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​
A flash of surprise appeared in Li Mu's eyes.
The voice seemed to come from all directions, echoing clearly beside everyone's ears.
"Haha, never imagined there’d be such an interesting little ant in Taibai County Town. Li Mu? Heh, interesting. The physical strength... cultivated to this level already."
The voice sounded again, drifting and elusive, impossible to pinpoint.
Suddenly, everyone felt the sunlight overhead dim.
At some unknown time, threads of black mist had silently filled the air, like low-hanging clouds, covering the entire sky above the front courtyard of the County Government Office.
"Hmph."
Li Mu’s face remained calm.
Another pretentious ghost trickster showing up.
"Take him away first," he said to the doctor and the jailers.
The doctor looked tense. Led by Young Master Zhen Meng's brother-in-law, the jailers were also visibly unnerved. They could feel the terrifying presence of this hidden, ghost-like enemy. Not daring to delay, they lifted the plank bed, carefully placed the young book attendant Qingfeng onto it, raised it up, and along with Feng Yuanxing and the others, headed toward the Rear Government Office.
"Huh, leave? Not yet, I think. Best to all stay put."
That ghostly voice rang out again.
Whoosh!
One wisp of the black mist, swirling like morning fog, suddenly came alive. It transformed into a sharp sword-like form, piercing through empty air towards the jailers carrying the plank bed.
"Courting death."
Li Mu snorted softly and flicked his finger.
A transparent force, like a sharp arrow, shot through the air. Though later in motion, it arrived first, colliding with the black mist. The mist shattered instantly, dissipating into nothing.
He had mastered the first level applications of the 【My Heart's Heavenly Arrow】 mental skill and secret techniques. While not at Guo Yuqing’s level—where a mere touch could transform anything into an arrow—Li Mu himself was an archery expert. His interpretation of 【My Heart's Heavenly Arrow】 was unique and different from Guo Yuqing’s. He didn’t need bows or arrows crafted from corpses. A simple flick of his finger generated energy force as powerful as an arrow fired from a mighty bow.
"Oh?"
The ghostly voice betrayed a hint of surprise.
"Even more interesting. Let’s see how many of these you can block."
In the next instant, the black miasma enveloping the sky suddenly transformed. It coalesced into dozens of black shadow swords, stabbing like lightning towards different jailers.
"Pretentious ghost tricks."
Li Mu rebuked contemptuously. He curved the five fingers of his right hand: pinky, index, ring, and middle fingers positioned like arrows, his thumb like a bent bow. He flicked them rapidly.
A series of sounds, like the forceful twanging of many bowstrings, vibrated through the air.
Streaks of transparent force energy shot out like arrows, each interception arriving after the attack launched yet meeting it first. Every single black shadow sword was shattered into dispersal.
A fierce glint flashed in Li Mu's eyes.
He moved, appearing ten meters away in the next instant. He raised his hand and delivered a palm strike like a sword slash – 【Lightning Slash】.
Pure force energy, like an invisible blade qi, cleaved through the space.
A swath of black miasma dozens of meters long was instantly severed, splitting apart as easily as a hot knife slicing through butter.
"You... interesting!" A startled cry erupted urgently from within the black miasma.
Then, all the black miasma coalesced rapidly, like a whale drawing in water. It was like ink splashed onto a landscape painting, using the void as its canvas, forming an illusory, ghostly figure.
Li Mu flashed again, as if teleporting, appearing before this silhouette. He delivered another palm-sword strike.
The figure shimmered, dodging the blade's edge.
The blade qi sliced vertically through empty air. Ten meters away, an ancient tree, thick enough that five or six men could barely encircle it with their arms, was cleanly split down the middle by the transparent force. Cut perfectly in two, the severed faces smooth as mirrors.
Li Mu landed back in his original spot.
Feng Yuanxing and the others had already been taken into the Rear Government Office.
A formless shape of flickering, unsteady black light and flame, vaguely humanoid, landed beside the 【Black-hearted Scholar】 Zheng Cunjian. It looked extremely strange. The previous ghostly voice came from it, saying, "Hah, interesting. Truly interesting, Li Mu. You actually begin to stir a trickle of... anger within me."
This was a bizarrely powerful Martial Arts Expert.
It was hard for outsiders to make out his form clearly; he seemed an embodiment of black flame.
Strange.
Sinister.
Terrifying.
Seeing this figure, 【Black-hearted Scholar】 Zheng Cunjian scrambled up like a chicken injected with adrenaline, his face wild with joy.
"Censor Xu! You finally came! This Li Mu breaks the law, freely kills colleagues, and oppresses the common folk! His crimes are countless!" Zheng Cunjian roared, eyes flashing with crazed hatred. "He is a vicious criminal, a madman! Show no mercy! Kill him outright!"
