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​
Wang Shiwu thought carefully for a while, then suddenly raised his head, his eyes clear and bright, and said, "I understand... Brace for my punch."
He threw a punch toward Chen Shaohua.
The boxing technique was very simple, the military-style boxing he had learned at the police academy. It was better than an ordinary person's, but compared to the martial arts of true masters, it was far inferior, not even worth mentioning.
Chen Shaohua felt both humiliated and angry.
Today, he had completely lost face.
His rapid rise in arrogance over the past year had made him overly conceited. Seeing this, he became desperate, like a cornered dog, and shouted, "Li Mu, it was you who told us to take the punch and strike back. If I hurt him, you better not go back on your word..." He had trained for a year and was confident he could handle an ordinary person.
Before his words faded,
Boom!
Wang Shiwu's fist had already slammed into Chen Shaohua's palm.
Crack, crack.
In an instant, the bones in Chen Shaohua's arm shattered into countless pieces.
Even more unbelievable, a mass of crimson flame erupted from Wang Shiwu's fist, burning along Chen Shaohua's broken arm and spreading toward his body. The air immediately filled with the charred, foul smell of roasted meat.
"Ah, my hand, ah, it's killing me..."
The arrogant young master of the Chen family stumbled backward but crashed into an invisible wall of air, bounced to the ground, and could only struggle within a small area, screaming like a stuck pig, flailing desperately.
"No, spare me, I was wrong... Master, Master, save me..."
He let out his final struggle in life.
On the side, Ling Hezi, seeing such a scene, dared not utter a single word. He turned his head away, refusing to look at this disciple he had usually treasured so much.
Su Hanwei, out of his professional instinct as a police officer, almost stood up to say something, but suddenly remembered what Fan Zu'ang had told him earlier. Especially that this Chen Shaohua had burst in intending to kill. Such behavior suggested he had unknown blood on his hands and deserved death. Moreover, more importantly, his elder sister Su Cuo had mentioned that Li Mu held special national authority to enforce the law against martial artists, with the power over life and death.
This was legal.
So, he sat back down.
Before others could think too much, Chen Shaohua had already turned into a puff of Qingyan, dissipating into the air without leaving a single trace, completely dead.
The whole process was like a movie scene, without much bloodiness.
Wang Shiwu stared blankly at his own palm.
He hadn't expected his casual punch to have such power. He could feel a scorching energy flowing in his palm. Trying to control it slightly, with a whoosh, two balls of crimson flame rose in his palms, dancing like spirits.
Was... this the power of Immortal Dao?
Others around couldn't help but show envy and jealousy.
It seemed this kid had encountered extraordinary luck, instantly becoming an Immortal?
Ling Hezi, meanwhile, was nearly scared out of his wits.
How could this be?
Did gods and Immortals truly exist in the world?
The flame power emerging from Wang Shiwu's palm was clearly Zhenqi, as recorded in the ancient texts of major sects, something that internal energy couldn't compare to. Zhenqi materializing externally—this was a legendary realm, wasn't it?
Was Godslayer Li Mu truly a god?
With a flick of his finger, he created a peerless expert?
Indescribable fear overwhelmed Ling Hezi.
He finally fully understood what kind of being he had provoked.
Were the martial artists who returned defeated from Lamp Lighting Temple exaggerating?
It was a complete joke, seriously.
Not only were they not exaggerating, they had understated it.
What was catching bullets with bare hands to someone like this?
Even surviving a nuclear bomb strike wouldn't seem strange to Ling Hezi.
He could no longer afford to think about anything else.
If he couldn't satisfy Li Mu today, not only him, but likely the entire Zhenling Sect would be doomed... Why did gods actually exist in this world? He was so frantic he felt like swearing.
Finally, he thumped to his knees, kowtowing repeatedly, and said, "I was wrong, we were wrong. We beg Senior Li Mu to spare us this time. Our Zhenling Sect will absolutely dare not oppose you anymore, Immortal Elder... Spare us, spare us."
He didn't even consider taking another punch from Wang Shiwu.
Because he knew he couldn't withstand it.
Even with his strength, the consequence of taking that punch would surely be the same as Chen Shaohua—turning into Qingyan and ash, never to be reincarnated.
He Fei and He Yu also had some perception. Seeing their master like this, they immediately knelt down, kowtowing loudly and pleading for mercy, confessing their wrongs.
Li Mu remained unmoved. "If apologies were useful, what would we need police for? If you want to live, show some sincerity."
Hearing this, Ling Hezi knew he couldn't bluff his way through. Resolving himself, he gritted his teeth, drew the long sword from He Fei's waist, and with a flash of blade light, three arms fell to the ground, startling everyone around into screams.
Ling Hezi, He Fei, and He Yu, following Jianghu rules, each cut off one arm, used acupressure to stop the bleeding, and knelt on the ground, awaiting Li Mu's judgment.
Li Mu was slightly taken aback.
He had originally intended to cripple their martial arts, but now... losing an arm was almost the same as being crippled. Their Martial Path was severed; they would basically be useless hereafter, incapable of major evil.
"Take your severed arms and get out," Li Mu waved his hand and said. "Go back and tell the Martial World what happened today. Say that I, Li Mu, keep my word. Don't test my limits and patience with your ignorance and shamelessness anymore."
"Yes, yes, yes..."
Ling Hezi and the two felt as if granted a pardon, breathing a sigh of relief.
"Wait," Li Mu suddenly spoke again.
"Immortal Elder... is there something else?" Ling Hezi's heart leaped, fearing Li Mu had changed his mind.
Li Mu pointed at Ma Zhen and his father, and the group of young ruffians, saying, "Control your dogs. They bullied my friend. Shouldn't they pay a price? You know who started today's trouble. Do I need to say more?"
Ling Hezi glanced at Ma Mingyu and Ma Zhen, feeling intense hatred.
If not for Ma Zhen acting on his own, stirring up trouble and insisting Wang Shiwu toast, how could this have happened? How would he have lost an arm?
He had already noted this debt against Ma Mingyu and Ma Zhen. Even without Li Mu's words, he would have dealt with them later. Now that Li Mu had spoken, he had even less to hold back. It would be strange if the Ma Group could continue doing business in the country after this.
Hearing this and seeing Ling Hezi's expression, Ma Mingyu's legs went weak with fear.
He knew the Ma Group was finished.
Forget about a deity like Li Mu; even the Zhenling Sect's retaliation was something his small local real estate company couldn't withstand.
Without a second thought, Ma Mingyu also thumped to his knees before Li Mu, crying and pleading, "Immortal, spare us. We are just Mortals, blind and ignorant. Please spare us..."
