spring breeze brushing willow branches, full of spring radiance.
Her fingers gently stroked the man's chest, casually drawing circles, like lovers flirting.
After a pause, the barefoot woman said coquettishly, "Of course, Wu Biao is no match for you, cousin. But within thousands of li around Taibai County, he ranked among the top twenty experts. For such a man, leading four hundred Blood Cavalry Army, to be utterly crushed, completely overwhelmed... Giggle, you saw the traces at the scene. Amazing archery, boundless strength. Tell me, who could have done this?"
"Hmph, it's not such a big deal..." The man snorted coldly, but then he seemed to remember something. His face showed surprise and pleasure. "Cousin, you mean... that person might be hiding in Taibai County?"

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 54: Past of the Divine Sects
[image: ]


​
The woman giggled sweetly, leaning affectionately against the man.
"Back in the day, the Great Zhebie, who shook the Great Grasslands, revealed astonishing talent on the Martial Path before he was even twenty. With his invincible divine archery, his Moon-leading Divine Bow defeated countless masters of the grasslands, earning him a place among the Divine Land Continent’s Four Great Divine Archers alongside Han Yu of Guanshan Pasture. Commanding the eight hundred fierce riders of the Wolf God Temple, he roamed undefeated among the great tribes, hailed as ‘Geese fall before his bow; clouds gather behind his formation.’ Oh, how majestic he was! Yet, this famous Great Warrior of the Grasslands later degraded himself. He secretly struck up an affair with the Holy Maiden of the outer branch of the Nine Divine Sects, the Questioning Academy’s Liu Zhiyuan, an enemy of the grasslands. Feelings blossomed, they conceived a child before marriage, and even had a daughter. The pair eloped, bringing shame upon both the Wolf God Temple and the Questioning Academy. Both issued warrants for the lives of the pair and pursued them relentlessly. But after repeated bloody battles, these two doomed souls managed to escape. Like fish slipping into the sea, they vanished without a trace."
This past, sealed for many years, flowed from the pure, barefooted woman like a story being told.
The man with a yin-yang face seemed lost in thought.
But he quickly shook his head. "No, still wrong. If it really were that Great Zhebie, he certainly possessed such archery skills. But he and Liu Zhiyuan worked so hard to escape. Shouldn’t they hide away, showing not a trace? Why would he act here and kill Wu Biao, who had no grudge against him? Once his identity is revealed, the chase from these two Divine Sects would descend instantly. They wouldn’t get lucky again... This doesn’t add up."
The barefoot pure woman giggled. "I thought the same at first, cousin. But if you’d looked carefully at the arrow holes in the cliff face, you wouldn’t think that."
"Arrow holes?" The yin-yang faced man was startled. He immediately activated his Pupil Technique, peering towards the massive, crater-like arrow marks on the stone wall beside the highway hundreds of feet away.
His left face was scorched black, his right face snow-white. Yet, as the Pupil Technique activated, the pupil within his black left eye became like snow, while the pupil in his white right eye darkened like thick ink. Wispy, dark rays of light shot out from his eyes.
A few breaths later.
The man’s pupils returned to normal. Astonished, he said, "Deep within the arrow hole... there are fragmented particles of lunar essence. It’s undeniably the Moon-leading Divine Bow. It really was the Great Warrior of the Grasslands who launched that strike... Cousin, you are meticulous. I nearly overlooked a major event, hahaha!" He broke into laughter towards the end.
He couldn’t help it.
In the more secretive legends, this fugitive couple supposedly possessed a priceless treasure, something left behind by a great demon from Beyond the Heavens, enviable even to the Nine Divine Sects.
Their pursuit back then wasn’t as simple as it seemed.
Half was for eloping, but the larger half was because ordinary folk are blamed for the treasure they hold. Guilty not for the crime, but for the jade.
"Not only that, cousin. Look very closely," the pure barefoot girl winked playfully. "That lunar essence power is scattered, uncoalesced. It has form but no spirit. With the level of power the Great Zhebie commanded back then, why would it be like this? What does that tell you?"