Chu Shufeng's face was equally etched with hatred as he stared at Li Mu, sneering coldly, "Now that Censor Xu of the Surveillance Bureau is here, your time has run out, you little bastard! See how much longer you can flaunt your arrogance!"
He then turned, changing his expression instantly into one of extreme humility, helping Zheng Cunjian, whose legs were broken, to stand up as well.
"What are you all kneeling for?! Get up!" Zheng Cunjian bellowed at the large crowd of kneeling black-armored soldiers nearby.
Today's events were the greatest humiliation he had ever suffered in his life, filling him with frenzied hatred and resentment.
Ning Chongshan, shackled in chains, finally opened his eyes – he stopped pretending to be dead. Helped up by a black-armored soldier, he stood, continuously channeling his scattered Qi, reassembling his dissipated Internal Qi and recovering a measure of strength. The corner of his mouth curled into a cold smile as well, his expression venomous. "Your doom has arrived."
Even Li Bing, previously frightened out of his wits, was helped up by several black-armored soldiers. Once he understood the situation, this young master became so agitated with triumph his body shook. He nearly wept. His mind held only one thought: I'm saved. Finally saved...
The fearful thoughts he'd harbored while submerged in terror vanished completely. Clutching the wound on his leg, his expression mirrored Ning Chongshan's and Chu Shufeng's – filled with venomous resentment as he stared at Li Mu. He wanted nothing more than to flay Li Mu’s skin, pull out his sinews, and drink his blood.
All the black-armored soldiers who had knelt now rose with a clatter.
The expressions of the three Lieutenant Generals were equally ferocious.
Within the Surveillance Bureau, there are no mediocre hands.
This was an iron law, known far and wide throughout the Western Qin Empire, indeed across the entire Divine Land Continent.
While the Surveillance Bureau had acted less frequently in recent years due to various reasons, whenever it did act, it solved almost anything. Once its agents appeared, it signified that no matter how complex the problem, a conclusion was imminent.
The three Lieutenant Generals were already thinking ahead, mentally planning how they would brutalize Li Mu to vent their fury once he was reduced to a prisoner.
The atmosphere in the county office's front courtyard shifted drastically in an instant.
The few remaining jailers had turned pale. They retreated towards the periphery.
Li Mu stood on the steps before the main hall, his expression calm, as if this sudden reversal had nothing to do with him. He glanced down at the wound on his wrist.
It had completely healed, leaving only the faintest trace of a scar.
"You all leave. Have the Garrison Troops assemble. Prepare to clean up the battlefield," Li Mu instructed the jailers.
The jailers, faces pale, hesitated slightly at Li Mu's words, but then all began heading towards the County Government Office gate.
"Don't let them leave!" Chu Shufeng shouted, his demeanor transformed, arrogant now that he felt secure. "Not a single one of them leaves! Today, they all die here! We will wash this county office with blood!"
"Correct! The shame inflicted upon us shall be cleansed with the blood of these insignificant maggots!" Ning Chongshan also roared, his face twisted.
These jailers, since they followed Li Mu's orders, deserved death.
"Just no memory for lessons, huh?"
Li Mu began stretching his muscles.
"To be honest, if I hadn't wanted to keep you alive so Qingfeng and the others could take their revenge themselves... trash like you would have long been pulped into slush."
Li Mu's voice suddenly sounded right next to Ning Chongshan and Chu Shufeng's ears – as close as if he were whispering quietly. Both men simultaneously felt a breath of air seemingly exhale onto the backs of their heads. Before they could even react, a blur shot past their eyes, an immense force crashed against them, and their bodies were involuntarily ripped away.
Gasps of shock erupted.
Light and shadows flowed chaotically.
The black-armored soldiers and the Lieutenant Generals only saw shimmering afterimages flashing past, too fast for them to react. Not even Censor Xu could react in time.
When Ning Chongshan and Chu Shufeng's vision cleared, they were horrified to discover they had been plucked straight from the midst of the crowd. Held like helpless chicks, they were now deposited on the steps by the main hall's door.
"Kneel properly."
Li Mu patted their shoulders lightly, like a father disciplining unruly sons.
He didn't exert force.
Yet, the two men trembled uncontrollably, filled with utter panic.
They couldn't comprehend how, with Censor Xu of the Surveillance Bureau present, Li Mu could still grab them as easily as picking items from a bag. Now, Li Mu’s hand on their shoulders felt like sharp blades pricking them, making their hearts pound violently with fear. Their legs felt weak, utterly devoid of strength, unable to obey any command. With a thud, they both collapsed onto their knees.
"Becoming more and more interesting, Li Mu. Daring to snatch people right under my nose?"
The flowing mass of black light and flame exhaled, its tone dark and dangerous.
Li Mu descended the steps one by one. "Who the hell do you think you are?" (You think you’re so great?)