He also knew that to untie the bell, one must seek the one who tied it. Pleading with Ling Hezi was useless; only if Li Mu spoke could he escape disaster.
However, Li Mu couldn't be bothered to even look at such ruthless, wealthy scum.
He ignored him completely.
Seeing this approach failed, Ma Mingyu had a sudden idea, jumped up, slapped his son Ma Zhen to the ground, and scolded, "You little beast, what are you still standing there for? Hurry up and apologize to Xiao Wu and Tongtong. This mess is all your fault. Confess quickly..."
Ma Zhen immediately began wailing, apologizing to Wang Shiwu and begging for forgiveness.
"Annoying."
Before Wang Shiwu could say anything, Li Mu waved his hand, and an invisible force directly ejected the disgusting father and son pair from the Plum Blossom private room.
"Brother Su, Director Su, please be magnanimous, forgive my pettiness, plead for me..." Outside, Ma Mingyu's desperate, heart-wrenching cries were heard but soon cut off.
Su Hanwei stood up and addressed the other guests, "Everyone, today's matter is our family affair. It ends here. Please return. You all know what should and shouldn't be said afterwards. My apologies, please go."
The other guests then awoke as if from a dream.
What had happened today was utterly unbelievable and had broadened their horizons immensely. A door to a new world had suddenly swung open before their eyes unexpectedly.
So, gods truly existed in the world.
They resolved never to have any disputes with the Wang and Su families, and instead to find ways to build good relations with them, perhaps even benefit from it.
After some polite exchanges, the guests reluctantly left.
"Second sister, you should leave too," Su Hanwei glanced at Tongtong's second aunt.
The second aunt was reluctant but knew she hadn't left a good impression on Li Mu. Moreover, she had previously pushed for Tongtong and Chen Shaohua, making a mistake. So she had to leave with her husband, thinking that she must find a way, no matter the cost, to repair her image in the Wang family's eyes.
Finally, only Wang Shiwu's family, Su Yutong's family, and Su Hanwei remained in the private room.
Li Mu's face showed a smile again, like an amiable boy next door, proactively toasting the elders of both families, without any airs.
The atmosphere quickly eased.
Both families felt as if they were dreaming.
At Su Hanwei's suggestion, Wang Shiwu and Su Yutong were directly engaged, and a wedding date was set.
"Haha, Sister Tongtong, I toast you too. From now on, you're my sister-in-law. If anyone dares bully you, I definitely won't stand by," Li Mu said cheerfully, toasting Su Yutong.
Su Yutong felt extremely grateful and admiration for Li Mu.
After more conversation, Li Mu learned that the Su family had been forced to agree to marry Tongtong to Chen Shaohua not only due to immense pressure from the Zhenling Sect, but also because Tongtong's grandfather was seriously ill with an incurable disease, and Chen Shaohua had promised to treat him, which was why Tongtong had tearfully agreed.
"That's not difficult. I have a pill here. Give it to Grandfather Su to take, and I guarantee he'll recover," Li Mu condensed a pill from the Eastern Green Emperor's wood energy and gave it to Su Yutong.
The Su family expressed endless thanks.
Finally, Li Mu taught both families some Breathing Technique to strengthen their health, thus fully achieving the purpose of attending this banquet.
Nightfall arrived.
Li Mu left the Lily Hotel ecological garden alone.
He returned to Shaozu Mountain, set up some Formation Arrays there to protect the villagers and the temple, then, under the cover of night, used Sword Flight and flew toward the Qilian Mountains to keep his appointment with Fan Zu'ang.
And in Baoji City, within the Northwest Wulin, the legend of Godslayer Li Mu had just begun to spread.
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The straight-line distance from Baoji City to the Jiuquan Satellite Launch Center is less than one thousand kilometers.
But Li Mu flew five full hours using his Blade Riding Flight technique.
At his usual flying speed, five hours should have covered twenty thousand li.
So this situation was rather strange.
And along the way, Li Mu had paid extra attention to his surroundings. Unfortunately, even with his Heavenly Eye activated, he couldn’t figure out the cause.
Official sources had claimed solar flares disrupted Earth’s magnetic field, interfering with navigation systems, rendering flight impossible. But this explanation clearly didn’t hold up because Li Mu’s Flying Daggers didn’t rely on electronic instruments for navigation.
The most direct evidence was that once he left the ground and reached high altitudes, spatial distance seemed stretched and expanded by some mysterious force or Laws of Dao. The mystery behind this eluded even Li Mu, which felt somewhat alarming.
A distance of one thousand li had been stretched to over twenty thousand li—a twenty-fold increase.
This meant any aircraft on Earth would need a fuel range or speed twenty times greater than before just to cover previous flight paths.
That was clearly impossible.
This bizarre phenomenon also directly caused air travel to become the least safe and most time-consuming mode of transportation, lagging far behind high-speed rail and even highway cars.
Li Mu pondered the timing: this strange distortion appeared right after the Pioneer returned to Earth. It was hard not to suspect a connection to the Pioneer.
In the early hours of the morning, at the Nongken Hotel in Jiuquan city, Li Mu met the female officer Su Cuo who had come to receive him.
"According to the command’s arrangement, starting today, I am your confidential secretary," Su Cuo saluted Li Mu.
She wore a deep blue-gray Air Force uniform, tailored neatly to outline her figure. Set against the backdrop of her military attire, this distinguished "flower of the army" possessed a sharp, brisk beauty uncommon among ordinary women.
Li Mu nodded.
This was fine.
Some of the things he needed to do required coordination with the military. Having Su Cuo, a familiar contact, was ideal—it would at least ensure smoother communication.
It seemed the military indeed held him in high regard.
"Several senior leaders initially wanted to meet you in person," Su Cuo chose her words carefully, "but the current situation is unpredictably chaotic. Both the Ministry of Foreign Affairs and the military are under immense pressure. They simply can't get away. We hope Xiao Mu, you can understand."
Li Mu smiled, "I understand, of course. I never see myself as someone particularly special, especially in this regard... Alright, according to the military’s plan, what do I need to do next?"
Su Cuo asked, "Won’t you first go into the Qilian Mountains to check the place where Master Li appeared that day?"
Li Mu shook his head. "No rush."
If the Old Charlatan had truly left something behind or a clue, it couldn’t be destroyed by others. He could find it eventually. The Old Charlatan had been missing this long; one more day wouldn’t make a difference. Settling the military’s urgent matter—the national crisis—came first. That was truly pressing.
Su Cuo looked touched. "Xiao Mu, it’s thoughtful of you... Let me explain the current situation then. Due to the Pioneer incident, everything within fifty kilometers of the satellite launch center is under full lockdown. The nation is facing enormous pressure..."