"Could it be... his successor struck? Or maybe..." The yin-yang faced man grew uneasy and hesitant, caught between hope and anxiety.
"Giggle... oh cousin," the pure barefoot woman sighed, shaking her head helplessly. "If your cleverness matched even half your strength, how could you still be stuck at Left Guardian? Great Zhebie fled to hide from the world. What successor could he possibly groom?"
"What then?" The man stared blankly, then gave a bitter smile. "How could I compare to your ingenious mind, cousin? Besides, with you, my clever cousin with such ingenuity, my personal 'Goddess Strategist' by my side, do I really have to think things through for myself now?"
The barefoot pure girl rolled her eyes flirtatiously at him.
"The Great Zhebie and Liu Zhiyuan were pursued for years, fighting their way north and south. They were badly injured. My deduction is that the Great Zhebie suffered such severe wounds that his cultivation level plummeted, rendering him unable to fully command the Moon-leading Divine Bow. That's probably why that trace was left behind. As for why he’d risk exposing himself to kill Wu Biao... there might be reasons we don't know. The only thing certain is that the couple are within Taibai County Town or its surroundings. Our opportunity has arrived!"
"Then we should move immediately! Search the town and surrounding lands. We’re sure to find them!" The yin-yang faced man grew excited; "If we capture these two Divine Sect remnants, not only will we claim the hefty rewards offered, but perhaps... even get a shot at that legendary divine treasure..."
However, the pure young woman shook her head. "No. We should inform the sect. Let the sect dispatch people."
"What? Why hand over meat already at our mouths?" The man disagreed vehemently.
The pure girl pointed a delicate finger at him and giggled. "My silly brother... yes, it’s meat before our lips, but the question is... can we eat it? How fearsome are this couple? The two great Divine Sects chased them for years without exterminating them! Even if the Great Warrior of the Grasslands suffered heavy injuries and his power dropped, don’t forget Liu Zhiyuan was a Heavenly Pride talent of her Divine Sect once. She shouldn’t be underestimated either."
The man was stunned for a moment, then nodded slowly. "...True." He was deeply proud, but inwardly had to acknowledge that the pair who once caused such uproar across the Divine Continent were both talents of their era. Extremely terrifying figures.
Such influential existences, even a phoenix nesting in low grass or a dragon navigating shallows, were still beyond mere mortals to overcome.
Yet, submitting such an invaluable clue to the sect still felt like an unwilling sacrifice in his heart.
The pure girl saw this reluctance. She smiled gently. "To gain, sometimes you must let go. What we cannot devour ourselves, let others handle. But if they wish to feast comfortably, they must yield a portion to us."
The man looked at the tiny Garrison Troops milling like ants below the crossroads near Taibai County Town. He finally nodded, agreeing to the girl’s proposal.
"Alright... This time, I originally wanted a showdown with Bai Rushuang. Unexpectedly, we stumbled upon this fortune instead. After releasing the news, keep me company to Taibai Town, cousin?" He added, "Bai Rushuang should be in the Taibai county town by now. I must still meet him. The successors of the Path of Love and Murder and the Path of the Heavenly Wolf are long overdue for a true confrontation."
"Okay, I'll accompany you, cousin." The pure, barefoot girl nestled comfortably against him and nodded with a smile.
...
...
"Muuaaahhh! Sooo satisfied!"
Xiao Mingyue rubbed her oily mouth contentedly and stretched languidly.
After wolfing down three whole suckling pigs, two roasted lamb legs, and a large basin of fish soup, she patted her distinctly rounded little belly. Finally, with great reluctance, she left the table, slid onto a nearby long bench, and sprawled out like a mollusc.
Li Mu stared at the young girl, his expression mixing shock and disbelief.
He was certain beyond doubt now—there was something very unnatural about this little girl.
What ordinary child barely ten years old could eat like that?
Li Mu was starving, having burned much energy from last night's fierce battle. His clashes against the "Soul Severing Blade" Wu Biao had wounded him. Though his cuts healed swiftly, it demanded more energy than usual. That hunger driving him out of his Training Room for food this morning. Yet, even he hadn’t eaten as much as this little girl!