He hated nothing more than people posturing in front of him.
"Really interesting now? This is suicide! I am a Censor of the Surveillance Bureau! You dare strike in my presence? And now... such insulting words! Do you not know–" The mass of black fiery shadows pulsated violently, emitting a sinister chuckle.
Its words were cut off mid-sentence.
A fist punched straight through the mass of black fiery shadows, shattering it into a dispersed swirl.
Also interrupting the furious words.
"Hiding your head, masking your tail. You're a pathetic clown. Show-offs must possess actual skills... Can you villains ever use a different script? Honestly kinda tiring... trash whose might only be worth five in battle... Where in the world did you fools find such arrogance?" Li Mu said with scornful laughter. "I thought the reinforcements Zheng Cunjian awaited would be someone formidable. Turns out, it’s just a half-baked fool, mediocre in both martial arts Qi and Spell Arts!"
His ten fingers weaved like lightning, forming hand seals.
The air around them thrummed faintly with the sound of distant thunder, like a far-off tide gathering.
Thin wispy arcs of faintly purple lightning energy spread from between his fingers. Instantly, they became like a net, flowing outwards to envelop the area. It swept wide, capturing the swirling, dissipating threads of black miasma and shimmering light within its web.
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"Spell... Spell Arts?"
Zheng Cunjian on the side was greatly shocked, as if seeing a Gui in broad daylight.
What was going on?
This reckless Lord of Taibai County, who only had muscles in his head, actually knew Spell Arts?
Was he actually a Sorcerer?
"Ah... Damn it, how dare you... ah."
Screams came from within the net of lightning.
The figure formed from black fiery light struggled violently.
Li Mu shook his wrist.
The purple lightning net contracted, making crackling explosive sounds, like lightning whips lashing something. Then, a human figure became visible within the net.
It was a long-faced man who looked over thirty years old, dressed entirely in black clothes, with hair over a meter long that flowed loosely. He screamed in terror, struggling as purple lightning whipped him, sparks flying off his body, and a charred stench spreading everywhere...
The lightning net dispersed.
The long-faced man fell to the ground.
The moment he landed, as if equipped with springs, he explosively shot up, holding a sharp short sword, thrusting it toward Li Mu.
"No..." Zheng Cunjian on the side shouted loudly.
Weapons simply couldn't harm this Lord of Taibai County.
But it was already too late.
"Heh..." Li Mu casually raised his hand, gripping the blade of the short sword. His fingers were completely unharmed. Then, with a slight exertion of force, the sharp blade was crushed into steel mud, oozing out from between Li Mu's fingers.
"How is this possible?" The long-faced man found it unbelievable.
"Why is it not possible?" Li Mu backhandedly slapped him across the face. "Oh, after all this fuss, it turns out you hadn't figured out my strength and came to show off."
Smack!
Half of the long-faced man's face swelled up.
"You dare to hit me? You dare to hit an inspector of the Surveillance Bureau? Haha, interesting, so damn interesting. Little County Magistrate, you're finished. I will definitely report everything that happened today to the Surveillance Bureau. You, your family, your friends, and loved ones are all doomed..." The long-faced man snarled sinisterly. "I swear, I'll make you regret it for the rest of your life... Haha, it's just too interesting. Even thinking about it gets me excited."
Li Mu frowned.
"Then... go die."
He backhandedly slapped him again.
Thump!
The long-faced man's head instantly vanished from his neck.
On the wall twenty meters away, a head-shaped crack dent appeared.
In the center of the dent, a mix of red and white pulp slowly slid down.
Thud.
The headless body remained standing in place.
"I suppose you don't find it interesting now."
Li Mu gave a push, and the body fell like a puppet with its strings cut.
"From today on, no one can threaten me... and my friends."
Li Mu slowly retracted his hand.
Before this, whether dealing with Zheng Cunjian, Ning Chongshan, or Chu Shufeng, Li Mu had actually held back.
He wasn't too keen on killing.
But just moments ago, when the long-faced man, already defeated, still acted venomously like a snake and recklessly issued threats, Li Mu suddenly understood a truth.
On this planet, in this Martial Path world, things like forgiveness, tolerance, and leaving room didn't seem to hold much meaning, especially when facing so-called higher-ups who viewed human life as worthless grass. Tolerance would make them think you're weak, forgiveness would make them think you're foolish, and leaving room would make them think you're afraid.
To protect what you cherish, you must eliminate what you despise.
To guard kindness, you must eradicate evil.
Li Mu looked toward Zheng Cunjian.
"No, no... Don't kill me, I... I was wrong, I..."
At this moment, the Black-hearted Scholar was completely terrified. Looking at Li Mu was like looking at a devil emerging from hell. All his trump cards, reliance, sense of superiority, status, and the like vanished completely in that instant.