She briefly described the overall situation and then elaborated: "Following the initial negotiations with various countries, two days ago, the military handed over the Pioneer scientific survey team members to their respective national governments. However, problems arose. While being escorted back by their own military forces, before even leaving Jiuquan city, the team members were subjected to horrific attacks. Kelie was killed. Victor and Susan are unaccounted for. The situation deteriorated instantly. The remaining crew members, including Andrew, had no choice but to return to the satellite launch center. Currently, the governments involved are deeply dissatisfied that members suffered harm within China and insist that we provide personnel to escort them safely out of the country."
When speaking about this, Su Cuo was visibly distressed.
Kelie, who was killed, and the missing Victor and Susan, were all members of the Pioneer expedition team. They had endured hardship alongside her, and there had been strong camaraderie. Hearing this had happened to them filled her, as their friend, with anger and sorrow.
Li Mu could also recall their faces clearly. He hadn’t expected events to unfold this way.
"Did this happen after they were handed over?" Li Mu asked.
Su Cuo nodded.
Li Mu continued, "Then responsibility should lie with each nation themselves. Why are we expected to cover the costs? Didn’t the home countries of the team members send any powerful figures to protect them?"
"The experts sent by each nation suffered heavy casualties," Su Cuo explained. "All evidence and intelligence point to a terrifying superpower hiding in the shadows, ambushing the teams from different countries."
"Superpowers? How strong?" asked Li Mu.
Su Cuo said, "They rank among the absolute strongest in this world and specialize in assassinations. They have Superpower Users assisting them, making them highly unpredictable... Of course, none are a match for you, Xiao Mu, but they still shouldn’t be underestimated."
Li Mu only grunted in acknowledgment.
Su Cuo added, "The critical issue is that there are likely traitors within every organization. They knew the routes, strengths, and weaknesses of the teams we transferred and the retreat paths of the national delegations intimately."
Li Mu frowned.
Traitor situations were always the biggest headaches.
"What else has been uncovered?" Li Mu pressed further.
Mentally, he was quickly formulating a response plan, hence the need for more information. Not because he felt stumped—quite the opposite. Facing any situation with sheer force was trivial for Li Mu. Absolute power crushed everything before it. His focus was on finding the most efficient method to permanently resolve the current crisis.
Su Cuo elaborated, "Signs indicate some elite terrorist forces from the Middle East have also infiltrated the Qilian Mountains region. Since the world began changing, several superpowered figures have emerged among terrorist groups, perhaps due to their extreme devotion... Three of these, known by the codenames Sand Camel, Scimitar, and Crude Oil, are the most terrifying. They rank within the global top twenty and have constantly plagued nations. Multiple joint suppression operations against them have failed, often resulting in losses. Our intelligence suggests Sand Camel and Scimitar are likely already in the Qilian Mountains region. The attacks on the team members probably involved them."
As she spoke, she handed him an electronic device. It contained detailed files—photos, data, mastered Cultivation Methods, combat skills, temperaments, habits—on all sufficiently powerful figures worldwide.
Li Mu skimmed through. The intel was divided into two parts: the first covered domestic powers, the second covered sixty-eight foreign powers, including these Middle Eastern terrorist madmen. The entries were fairly comprehensive.
He read through once and mostly memorized them.
"These terrorists infiltrated... for the Pioneer?" Li Mu inquired casually. "Since when did they develop such an interest in extraterrestrial matters?"
Su Cuo replied, "They believe the Pioneer holds secrets to cleansing this sinful world, a gift from Beyond the Heavens that they must control."
Li Mu noted, "That means information about the Pioneer has already leaked?"
Su Cuo nodded, "All significant organizations and national authorities on Earth already know. This type of affair was difficult to conceal. We can’t solely blame the military for security failures. When the Pioneer entered the atmosphere, the disturbance was massive and alerted global monitoring agencies. Furthermore, certain nations have deliberately leaked information covertly these past days. Now, anyone influential enough knows the Pioneer contains power from Beyond the Heavens. Various forces are converging on it like moths drawn to a flame, eagerly pursuing it."
"So what’s the military’s stance then?" Li Mu handed the device back to Su Cuo. "Do they want me to escort those team members out of the country?"
Su Cuo shook her head. "Not exactly. Protecting the team members is within the nation’s capabilities. Domestic sect masters will take care of the escort, coupled with negotiations with the involved nations. The immediate priority is tracking down the terrorists Sand Camel and Scimitar hiding in the shadows, along with mercenary superpowers who bypassed customs to infiltrate and conduct sabotage. We need to locate and resolve them with utmost speed."
Li Mu nodded, "That’s easy. If they truly entered our territory, I can eliminate every single one of them within three days. Not a single one left standing."
Su Cuo looked shocked. "Three days?"
"What? Not enough time?" Li Mu asked.
"No, no! If you can resolve them within half a month, the military would be highly satisfied," Su Cuo quickly explained.
"If the military can coax them all into an area within a thousand square kilometers," Li Mu stated, "the time could be even shorter. Half a day for a clean sweep."
Su Cuo took a deep breath. "I’ll need to report this back to the military. Our battle strategy might require adjustments... But Xiao Mu, are you truly certain?"
"One hundred percent," Li Mu assured her.
"Good," Su Cuo said. "I’ll report immediately."
Right in front of Li Mu, she dialed an encrypted channel and relayed the information.
After a short while, Su Cuo’s specialized military Mobile Phone received a response. Reading it, she relayed, "By the way, Commander Fan asked me to mention one more thing. Regarding the incident at the Shengtai Baihua Garden Hotel—after Ling Hezi returned, it spread throughout the Jianghu. The whole Martial World domestically is abuzz about you, with huge waves of reaction. Though the state has taken measures to contain the fallout and ensure news won’t spread socially, the reactions from the Zhenling Sect and Star Observing Sect within the Seven Saints Sect have been particularly fierce. Reliable intelligence indicates both sects are planning a Martial Arts Conference soon. They intend to confront you publicly and demand justice."
Li Mu smiled faintly but didn’t respond.
Honestly, sects like the Seven Saints Sect were insignificant in his eyes.
"Since they insist on pursuing this," Li Mu said coolly, "let them come to me."
Su Cuo had expected this answer. She added, "The nation also wishes to use this opportunity. We aim to bring the martial forces under official oversight and jurisdiction. Sometime soon, representatives of the Seven Saints Sect and other influential sects will also be in the Qilian Mountains region. You may encounter them. These sect members might unite and try to cause you trouble."
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An early snowstorm swept across the entire Qilian Mountains region.