"Donno what's wrong... I keep feeling really hungry recently... wanna eat everything I see..." Xiao Mingyue caught Li Mu's intense stare and rubbed her still-greasy mouth in embarrassment.
Then she clutched her stomach dramatically. "Owwwww, my belly hurts... probably ate something bad... gotta dash!" She bolted off in a blink.
Li Mu was speechless.
What should he do?
Keep this up, and this little glutton would eat them into poverty. He felt an impending headache.
Why were the natives of this planet all so... unusual?
"When does the big gang fight between those two sects start?" Li Mu turned to Feng Yuanxing.
He was still accustomed to Earth's hour-based timekeeping, feeling a bit fuzzy about this world’s system where one 'hour' meant two Earth hours, and one 'incense stick time' approximated fifteen minutes.
"Another half-hour," Feng Yuanxing answered.
Li Mu nodded. Half an hour meant one hour. Still plenty of time.
"I’ll head back for some rest first."
He turned and walked towards the Rear Government Office, re-entering his Training Room.
Feng Yuanxing and the Young Book Attendant Qingfeng watched him leave, expressions anxious, mouths opening then closing without words.
Lord, my Lord... Could you show a bit more concern? This is a mass brawl between two sects! A duel between renowned Martial Path masters! Their destructive power alone is fearsome! And so many Jianghu fighters – desperadoes every one – have gathered in the city! What if the anger boils over and the fighting expands?!
Inside the Training Room.
Li Mu finished reviewing the Yellow Springs Blade Arts script once more.
The techniques, the hidden meanings, the methods for channeling force, the shifts in posture, the timing of strikes—everything imprinted firmly in his mind.
But he didn't rush to practice.
He chose instead to cycle through the foundational stance-work of the True Martial Fist, the Sky-Soaring Hammer, and the Heavenward Drill.
To put it simply, practicing the True Martial Fist was somewhat similar to doing yoga on Earth, though the movement sequences, muscle engagement, and deeper principles involved were far more intricate. Each cycle left Li Mu feeling a renewed surge of strength generated within him, merging into his limbs and marrow.
It was a strangely satisfying sensation.
He could clearly perceive his strength increasing, like myriad tiny streams converging into a Lake.
The meat previously filling his stomach seemed to digest at an accelerated pace.
A faint hunger began to stir again.
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Li Mu carefully examined his feelings and finally confirmed that the source of the new strength was the food.
"People on Earth say you need to eat your fill to have strength... Simple words hold the highest truths... Power comes from food. This must be one of the basic principles of cultivation."
Li Mu stopped moving and became thoughtful.
His comprehension was very high; he could often learn much from little.
This understanding was like crossing a river by feeling the stones. Whether it was correct or not still needed time and practice to verify.
For martial artists who had mastered Internal Qi, ordinary food could provide strength. The so-called Spiritual Energy between heaven and earth was also a kind of 'food' that could provide power. It was through special cultivation methods that they obtained strength from this 'food', thereby gaining power beyond ordinary people.
After performing the stances and first two forms of [True Martial Fist] six times consecutively, Li Mu felt pain in his body and soreness in his muscles.
This was because his body's load was nearly at its limit.
He then sat down cross-legged and began practicing [Innate Art].
[True Martial Fist] and [Innate Art] were the foundation of all Li Mu's strength.
In cultivating these two major cultivation methods, he had never slacked off or stopped.
Between breaths, the airflow in the Training Room changed.
Two white qi pillars three feet long, like little white snakes, extended and retracted within Li Mu's nostrils.
On the surface of Li Mu's body, strands of silver light appeared again. His body seemed to glow, and every strand of hair became crystal clear. In the few months he had been on this planet, Li Mu's hair had grown very fast and now almost reached his shoulders.
His muscles seemed to become transparent, and his blood vessels were faintly visible.
Li Mu was enveloped in a mysterious and profound aura.
After some time, Li Mu slowly opened his eyes and stopped his breathing cultivation.