He dares to kill even an inspector of the Surveillance Bureau; is there anything in this world that the Lord of Taibai County wouldn't dare to kill?
At this moment, Zheng Cunjian was completely sober.
He fully realized what kind of person he was facing.
A complete madman, without any taboos or restraints.
To such a person, killing him was no different from killing a chicken or crushing a bug.
"Give me a reason not to kill you?" Li Mu asked quietly.
Zheng Cunjian was scared out of his wits. "I... I... Second Young Master, I'll tell the truth, I'll tell the truth... It was the Prefect who insisted on sending me; I had no choice. Please, Second Young Master, remember... remember how I took care of you and your mother when you were young... Don't... don't kill me..."
Huh?
Li Mu was stunned.
Has this guy gone mad from fear?
Spouting nonsense?
What Second Young Master?
"What are you talking about?" Li Mu shook his fist. "Pretending to be crazy?"
"No, no, no, Second Young Master, listen to me, before... I deliberately acted like I didn't know you. Didn't you also act like you didn't know me? I thought... I thought you didn't want others to know your true identity. I... Second Young Master, I know where your mother is; don't kill me..."
Zheng Cunjian spoke, utterly terrified.
Hmm?
Li Mu suddenly realized something.
Wait, this guy said he deliberately acted like he didn't know me, meaning he actually does know me... No, he knows the real Li Mu of this world, the one who fell off the cliff and is missing, presumed dead?
Second Young Master?
So, the real Li Mu's identity is actually not simple and has some background?
Li Mu suddenly thought of many things.
But why hadn't he heard the two Study Attendants mention this before?
Li Mu thought for a moment, then directly delivered a palm strike.
Zheng Cunjian spat out a mouthful of blood, went limp, and collapsed, motionless.
But Ning Chongshan and Chu Shufeng, who saw this scene, were scared out of their minds.
Li Mu killed Zheng Cunjian; isn't this him being bloodthirsty, about to go on a killing spree?
So, when Li Mu walked toward them, the two nearly broke down.
"Lord Li, don't kill me, spare my life..." Eaglehook Nose Chu Shufeng was the first to scream out. "Listen to me, Zheng Cunjian forced us to do this... I'll tell you everything, I'll confess everything. This time, the Prefect sent us to sideline you, to find an opportunity to eliminate you. We were forced..."
Li Mu walked step by step toward them.
"Look at you, what kind of appearance is this? You have no backbone at all." Li Mu clicked his tongue while shaking his head. "Weren't you just threatening me a moment ago? Now you're worse than the lowest mangy dog. Do you think living like this is interesting?"
"I... don't kill me." Chu Shufeng cried and sobbed. "I had no choice, everything was arranged by the Prefect. Lord Li, I was blind, I shouldn't have opposed you. Please spare me." He crawled over on his knees, trying to hug Li Mu's leg.
Li Mu directly raised a foot and kicked him flying away.
The new County Sheriff of Taibai County bumped into a rock nearby with a loud thud. No one knew how many of his bones broke as he slowly slid down, leaving a streak of blood on the rock. His body slumped to the ground, his head tilted to the side, and he completely stopped breathing.
Originally, Li Mu planned to keep these main culprits alive so that Feng Yuanxing, Zhen Meng, and Ma Junwu could take revenge with their own hands. But Li Mu changed his mind now; he didn't want to waste that time.
Li Mu looked at Ning Chongshan.
Ning Chongshan was scared out of his wits.
"Sir, have mercy. I want to expose something—it was Lieutenant General Qian Cheng of the Black Armor Army who knocked out Qingfeng's teeth with the handle of his saber and deliberately tied Qingfeng's body tightly with a thin rope, hanging him up. That's why he got so severely injured..." Although Ning Chongshan was a martial artist, he had no fighting spirit at this moment, like a mangy dog with a broken spine.
Hearing this, Li Mu stopped.
"Which one is Qian Cheng?" He looked at the three Lieutenant Generals of the Black Armor Army.
The gazes of the other two Lieutenant Generals instantly fell on the person at the far right.
That Lieutenant General's heart trembled.
"It seems it's you." Li Mu walked toward him.
"Ah, I'll fight you to the death!" Qian Cheng roared angrily, drawing the Long Saber at his waist. "I am Qian Cheng! Haha, I used this very saber to smash that little thing's teeth! Hahaha, what can you do to me? I am a Lieutenant General of the Empire's regular army! How could I fear a mere County Magistrate like you? Die!"
He dragged his saber and rushed over swiftly.
Internal Qi swirled around his body.
He truly deserved to be a Lieutenant General of the regular army—his strength was impressive, already a top expert at the peak of the Combined Intent Realm.
Smack!
Li Mu raised his hand and slapped him, making him spin around like a top on the spot.
The difference in strength was too great.
"What can I do to you?" Li Mu raised his hand and slapped him again.