Having a snowstorm at this time of year seemed unusual.
The peaks of the Qilian Mountains were snow-covered year-round. Almost all the farmland in the Hexi Corridor relied on melted snow from these peaks for irrigation, creating the grain belt in the elongated western Gansu region, storing grain for the nation. However, a snowstorm this severe engulfing the entire mountain area in this season was extremely rare. Even elderly farmers in their sixties and seventies had never seen such a thing.
Strangely, though, beyond the actual mountains, the outside was merely overcast. Densely populated areas were not assailed by the wind and snow.
Fortunately, since the Qilian Mountains consisted mostly of rock and red soil, with steep terrain and sparse vegetation, they were unsuitable for living or herding, basically uninhabited. Thus, this sudden, bizarre snowstorm did not cause significant casualties.
Temperatures dropped to minus twenty or thirty degrees Celsius.
"Heh, what a fine snow."
A burly man with a thick beard, wearing only a thin, earth-yellow robe, stood atop a solitary peak.
He had an Eaglehook Nose and deep-set eyes, clearly not possessing Chinese physical characteristics but rather those of a Middle Easterner. Standing on the South Peak at over five thousand meters above sea level, he watched the brewing thundercloud storm in the sky above and glanced at the endless expanse of wind and snow around him. A trace of pleasure showed on his face.
He stood alone on the summit of the South Peak, with sheer cliffs before and behind him. One misstep, and he would fall to his death. Yet, no matter how fierce the Astral Wind blew, it only fluttered his thin robe, unable to budge his figure in the slightest.
A rare Golden-eyed Falcon with a black beak perched on his shoulder.
This falcon was not large, with a wingspan likely under one meter. Its feathers were snow-white, with golden eye-rings. Its wing feathers seemed forged from gold and iron, its beak akin to Divine Iron, extremely majestic. Its gaze vigilantly scanned the surroundings, as if no movement in the snowstorm could escape its watch.
Suddenly, the falcon took flight, its wings slicing through the wind and snow like a silver lightning bolt, soaring across the sky.
A falcon's cry sounded.
"You've finally come?" the burly man looked towards the true north.
Amid the distant snow, a black dot appeared, flickering unsteadily. A hoarse voice pierced through the storm, saying, "Is the item ready?"
The Eaglehook Nosed man kicked a silver metal case at his feet. It flew like a shooting star towards the black dot in the snow.
That black dot was a person, entirely shrouded in a wide robe, features unclear. But appearing on such a steep peak in this blizzard clearly marked them as a super expert too. Their voice was deliberately hoarse, concealing their true identity.
They reached out and caught the case. Opening it, a faint energy fluctuation emanated, and a soft glow outshone the snow. They nodded in satisfaction, saying, "Good. The goods are excellent."
The burly Middle Easterner in the distance spoke, actually in Chinese, "What about the information I wanted?"
A metal USB drive slid from the black dot's sleeve and was tossed over. It shot through the snow like a bullet, "You know the password. All the data is inside."
The Middle Easterner caught it gently, "Good. It's not our first time cooperating. I assume you won't cheat me."
The black dot, holding the case, said hoarsely, "A word of advice: now that you're in China, kill fewer Chinese soldiers. Otherwise, if the military gets angry and investigates, the consequences will be severe. We Chinese have a saying: 'Those who offend China will be punished no matter how far they flee.' You must have heard it."
Hearing this, the Middle Easterner smiled disdainfully, "This world ultimately speaks through strength. You Chinese only fight among yourselves, in chaos. Otherwise, why would you cooperate with us and sell information?"
The black dot snorted coldly, transformed into a shadow, leaping like a skipping stone, and finally disappeared into the distant snow.
The Middle Easterner watched the black dot's retreating figure and sneered contemptuously.
He whistled. The Golden-eyed Falcon hidden in the swirling snow flew back to his arm. Then, his figure lifted into the air, like a bird, leaping several times until he reached another peak about a kilometer away.
This peak was no lower than the South Peak, but its slope was gentler, and the summit terrain slightly broader, so a military outpost was built there.
The outpost was a compound with several small buildings.
By now, most of the outpost courtyard was buried in accumulated snow. Outside the compound stood a stone tablet with four red numbers—
9527.
This was the Western Outpost Number 9527.
The Middle Easterner, familiar with the path, came before the outpost and entered one of the two-story buildings directly.
Inside the room, the light was somewhat dim. The backup generator had already stopped working. The room contained various military equipment and tools. In the center, a bonfire burned, warming the entire room.
A pungent smell of blood filled the room.
On the cold floor by the bonfire lay six corpses in military uniforms, all dead. They had put up some fight before dying, but it clearly hadn't been effective. They hadn't even managed to fire their guns...
A groan sounded.
On the other side of the bonfire, tied to a hard wooden stake driven into the concrete floor, was a young soldier. He was barely clinging to life, not dead yet. But the left side of his face was a bloody mess. His upper clothes were torn open, his chest covered with horrifying marks of raptor tearing and biting.
"Heh, not dead yet. Pretty tough." The Middle Easterner, who spoke Mandarin, glanced at the young soldier, feeling a bit of admiration, "Kid, beg for mercy, and I'll give you a quick death."
"You... will die a wretched death..." The young soldier was extremely weak, but his eyes were stubborn, filled with hatred, "The Chinese military... won't... let you go... You... you'll never leave this country."
The Middle Easterner smiled indifferently, "Even heaven helps me. With this blizzard, by the time your military reacts, I'll already have what I want and be gone."
The white-feathered, Golden-eyed Falcon flapped its wings and landed on the young soldier's shoulder. It opened its beak to peck at the flesh on his chest. Its hooked beak tore off a large piece of meat with each pull.
The young soldier's body instantly stiffened and tensed. He endured the intense pain, breathing heavily. Cold sweat instantly gushed out like a spring, but he did not cry out, holding on stubbornly.
"Heh, interesting."
A mocking look appeared in the Middle Easterner's eyes.
The toughness of Chinese soldiers surprised him.
But it also gave him more interest in torture.
He raised his hand and sent out a sharp energy slash, cutting the ropes binding the young soldier. Then he continued to let the white-feathered, Golden-eyed Falcon torment, peck, and tear the flesh from the young soldier's body as if hunting live prey.
The young soldier was barely twenty years old. He struggled fiercely, trying to kill the falcon, even if he could only pull out a few feathers...
But the Golden-eyed Falcon possessed great strength; it was a spiritual creature capable of lifting even a calf. How could the already dying young soldier resist? Soon, there wasn't a single piece of intact flesh left on his body.
"Heh..."