The glow and mysterious aura on his body faded away.
He stood up, feeling comfortable all over.
Especially in his mind, it was clearer than ever before.
"This feeling... it's like I took the legendary Life No.1... even my intelligence seems boosted..." Li Mu truly had an illusion, as if he had become smarter.
When he recalled the battle experience from last night, he immediately noticed many points he had previously overlooked and gained deeper insights.
Especially the process of clashing blade arts with [Soul Severing Blade] Wu Biao on the Stone Peak kept replaying in his mind. He immediately understood the many flaws in the timing, process, and force application when he used [Drawing Saber Slash].
Li Mu also quickly simulated the outcome again.
If he were to fight Wu Biao again under the same circumstances with the same moves, he was absolutely confident he could fight to a draw, rather than being almost sliced open by Wu Biao in one move.
Even more peculiar, when he recalled the stance changes and power secrets of the [Yellow Springs] blade arts, everything suddenly became clear. It felt like he could see through all the secrets at a glance, as if he had practiced them many times already.
"Could it be that [Innate Art] actually unlocks a person's martial wisdom?"
Li Mu was greatly astonished.
If explained using Earth's theories, [Innate Art] seemed to have some ability to develop the human brain?
In his surprise, he sorted through all the martial manuals he had previously seen in his mind, including his self-created [Six Blades of Wind and Cloud], and gained huge insights. Even the initially formed [Drawing Saber Slash] and [Lightning Slash] within the Six Blades of Wind and Cloud had room for further improvement.
However, when Li Mu turned his thoughts to the various physics, chemistry theories, and math problems he had learned on Earth, he found no sudden clarity. It still felt fuzzy and muddled. The problems remained difficult; he didn't experience the feeling of increased intelligence solving all problems easily.
"So, the improvement is only in the comprehension of martial theory?"
Li Mu was thoughtful.
He understood this mental clarity as an improvement in his martial comprehension ability.
A short while later, he opened the door of the Training Room.
Young Book Attendant Qingfeng and Registrar Feng Yuanxing were standing eagerly at the entrance.
"Huh? What are you two doing standing here?"
"Young Master, the duel between the Heavenly Dragon Sect and the Tiger Fang Sect started a while ago."
"Ah? So soon? Didn't you say it would start in two hours?"
"Young Master, it's already been three hours since you had breakfast."
"That fast?"
"How is that fast?"
"Where's Mingyue?"
"She sneaked out... probably went to watch the excitement at the duel location."
...
...
"Go, go, beat him to death!"
A clear young girl's voice, though not very loud, still drew attention amidst the noisy crowd around the Fighting Platform.
The one shouting was a girl who looked no older than ten.
The little girl wore study attendant clothes, two dark shiny braids tied behind her head. Her skin was fair and delicate, her dark, gleaming eyes like two pieces of black jade. She looked pretty and cute, but the fanatical gambler-like expression on her face made it hard to connect her with her apparent age.
"Go on, beat him to death."
"Haha, well fought..."
The little girl was too short, blocked by the crowd in front, unable to see the fight on the platform completely. So she jumped around in the crowd. Each jump let her catch a glimpse of the fight, like a little rabbit on stimulants.
Out of the twenty scheduled fights between the Heavenly Dragon Sect and the Tiger Fang Sect, six had already taken place.
Each sect had won half.
Currently, the seventh match was ongoing.
It featured the Heavenly Dragon Sect's Hall Master [Wind Thunder Blade] Cao Xiang against a Tiger Fang Sect outer sect Protector [Fatal Three Spears] He Bing. They fought back and forth, spectacularly, with brilliant moves and counters, drawing cheers and applause from the Jianghu folks watching around the platform.
However, in the long series of twenty matches, the first ten were mostly appetizers. Those fighting weren't the true core experts of the two sects. For example, [Iron Hand Upholding Heaven] Tie Zhendong and [Heavenly Dragon Sword] Dongfang Jian were still just observing from the sidelines and hadn't entered the fray yet.