Qian Cheng spun even faster.
His face immediately swelled up like a ripe peach that had fallen to the ground and smashed.
"You tell me what I can do to you." Li Mu raised his hand and gave another slap.
Qian Cheng felt his face—no, his whole head—go numb.
Smack!
"It seems I can only return like for like, blood for blood." Li Mu slapped him once more.
Qian Cheng's nose and mouth were twisted, bleeding from both, his entire face deformed.
Li Mu kicked out twice.
Crack, crack.
Qian Cheng's legs were broken.
"Ah..." he screamed like a pig being slaughtered, his body spinning as he fell.
Li Mu raised his foot and slowly, step by step, crushed his legs into a pulp.
"No..." Qian Cheng roared wildly, in utter misery, saying, "Kill me, just kill me."
"Death is too easy for you." Li Mu's voice was completely emotionless.
When Li Mu thought of the injuries of Young Book Attendant Qingfeng, the fury and killing intent in his heart became almost unbearable. This Qian Cheng had actually used such cruel methods to torment a ten-year-old child—it was utterly inhumane. Li Mu wanted him to taste the bitterness of losing his legs as well.
"Ah, I was wrong, I'm not human, spare me." Qian Cheng wailed in extreme fear.
"Do you know you were wrong now?" Li Mu looked down at him, the anger in his eyes like a volcano erupting. "Why is it always scum like you who hold the power to control others' fates? You deserve to die ten thousand times."
He stomped down.
Qian Cheng's body shattered into pieces.
Li Mu turned and walked toward Ning Chongshan.
"No, no, no, Lord Li, listen to me, I..." Ning Chongshan backed away in great terror.
Li Mu used his foot to flick up Qian Cheng's Long Saber and caught it in his hand.
"This strike is to pay you back on behalf of Ma Junwu." Li Mu swung the saber down.
"Ah... Lord Li, spare my life..." Ning Chongshan's left arm was severed at the shoulder. He struggled and staggered backward, saying, "I've already paid the price, I swear, I'm willing to assist Lord Li. I am the County Sheriff, I can become your dog. Please don't kill me..."
"I don't want to keep a dog like you." Li Mu struck again with the saber. "This strike is to pay you back for Ma Junwu's shattered dream of being a Bowstring Battalion archer." A person who lost an arm could no longer draw a bow and shoot arrows. For Ma Junwu, being unable to shoot arrows again was worse than death.
Whoosh!
The saber light flashed.
Ning Chongshan's head flew into the air.
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In the blink of an eye, all the main culprits had been punished.
Li Mu tossed his long saber aside.
Back when he was at the Shennong Gang, he had killed in a fit of rage. Many Shennong Gang disciples died directly at his hands, while others were crushed or injured by falling rocks. That was because, after seeing the tragic deaths of the plaintiff mother and daughter in the Shennong Gang's evil lair, Li Mu was in a frenzied state, too angry to control himself.
Afterwards, Li Mu had reflected on it.
People, after all, were not pigs waiting to be slaughtered in a slaughterhouse. Heaven valued life, and each person only had one life.
So after that battle, Li Mu usually punished people rather than killing them.
But today, he lost control again.
And at this moment, he did not regret it.
Scoundrels like Ning Chongshan and Chu Shufeng had vile characters and cruel methods. They had climbed to their current positions step by step, undoubtedly by stepping on the blood and bones of many innocent people. Moreover, even if their past crimes were ignored, their recent actions in Taibai County had crossed Li Mu's bottom line.
Killing such people, Li Mu did not regret it at all.
Especially when Li Mu slapped Censor Xu to death, he suddenly had an epiphany.
He remembered a popular phrase from the Earth's once-popular Pili puppet show, spoken by the highly popular character 'Buddhist Sword Separation': Killing to protect life, eliminating sin, not killing people.
'Buddhist Sword Separation,' a high-ranking monk, had deep Buddhist knowledge and extraordinary martial arts skills. Throughout his life, he hated evil and never showed mercy to criminals. He killed countless extremely wicked people, making many villains flee at the mention of his name, as if they had lost their parents.
Just like his name suggested, in his heart, 'Buddha' and 'Sword' should be considered separately. Buddha saved those with fate, while the sword eliminated the wicked. Eliminating evil was to better protect the good. Sending evil people to hell to repent and change was also a form of Buddha's teaching.
This unique Buddhist monk had unparalleled popularity and appeal among the many characters in the cold, cruel Pili world, rivaling even the perennial protagonist Su Huanzhen. This was because of his distinctive personal charm.
Li Mu looked at the corpses of Ning Chongshan, Chu Shufeng, and Qian Cheng on the ground, feeling no regret.
By killing these scum, he could protect more people from being harmed by them.