The Middle Easterner laughed happily nearby. He took out some dried meat and sat by the bonfire, watching with relish as if it were the world's most thrilling performance.
The young soldier's consciousness soon blurred.
As the falcon continuously tore flesh from his body, one of his eyes was pecked out, but he seemed not to feel the pain anymore.
In his daze, lying on his back on the cold floor, his vision suffused with red, he seemed to see his mother, toiling hard deep in the loess plateau mountains, smiling at him. He seemed to see the girl with pigtails who, when he left his hometown to join the army at eighteen, said to him, 'Wait for you to come back.' He seemed to see his younger sister in her school classroom writing him a letter reporting her grades, saying she got full marks again...
"Sorry, Mom. Your son can't return."
A faint smile appeared on his mangled face.
He had no regrets. He hadn't disgraced his squad leader, platoon leader, or comrades. He hadn't cried, hadn't begged for mercy, and had held on until the last moment.
It hurt, terribly, and he was afraid.
But at least he hadn't brought shame.
Comrades sleeping forever underground, Little Winter Melon is coming.
He wept, smiling.
"I am a Chinese sentry..." Using the last of his life's strength, he roared furiously, suddenly turning, wanting to make one last desperate effort.
Just then, the door to the room suddenly opened.
Snowy wind blasted in from outside.
Along with the wind and snow came the outside light.
In the light that poured in like quicksand, a figure entered against the light. His face was unclear, but he was tall and straight. The young soldier couldn't see the figure's face clearly, but he saw his feet, wearing a pair of Li Ning sneakers with Chinese characters on them.
Then, he vaguely saw that behind this figure followed another person, wearing an air force blue uniform and a female soldier's peaked beret. On the cap badge were a red star and the golden characters 'August First,' shining like torches in the dark.
"Comrades!"
This thought flashed in the young soldier's mind before he passed out.
...
...
One of the top experts among Middle Eastern terrorists, [Sand Camel], real name Aluf, was born in a little-known small desert village. Later, he entered a terrorist training camp, learned deadly skills, killed countless people, and became one of the four top experts of the Divine Cult.
After the world changed, his power grew unbelievably. He carved out a fearsome reputation in the Middle East, and no one dared provoke him.
When the room door was pushed open, this Middle Eastern expert suddenly felt an indescribable sense of crisis.
With his abilities, even in heavy snow, he should sense anyone entering within twenty meters. But he only noticed when someone had already entered the house, with no prior sensing. This was nearly impossible.
He instinctively sprang up from the ground.
Flicked his hand.
Whoosh whoosh whoosh whoosh.
Dozens of snow-white daggers shot out like lightning. At this distance, with his power, even ten-centimeter thick steel plates could be pierced instantly.
But then he saw the person opposite casually wave a hand. These daggers flew back, even faster, instantly piercing through his arms and legs.
Aluf, through his training, had long become immune to pain. Carried by the daggers' momentum, he flew backward, crashed into some boxes, then quickly regained balance and stood up, adopting a defensive stance.
"We're late." A male voice.
"Can he be saved?" A clear, lovely female voice.
"This one can still be saved." The male voice said.
The other party was clearly very confident in their strength. Entering the room, they didn't immediately kill him but went to rescue people instead.
A cold smile curled on Aluf's lips.
Stupid Chinese, thinking they've defeated me like this?
He had turned the tables on enemies in desperate situations countless times. Just as he was about to strike again, he suddenly felt a terrifying pressure assault him. A strong intuition told him that any movement he made would instantly be crushed by this pressure.
A drop of cold sweat dripped from his temple.
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naturally, it was Li Mu and Su Cuo who burst in.
Su Cuo felt shocked and angry beyond words when she saw the brutally killed sentry in the room.
these terrorists had killed Chinese soldiers on Chinese soil. they were utterly mad and deserved to be wiped out thousands of times over.
Li Mu immediately placed his palm on the unconscious young soldier.
he channeled the Eastern Green Emperor's wood energy into the soldier's body to heal his wounds. soon, the torn muscles and bones visibly began to regenerate; flesh writhed over white bones, growing new tissue and skin.
within a few dozen breaths, most of the young soldier's injuries had miraculously healed completely.
this scene filled Aluf on the side with intense fear.
what kind of power was this?
medicine?
or some supernatural ability?
how could it be so terrifying, even reviving someone who had almost stepped into the embrace of the God of Death?
"ah, i'm a sentry... a Chinese sentry..." the young soldier shouted as soon as he woke and opened his eyes, struggling and assuming a combat stance.
"soldier, calm down, calm down." Su Cuo quickly went over to support him and said gently, "you're safe now, you're safe. i'm major Su Cuo from the special forces of the Chinese people's aerospace army, ordered to assist you..."
the young soldier shuddered.
countless images flashed through his mind, and he suddenly remembered seeing his comrades enter earlier. he grew anxious again and yelled, "go, go quickly... the enemy isn't human, they're demons! run, i'll cover you..."
a warm hand rested on his shoulder, and a strange yet comforting voice said, "sorry i'm late. don't worry, you're safe now. watch me handle the demons and avenge our brothers."
the young soldier turned back blankly.
he saw a young face around his own age, with thick sword-like eyebrows and reassuring, trustworthy eyes that sparkled like stars.
then he gradually calmed down.
catching a glimpse of Su Cuo supporting him and seeing the rank on her shoulder, he instinctively straightened up, saluted, and said loudly, "corporal sentry Xiao Dong from outpost 9527, greetings, commander."
Su Cuo returned the salute.
the young soldier suddenly froze.
he realized something and looked at his hands in disbelief, then at his body, touching his face: "i'm... healed? this... me?" he found it hard to believe that his body, which had been nearly torn apart by the falcon, was now completely restored... what had happened?
a series of unbelievable changes and turns, along with emotional highs and lows, left him stunned.
Li Mu sighed and gently patted his shoulder.
Li Mu felt deep admiration for this tenacious young soldier, even more than for the famous experts on the Divine Land Continent.
often, the choices made by ordinary people holding their ground against death and fear were more touching than those of great heroes.
this was a true hero.
Li Mu asked himself: if he were in that situation without his current strength, facing the bloody torture of Sand Camel Aluf, would he be like this young soldier named Xiao Dong, refusing to beg for mercy or give up even under torment?
he might have bowed his head just to die quickly.
"brother, watch me avenge you all."