Many understood that the real fierce battles would occur in the last ten matches, more precisely, in the last five.
"Slice him dead, beat him to death."
The little girl still hopped around like a rabbit, shouting at the top of her voice, gleefully.
At this moment on the platform, the Heavenly Dragon Sect's [Wind Thunder Blade] had the upper hand, pressuring his opponent relentlessly. The Heavenly Dragon Sect disciples were greatly excited, while the Tiger Fang Sect members held their breath. Seeing the little girl shouting so vigorously, they thought she was from the Heavenly Dragon Sect.
However, no one bothered to argue with such a young girl at this time.
Soon, [Wind Thunder Blade] Cao Xiang used his killing move and severed three of [Fatal Three Spears] He Bing's fingers.
The Heavenly Dragon Sect crowd cheered with joy.
The Tiger Fang Sect disciples were indignant.
Without waiting long, the eighth match began.
This time, it was [Snowflake Sword] Gong Rui representing the Tiger Fang Sect who completely overwhelmed [Blazing Hand] Nie Qinglin representing the Heavenly Dragon Sect.
"Good fight, beat him to death."
That inexplicable little girl was still cheering and shouting loudly.
This time, many people caught on.
Wait, which side is she on?
When the Heavenly Dragon Sect had the upper hand, this girl shouted 'good fight, beat him to death'. When the Tiger Fang Sect had the upper hand, she still shouted 'good fight, beat him to death'. So this little girl isn't from the Heavenly Dragon Sect or the Tiger Fang Sect at all. She's just here to stir up trouble.
So, this time, people from both sides started glaring angrily at the little girl.
"Where did this wild girl come from..." A Heavenly Dragon Sect disciple who had long been holding in anger rolled up his sleeves, ready to teach the girl a lesson.
A companion nearby quickly pulled him back.
"Don't be impulsive. Have you forgotten? Monks, Taoists, young women, children, the elderly... these seemingly weak types are often the fiercest characters in Jianghu. This little girl is probably brought in by someone on purpose; otherwise, she wouldn't dare be so unruly. Don't act, just watch..." the companion whispered in his ear.
The Heavenly Dragon Sect disciple reluctantly gave up.
Then, a wave of cheers and exclamations rose from the crowd.
It turned out the eighth martial contest had ended. [Snowflake Sword] Gong Rui won. The reason for the exclamations was that the person now representing the Tiger Fang Sect on the platform was actually [Golden Snake Divine Whip] Li Zheng.
Unlike previous fighters like [Wind Thunder Blade] Cao Xiang or [Fatal Three Spears] He Bing, [Golden Snake Divine Whip] Li Zheng was a veteran expert famous on the Northwest Martial Path for decades, a true senior who emerged from blood and bones, an honorary Elder of the Tiger Fang Sect, a master of the Combined Intent Realm, and could be considered a top-tier expert on the Divine Land Continent.
Unexpectedly, such a key figure appeared already in the ninth match.
The atmosphere of the scheduled duel instantly reached a climax.
"I wonder which friend from the Heavenly Dragon Sect will come down to offer guidance?"
[Golden Snake Divine Whip] Li Zheng shook the golden gold-thread soft whip in his hand. The whip body, covered in barbs as thick as a child's wrist, unfurled on the platform like a ten-meter-long golden giant snake.
Under this barbed golden snake whip, countless experts of the Northwest Martial Path had died.
On the Heavenly Dragon Sect's side, the higher-ups on the Spectator Platform also changed expressions.
"Haha, let me. I've long wanted to chop up this little snake of yours..." A arrogant laugh sounded. A figure flew out from the Heavenly Dragon Sect's Spectator Platform, swift as lightning, landing on the platform.
"[Cold Mountain Sword] Qiu Zihan, here to send Elder Li on his final journey."
The long sword left its sheath, a chilling cold spread out, and a layer of white frost covered the platform.
Holding the sword was a young man under thirty, with a clean, fair face and an arrogant demeanor.
This person, known as [Cold Mountain Sword], was one of the four famous fast swords on the Northwest Wulin.
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