His gaze turned to the two remaining lieutenant generals and the other numerous Black Armor Army soldiers.
The two lieutenant generals were terrified out of their wits but dared not run. They fell to their knees with a thud, trembling and begging for mercy.
Nearly a hundred Black Armor Army soldiers, swept by Li Mu's gaze, also dropped to their knees one after another. They threw their weapons on the ground, pressed their heads to the floor, not daring to move.
"All of you, leave. Get out of Taibai County within the time it takes an incense stick to burn."
Although Li Mu was furious, he was not insane enough to kill everyone from Chang'an Prefecture.
He pointed at the corpses of Ning Chongshan and Chu Shufeng on the ground and said, "Clean up this county's courtyard. Take these corpses with you. Go back and tell your Prefect not to provoke me again for no reason. Otherwise, next time, things won't be so simple."
After hearing Chu Shufeng's words before he died, Li Mu had no favorable impression of that Prefect who sat securely in Chang'an Prefecture. With his current strength and cultivation, Li Mu no longer feared a Prefect, so he directly threatened them.
The two lieutenant generals felt as if they had heard heavenly music.
They originally thought they were doomed and would certainly be killed to silence them. But they never expected the Lord of Taibai County to suddenly show mercy and let them go.
"We will surely speak well of Lord Li when we return," one lieutenant general said, thinking himself clever.
Li Mu snorted and said, "No need. Just report the truth."
That lieutenant general's face turned bright red.
Under the command of the two lieutenant generals, the Black Armor soldiers began to clean the battlefield, collecting the bodies of Ning Chongshan, Chu Shufeng, Qian Cheng, and others.
Two soldiers went to help Li Bing up, intending to leave with him.
"He stays," Li Mu said, pointing at Li Bing.
He was one of the main culprits; how could he be let off so easily?
Moreover, Li Mu recalled what the Black-hearted Scholar Zheng Cunjian had said earlier and had some guesses. This youngest son of the Chang'an Prefect might have some connection to the real Li Mu, so he needed to be kept for clarification.
"No, no, no, I want to leave here, let me go..." Li Bing was scared out of his wits, struggling and wailing desperately. In his eyes, Li Mu was as terrifying as a demon from hell.
"Make one more sound, and I'll cut off one of your legs," Li Mu said coldly on purpose.
Li Bing immediately covered his mouth with his own hands, his facial expression distorted.
Li Mu ignored him and walked over to pick up Zheng Cunjian's body. "This person stays with me for now."
Naturally, none of the two lieutenant generals or the Black Armor soldiers dared to object.
Soon, the battle traces in the slightly messy front courtyard of the County Government Office from the earlier fight were erased.
"Go. Don't spread word in Taibai County Town about what happened in the front courtyard of the County Government Office," Li Mu said, pointing towards the gate. "Leave the same way you came. Don't look like defeated roosters."
The two lieutenant generals led the nearly hundred Black Armor soldiers away in formation.
The front courtyard of the County Government Office returned to peace.
Li Mu smelled the faint scent of blood in the air and pondered some matters.
He felt he needed to make some changes.
Taibai County Town was his cultivation place—beautiful, with clear waters and green mountains, abundant Spiritual Energy, like a paradise. In Li Mu's plans, he did not intend to leave this county town for now, so he had to do something to ensure the safety of Taibai County, especially the County Government Office.
If in the future, every time trouble came, others could easily break into the County Government Office to cause problems, then the so-called protection of relatives and friends would be a joke. Tragedies like what happened to Qingfeng and Ma Junwu could happen again at any time.
Moreover, Li Mu already had some plans in mind.
At that moment, a garrison troop's chief constable came in from outside, trembling as he approached Li Mu, kneeling to request instructions.
"Sir, Zhou Zhenyue, the Outer Court Elder of the Taibai Sword Sect, along with thirty disciples and members from the Heavenly Dragon Sect, Tiger Fang Sect, and other Martial World sects, are outside the County Government Office requesting an audience," the soldier said loudly.
The Outer Court Elder of the Taibai Sword Sect?
A cold smile appeared in Li Mu's eyes.
Couldn't hold back any longer? Finally here?
Previously, Ma Junwu had subtly reminded him that the Zhou family, to which the former County Assistant Magistrate Zhou Wu belonged, had connections with the Taibai Sword Sect and would surely seek their help for revenge. Li Mu had been cautious, but the Taibai Sword Sect had been quiet, so he had overlooked the matter.
Unexpectedly, today, the Taibai Sword Sect had arrived.
Fine. Since they're here, he might as well deal with all his enemies at once.
Li Mu said, "Alright, let them all come in."
He had the chief constable go out to relay the order. After that, the chief constable brought in a few reliable garrison troops to take Li Bing and Zheng Cunjian away.
Footsteps were heard.
A group of people entered through the County Government Office gate.