Li Mu said, then crooked a finger at Aluf a few meters away.
at that moment, Sand Camel Aluf suddenly found the overwhelming pressure that had held him like a dam about to burst had vanished; he could move again.
almost without thinking, he reached behind his back, and two specially enhanced white Desert Eagles appeared in his hands. he pulled the triggers, and deafening bangs rang out as two streams of fire spat from the barrels.
strong fighters on Earth, especially those from abroad, never gave up using firearms while training their Physical Body's killing power. experts like Aluf, in particular, had reached a level where their firearm skills approached the realm of the Martial Path itself.
firing at such close range, his accuracy was as precise as if measured with a laser ruler.
Aluf fired twenty-one shots instantly; only one was aimed at Li Mu, while the other twenty targeted the weaker Su Cuo and young soldier Xiao Dong, aiming to disrupt Li Mu's momentum.
this was an instant reflection of his years of combat wisdom.
but to Li Mu, it was like children playing with water guns—utterly trivial. he shifted slightly, and twenty-one copies of Li Mu appeared in the room, each reaching out a finger to flick away the incoming bullets.
all twenty-one bullets were deflected.
"what?"
Aluf's pupils instantly contracted.
what had he just seen?
this was definitely not a power humans should possess.
even as a fanatical religious terrorist, he couldn't suppress a surge of fear in his heart and the urge to retreat.
Su Cuo was already used to this, but young soldier Xiao Dong widened his eyes, unable to comprehend what he had witnessed, trembling with excitement at the chance to see his comrades avenged.
"show me whatever else you've got, or you won't get another chance." Li Mu looked at Aluf as if he were meat on a chopping board.
wanting to vent the sentries' anger and let Xiao Dong witness it, while also observing the Martial Path development and characteristics of foreign experts on Earth, Li Mu didn't instantly kill this terrorist super-fighter.
"Silver, tear him apart."
Aluf growled in a Middle Eastern language.
the Golden-eyed Falcon, which had been perched quietly like a lump of snow on the roof beam since Li Mu and the others entered, went from complete stillness to extreme motion, swooping down like a silver lightning bolt with claws and beak capable of shredding metal and shattering stones, attacking Li Mu.
"watch out..." young soldier Xiao Dong couldn't help but warn.
Li Mu didn't move, merely casting a casual glance.
killing intent swirled in his eyes, almost tangible.
"screech!"
the Golden-eyed Falcon let out a terrified shriek.
in that instant, as if encountering the world's most fearsome natural predator, it flapped its wings, trying to fly back, but was so frightened it convulsed and fell to the ground with a thud, writhing and wailing.
"what? Chinese, i'll remember you... next time we meet, i'll kill you."
seeing this, Aluf was terrified to the extreme. knowing he had met a formidable enemy, he abandoned all thought of fighting. with a bang, his body exploded on the spot, turning into a cloud of flying sand as he attempted to escape.
"oh?"
Li Mu was surprised.
this Middle Eastern terrorist could perform such an escape technique?
it seemed like earth evasion, one of the five element escape arts.
but how could such a barbaric, foreign land have mastered an escape art belonging to Chinese cultivators? what was going on?
of course, if Aluf thought he could escape that easily, he was dreaming.
using earth evasion in front of Li Mu, who cultivated the Five Emperors' Longevity Sutra, was like showing off axe skills before a master craftsman. Li Mu focused his mind, activating the central yellow emperor's earth energy to seal off the surrounding ground.
"ah!"
a startled cry sounded as Aluf's dispersed form reappeared mid-air and fell straight down.
Li Mu gave him no further chances, reaching out and using a massive force to pull him over through the air, then pressed his palm against Aluf's forehead.
"you... who are you?"
this infamous Middle Eastern Godslayer struggled but couldn't budge Li Mu's hand an inch.
rack his brains as he might, he couldn't understand why there was such a god-like expert in China without any prior intelligence. was this the depth the Chinese often spoke of?
Li Mu didn't answer. instead, he used a mental secret art to invade Aluf's mind, reading his memories and searching for information and secrets about the terrorist organization.
after witnessing the scene at the outpost, Li Mu had decided not to let these scum go; he would hunt them down to their lair and exterminate every last one of those unworthy of being called human.
"ah, you..." Aluf struggled, vaguely understanding.
images like projections emerged from his forehead, looking eerie and terrifying, showing memory fragments from his childhood up to various deeds he had committed.
after a brief pause, Su Cuo on the side suddenly realized what was happening.
her face lit up with excitement.
this was great. if they could extract secrets about the terrorist organization from Aluf's memories, it would be tremendous news for China's counter-terrorism efforts.
young soldier Xiao Dong was somewhat confused but could guess it was a good thing.
a moment later, Li Mu released his hand.
thud!
Aluf collapsed onto the floor, white foam trickling from his mouth as he stared at Li Mu: "you... you devil, you're not human, you..."
"compared to what you've done, i'm the kindest person in the world."
Li Mu looked down at this Middle Eastern demon. the evils in his memory were too numerous to record; Li Mu had only selected some information about the terrorist organization, yet it already shocked him. how could there be such insane, evil people and organizations in the world?
"the great True God will not spare you." Aluf stared at Li Mu with fanatical hatred, his gaze venomous as a snake or scorpion.
Li Mu said calmly, "don't worry, i won't spare your True God either."
Aluf was taken aback, then burst into mad laughter like a rabid dog.
his eyes were full of contempt and disdain as he said, "hahaha, foolish Chinese, you simply don't understand or realize how powerful and terrifying the True God is. it's a great deity from Beyond the Heavens, capable of traveling between worlds, truly almighty. haha, how can you compare to the True God?"
Li Mu replied, "because i also come from Beyond the Heavens, and i've traveled between worlds too."
"what?" Aluf's laughter instantly froze, staring at Li Mu in horror: "you... you're saying... impossible, how could you descend? even the True God has... are you lying to me?"
then suddenly, he roared, and two streams of black mist swirled from his eyes, floating in the air to form a black mirror. faint light flickered within, and then, as if in a video call, figures and images appeared on the other side.
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The scene still showed an underground structure. Many people of Middle Eastern descent busied themselves inside. Their attire was clean and neat, unlike the common image of terrorists. They seemed highly educated.
Among them stood a tall figure over fifty years old, wrapped in an Arabic turban, wearing a black robe, and holding a khaki-colored staff. He had a grey-white beard and eyes as sharp as a hawk's or falcon's. His gaze pierced through the screen, fixing onto Li Mu and the others.
"Supreme Speaker, remember the faces you now witness. These are adversaries of the True God. You must eliminate them at all costs. Kill their friends and kin. Eradicate their clans. Condemn them to descent into eternal hell." Aluf shrieked, his voice filled with insanity and ferocity.
He spoke in a Middle Eastern language.
Clearly, the black-robed Speaker on the other end could hear Aluf.