These people were dressed in Jianghu attire, with varied appearances, carrying weapons. Their Internal Qi flowed, indicating considerable cultivation.
The leader, in particular, was a man in his fifties with a tall build and snow-white hair. A uniquely shaped long sword hung at his waist, and he wore a fitting snow-white swordsman robe, as pristine as the perpetual snow on Taibai Mountain's peak, spotless under the sunlight, quite striking.
This was Zhou Zhenyue, the Outer Court Elder of the Taibai Sword Sect.
Behind him were over thirty young men and women in white swordsman attire, full of youth and arrogance, clustering around him like peacocks spreading their tails.
Then came experts from the Heavenly Dragon Sect, Tiger Fang Sect, and other Northwest Wulin sects, standing on either side behind the Taibai Sword Sect disciples, with varied expressions.
"Zhou Zhenyue of the Taibai Sword Sect greets County Magistrate Li."
The white-haired Zhou Zhenyue took three steps forward, his expression solemn as he raised his hand in salute.
Li Mu understood.
His name differed by only one character from the Zhou family's old patriarch Zhou Zhenhai. This white-haired elder was likely the Outer Court Elder from the Zhou family that Ma Junwu had mentioned. His presence was remarkable, with the aura of a master. The energy around him was similar to that of Wei Chong, the Elder from the Path of Love and Murder during the battle at Nine Dragon Waterfall.
"Elder Zhou, what brings you here?" Li Mu asked, though he knew the answer.
Zhou Zhenyue appeared calm and did not hide his purpose, stating directly, "Over a month ago, my clansman came to the Taibai Sword Sect for help, accusing Lord Li of unjustly killing his son Zhou Wu and asking me to avenge Zhou Wu. Ten days ago, I entered the county town with thirty-six ninth-generation disciples of the Taibai Sword Sect. Four days ago, we found the bodies of four sect disciples, including Lu Yun, in the county's Charity House. Investigation showed that Yamen Guards from the County Government Office had delivered the bodies to the Charity House. Today, I come for both family revenge and sect business. Please, Lord Li, give a reasonable explanation."
His words were clear and logical, stating facts without much emotional coloring. His tone was calm, unlike someone filled with rage seeking revenge, which surprised Li Mu.
Was this Zhou Zhenyue different from Zhou Zhenhai?
Considering this, Li Mu did not immediately turn hostile. He said, "If you had been to Taibai County Town, you should know that Zhou Wu had blood on his hands and countless crimes. I killed him to rid the people of a scourge. As for the four Taibai Sword Sect disciples you mentioned, I don't know them. However, on the evening five days ago, the County Government Office was attacked. A Blind Daoist broke in and, taking advantage of my absence, abducted my study attendant Mingyue. When I rushed from the County Jail to the County Government Office, I did find four unfamiliar bodies there. Perhaps they were the four disciples you mentioned. Their deaths have nothing to do with me or the County Government Office garrison troops."
"You're lying!" a young Taibai Sword Sect disciple in the crowd couldn't help shouting. "Why would Senior Brother Lu Yun and the others go to the County Government Office and die there? You must have killed them. If you did it, why won't you admit it?"
"This matter can't be brushed aside with just a few words. You must give our Taibai Sword Sect an explanation," another Taibai Sword Sect disciple yelled.
"Right, the bodies were found in your County Government Office. Everyone in your County Government Office is suspect," the female disciple Zhao Ling stepped forward, staring at Li Mu with disgust, her tone aggressive.
"I heard you captured disciples and experts from various sects, tortured them, and extorted ransom for martial arts manuals and money. Hehe, Li Mu, you don't deserve to be the County Magistrate of Taibai County. A bloodsucker like you must have wanted to get our Taibai Sword Sect's sword techniques from Senior Brother Lu Yun and the others, so you killed them. You monster," another male disciple, who usually had a secret crush on Zhao Ling, loudly accused, carried away by emotion, completely forgetting Elder Zhou's analysis and advice at the Charity House.
The crowd was furious.
Li Mu's face turned cold.
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"Since you've come to confront me, let's skip the talk. I won't offer any explanation, nor do I want to. Whatever you intend to do, as Magistrate of Taibai County, I accept it."
Li Mu was too tired to waste words on these Taibai Sword Sect disciples with their heads firmly planted in their behinds.
"You..." Zhao Ling choked on her anger, speechless.
"Utterly reckless! You should go to my Taibai Sword Sect to confess your sins!" A male disciple shouted.
The proposal was instantly met with agreement from the other inner disciples.
"Li Mu! You killed Lu Yun and the others, yet here you pretend? You’re nothing but a murderer, a killer!" Zhou Zhenhai, who had been silently hiding behind the Taibai Sword Sect disciples all along, finally couldn’t resist stepping forward to stir the pot.
"And who might you be?"