His eyes pierced the black mirror, falling upon Li Mu and his group. He uttered something threateningly. Turning around, he called out, and the bustling figures of the terrorists behind him suddenly snapped their gaze forward in unison. Their eyes burned with hatred and fanaticism, as if they yearned to burst through the black mirror and tear Li Mu and the others apart.
"See? The True God's warriors will eventually purge you all..." Aluf cried out with fervent madness, resembling a lunatic.
This frenzied display, whether viewed from the black mirror or from their side, sent chills down one's spine. These fanatical cultists and terrorists were utterly insane.
Li Mu said, "Perhaps your so-called True God, knowing you provoked me, will die of anger."
His Heavenly Eye activated. His gaze solidified like tangible beams of light, shooting straight into the black mirror. In an instant, it seemed to traverse thousands of miles, striking the black-robed Speaker who held the khaki staff on the other side.
BOOM!
The Speaker, who had been angrily shouting threats, was instantly blasted away violently.
Half his body seemed to vanish as if struck by a laser cannon. Blood spewed from his mouth while he was airborne, before he crashed heavily onto the ground. The yellow staff projected a halo, shielding him protectively.
The fierce, shouting terrorists froze in stunned silence.
Some scrambled to lift the fallen Speaker. Others cried out in panic, shouting to fetch weapons or similarly panicked actions. Utter chaos ensued.
The black mirror instantly shattered and dissolved.
"Pity. Didn't kill him."
Li Mu shook his head.
The Heavenly Dao Laws on Earth were still different from those on the Divine Land Continent. Additionally, the black mirror actually spanned over thousands of kilometers, preventing Li Mu from killing the black-robed Speaker instantly.
"However," Li Mu added, "I've already marked the location of that underground stronghold. Once I free up my hands, I'll personally travel to the Middle East to eradicate them completely. None shall remain."
His words conveyed absolute certainty.
Divine skill. Unfathomable power.
Su Cuo and the young soldier Xiao Dong couldn't contain their surging excitement and exhilaration.
Aluf seemed to realize he had committed a colossal blunder. Far from intimidating Li Mu and the others, he had exposed his organization's location and gotten the Supreme Speaker severely injured... Why was this young Chinese man so terrifying?
Regret flooded him, more painful than death.
Li Mu noticed wisps of dissipating black vapor emerging from Aluf. He looked thoughtful, then studied Aluf and remarked, "Interesting... It seems something else hides within you. I actually missed it earlier. Truly intriguing..."
Instantly, overwhelming psychic power surged like tidal waves, enveloping Aluf completely. Li Mu forcefully probed the terrorist super-being once more, concentrating especially hard on his mind.
Suddenly, a strange wisp of dark, hazy light burst from the space between Aluf's eyebrows! It shot like an arrow towards the outside of the room at incredible speed.
"Halt!"
Li Mu let out a sharp command. A wisp of Chaos Qi flowed from within him, fixing the escaping black light mist solidly in mid-air.
"Idiot servant! What kind of foe have you roused?" A sinister, malevolent voice emanated from the black light mist, clearly berating Aluf.
Aluf beamed with joy. "Great True God Almighty! Have you descended? Praise be! Omnipotent Lord! Destroy this wretched infidel! Annihilate this lowly wretch who dared to blaspheme your majesty!"
However, the sinister voice within the black mist shifted its focus towards Li Mu, adopting a negotiable tone: "Ah, so esteemed sir is also an Outer World Cultivator? This is indeed fortuitous. Strangers meet because of conflict, but true comrades share a common origin. How unnecessary such hostility is! This is all a misunderstanding... purely a misunderstanding..."
Li Mu remained utterly silent. His psychic power surged forward, engulfing the black mist. He immediately employed a secret art to extract its consciousness waves and memories.
"Aaargh, NO! Master, SPARE ME! I WAS WRONG!" The black mist, touched by Li Mu's power, shrieked like a rat doused in sulfuric acid. Its tone instantly warped into terrified groveling. "A Soldier Realm Master! This lowly slug deserves death for failing to recognize true divinity! Pardon, Great Master! Spare my miserable existence! HAVE MERCY!"
It frantically begged for mercy.
This turn of events hit Aluf like a thunderbolt. He had been fervently expecting the True God Almighty to appear and utterly annihilate Li Mu. Now, his entire body went rigid in disbelief.
Comprehension shattered.
Something, a foundational conviction deep inside him, began rapidly disintegrating.
His faith was crumbling.
He couldn't grasp it. Couldn't believe it. The True God he devoutly worshiped, sacrificed everything for, the omnipotent being... was pleading for mercy before this Chinese man. Why?!
For a fanatical cultist terrorist, what constitutes ultimate horror?
Not death. Not physical torment.
The true abyss is the collapse of one's core belief.
To Aluf at this moment, nothing was more torturous, more shattering, than death.
He felt his entire world had been obliterated.
Li Mu paid him no further attention.
Swiftly, Li Mu extracted the consciousness fluctuations from the black light mist. It was merely an avatar, a shard of intention. Aluf’s explosive surge in power after the world’s transformation stemmed from harboring this sliver of consciousness—not just Aluf, but the other three terrorist super-being lunatics were similarly infused.
The memories within this wisp of consciousness were scarce.
Moreover, seeing Li Mu utterly unwilling to negotiate, it immediately chose self-annihilation. All its energy and memories dissolved instantly. Therefore, Li Mu gleaned little significant intelligence.
The only certainty: the master behind this black mist hailed from Beyond the Heavens. Yet, it hadn’t descended post the Earth’s Spiritual Energy awakening. It had existed here for a very long time. Li Mu vaguely sensed its infiltration happened long ago, likely through one of Earth’s opened Grotto-Heaven portals.
"Could it be...?" Li Mu pondered internally, "The Grotto-Heavens emerging on Earth might serve as gateways to the outer realms?"
Doubt flickered through his mind.
He realized this matter demanded his close attention.
"Go. Settle the score for your fallen comrades."
Li Mu handed a Long Saber to the young soldier Xiao Dong.
Aluf now was utterly broken. Once the source of his power—the black mist—dispersed, he reverted to an ordinary man. Blood flowed freely from his wounds. He was completely powerless to fight back.
Xiao Dong took the saber. Memories of fallen comrades—the Platoon Leader, the Team Leader—surged vividly. His eyes blazed with wrath. He stepped forward, raised the blade, and brought it down decisively. The saber cleanly severed the head of the desolate, defeated Aluf.
Xiao Dong couldn't contain it then. He broke down and wept bitterly.
"Squad Leader... Dongzi... Xiao Liu..." He choked between sobs, "...I avenged you... Rest... Rest easy, brothers..." The soldier wailed, his grief inconsolable, heart-wrenching.
"Skreeeeeech!"
The severely injured Golden-eyed Falcon, witnessing its master slain, emitted a piercing cry of sorrow.
Li Mu raised his hand, sending forth a wisp of the Fire Emperor qi from the South. This potent force incinerated the creature instantly. However, a cluster of golden Spiritual Energy condensed from its eyes. Clearly, the Golden-eyed Falcon was also a rare spiritual beast possessing exceptional innate talent, especially within its eyes, which harbored incredibly pure and dense essence.
"He who endures hardship undergoes growth. This Spiritual Energy is your rightful reward."
Li Mu directly channeled this golden spiritual radiance into Xiao Dong's eyes.
"Ah! This is..." Xiao Dong felt an unprecedented sensation of cool, soothing energy circulate within his vision.
Then, a miracle ensued.
An invisible hand seemed to wipe the world before Xiao Dong's eyes, cleansing away all grime and dust. His sight achieved unparalleled clarity. Outside the window, every single snowflake dancing in the blizzard became trackable to his eyes. He could discern distinct flakes over five hundred meters distant as if scrutinized through a high-powered scope!
This was the vision of the Golden-eyed Falcon!
"Thank you, Commander!" Xiao Dong immediately understood this was a blessing for him. He swiftly rendered a sharp military salute, his heart overflowing with immense gratitude and awe for Li Mu.
"My arrival was delayed. I owe you an apology," Li Mu said sincerely. "In fact, I should thank you for granting me understanding... and clarity."
The young soldier flushed crimson, feeling too flustered and modest to know how to respond.
The trio collected the bodies of the fallen sentry troops and respectfully stored them within the outpost.
After searching Aluf's remains, Su Cuo found some items. Among them, a silver, metallic USB drive caught her sharp attention.
She plugged it into her military-issued portable device. Opening it revealed information that deeply shocked Su Cuo: highly classified documents concerning the satellite launch base and Project Pioneer. Details included layouts, defense deployments, troop placements, and counts of stationed elite forces.
"This intelligence... it must have been leaked by a traitor!"
Su Cuo felt utterly shaken and furious.
For someone to access such privileged information implied high rank and significant standing. What could possibly drive such betrayal? What depravity compelled selling out one's nation and people? For what gain?
Specific files were password-protected and encrypted. Attempting to open them failed; decryption would require time and specialized expertise.
Su Cuo tried briefly. "We'll need professional cryptographers to crack this."
Li Mu nodded soberly. "Affirmative. Secure it. Time isn't critical here... I've already gleaned clues from Sand Camel's memories..."
Li Mu's expression hardened purposefully. "Our reckoning remains unsettled. Not a single terrorist who breached our borders shall escape. We hunt... Scimitar."
A surge of invisible power enfolded them.
The three figures were lifted smoothly off the ground amidst swirling snow and flew out of the broken outpost wall.
Xiao Dong's jaw dropped in sheer astonishment. He saw himself standing firmly upon a giant Flying Dagger soaring through the blizzard! Such divine prowess! There truly were heroes akin to Immortals within China's military!
He felt profound shock, coupled with immense patriotic pride.
...
...
Southern Foothills, Qilian Mountains.
Amid the raging snowstorm stumbled a man of Middle Eastern descent. Draped in white robes, two curved scimitars strapped across his back. Sheer terror distorted his features, expressing panic and a frantic dread as if pursued by doom itself.
What unimaginable foe could provoke the True God's personal decree? A stern warning resonated in his mind: flee. Escape China. Immediately.
Approximately ten li behind him lay evidence of his barbarity—a small pastoral village, its residents slaughtered without mercy. Seventy-eight souls murdered; men, women, children, elders... none spared. This massacre was perpetrated solely by the terrorist super-being codenamed Scimitar. His initial plan included butchering more villages as warnings to the Chinese. Now, sheer terror drove him to retreat at utmost haste.
"Next time China..." His thoughts hissed with venomous spite, "...I will paint rivers crimson with their blood."
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Suddenly—
Whoosh!
An ancient-styled Chinese long saber fell from the sky and embedded itself right in front of where Scimitar was running.
He was startled, his figure halting abruptly. Instantly, the two sabers on his back were in his hands, one held high and one low, guarding his entire body in an alert stance. The blades gleamed coldly.
"Who's there?"
Scimitar shouted, his eyes scanning the surroundings, trying to locate the enemy.
However, all around, heavy snow fell and astral winds howled.
Within his visible range, there was no trace of anyone.
Just as he shifted direction and began to move, whoosh—another long saber plunged into the ground ahead of him.
Scimitar sensed something was wrong. He changed his position and moved again.
Whoosh! Whoosh! Whoosh!
Dozens of long sabers descended from the sky, embedding into the ground and encircling him on all sides like a circular saber formation, completely blocking his path.
What was happening?
Had the Chinese powerhouse caught up?
"Go, hurry, get away from here."
The voice of the True God echoed in his mind.
Every time he ran into trouble and prayed devoutly, the True God would guide him and show him the way. The True God had always controlled everything. But now, the True God's voice was filled with fear and urgency. This made Scimitar realize the danger.
"Charge!"
He brandished his two sabers and dashed due south.
Right at that moment, a stream of light descended from the sky. It was a huge flying dagger shaped like a small boat, hovering ten meters above the ground. Three figures stood on it, two of them wearing military uniforms, clearly revealing their origin and identity.
"What? The Chinese?"
Scimitar could not believe his eyes.
The higher one's strength reached, the more one understood what this scene meant. It was a method like that of gods and demons—riding on sabers. It seemed only ancient Chinese myths and legends had such tales.
"Damn it, how did they arrive so quickly?"
The True God's voice sounded in Scimitar's mind again.
"Oh almighty god, what should I do?" Scimitar silently asked.
"Kill them. Go, you can do it." The True God's voice was full of temptation.
Scimitar's eyes instantly turned fanatical. He leaped high into the air like a streak of light, his saber aura sweeping out like a violent snowstorm. His power was indeed extremely formidable; in terms of offensive strength alone, he surpassed even Sand Camel from the earlier outpost. He charged towards Li Mu and the other two.
"Halt!"
Li Mu shouted sharply. A stream of chaos qi swirled out from within him, solidifying the space and completely immobilizing Scimitar along with his terrifying strike two meters away in mid-air, like a specimen frozen in an instant.
Li Mu's mental energy surged out.
He began searching within Scimitar's body for that wisp of black mist.
"Must you be so thorough?" The wisp of black mist escaped from Scimitar's mind on its own, sending out a
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