Li Mu's gaze fell upon this grim-faced old man who clearly wasn't a member of the Taibai Sword Sect.
He hadn’t met Zhou Zhenhai before, so he didn’t recognize him.
"How dare you even ask? This poor old man is Zhou Wu's father!" Zhao Ling's voice dripped with fury. She pulled Zhou Zhenhai forward from the crowd. "Standing before this white-haired elder burying his own black-haired son, have you any shame left?"
Li Mu gave a scornful laugh. "Oh, this old thing... No."
"You... are utterly heartless!" Zhao Ling choked back anger once more.
Fresh out of her sect, this beautiful maiden was as innocent and pure as a little white flower. Accustomed to the warm camaraderie among brothers and sisters within her sect, she found it impossible to fathom why someone like Li Mu – as cold as steel, cruel, and shameless as the Magistrate of Taibai County – could exist in this world.
Several other Taibai Sword Sect disciples also couldn't hold back their angry shouts.
Li Mu's expression turned icy.
"Elder Zhou," Li Mu spoke coldly, deliberately ignoring Zhao Ling and the other young disciples simple as daisies, looking directly at the Taibai Sword Sect's Outer Court Elder, Zhou Zhenyue. "I suggest you make the fools behind you shut up. My mood today is far from pleasant. Should I lose my temper and injure these delicate green sproutlings, it would be rather regrettable."
"You... insolent!"
"Too arrogant!"
"How dare he insult us?"
The young disciples of the Taibai Sword Sect were practically bursting with rage. By age, most were seventeen or eighteen, older than Li Mu himself. Yet here was this vampire of a County Magistrate, openly belittling and disdaining them! Pride stung, the young swordsmen reached for their blades, the scraping of swords filling the air.
"Silence! Shameful lack of discipline... step back, all of you!" The voice of Zhou Zhenyue cut through the anger.
Infused with potent Internal Qi, his words boomed like thunderclaps in the ears of every young disciple present.
Zhou Zhenyue felt a pang of disappointment. He had deliberately held back earlier, wanting to see how the younger generation would handle the situation. After the session at the Charity House, where he’d meticulously laid out the discrepancies and lessons, he believed they might have gained some wisdom. He’d hoped they would approach the confrontation at the County Government Office with a degree of rationality. Yet, faced with Li Mu's unyielding stance and fueled by Zhou Zhenhai's provocations, their impulsiveness and hot-headedness had flared up once more.
In the Jianghu, young talents like these — rigid, impulsive, unaware of the dangers — died in droves every single year. Even disciples of the prominent Taibai Sword Sect weren't immune; there was always a death toll attached to their excursions into the Martial World.
"Without my permission, stay silent!"
Zhou Zhenyue took a deep, steadying breath, his sharp eyes stabbing towards Zhao Ling.
Zhao Ling had no choice but to take a reluctant step back, biting her tongue. Yet, her head remained defiantly high. Her youthful, stunning face flushed with resentment and stubborn pride. Her beautiful eyes glared fiercely at Li Mu, as if trying to bore holes right through him. The other Taibai disciples mirrored her posture – furious yet impotent, directing their hostile glares squarely at Li Mu.
Li Mu ignored them completely.
He understood their impulsiveness. He could comprehend the fiery blood of these Jianghu novices. He even found their foolish agitation slightly endearing.
But that didn’t necessitate accepting their malice and hostility, born of simple minds.
Had it not been for the Taibai Sword Sect's spotless reputation within the county town, as the largest righteous force in the Taibai Mountain Range; had they not played a vital role for years in maintaining the stability of the surrounding regions, with no traces of evil deeds, Li Mu would have already slapped them silly.
"Elder Zhou," Li Mu turned, impatience evident in his voice. "I have other matters at hand. I don't have time to bicker with you all here. Whether this pertains to your personal vendetta or the sect’s official business, state your solution clearly. How do you want to resolve this?"
His dismissive and irritable demeanor instantly ignited another wave of furious murmurs and restlessness among the younger Taibai disciples.
Zhou Zhenyue, however, remained perfectly calm and unruffled. "Let both matters, the private and the public, be settled with two swords."
"Two swords?"
"Yes. Since this is a Martial World dispute, let us adhere to its rules. Settle it through combat. If you, Magistrate Li, can withstand two strikes from my sword, I guarantee that after today, neither of these matters will ever lead us to darken the threshold of your County Government Office again."
Li Mu blinked, mildly surprised.
He hadn’t anticipated that Zhou Zhenyue would propose such a solution.
To some extent, it was surprisingly fair and reasonable, devoid of any blatant manipulation or unreasonable obstructions.
"Agreed."
Li Mu accepted without hesitation.
"Let's be quick about it then, Elder Zhou. Show me your swords."
He stood on the steps, looking down at Zhou Zhenyue.
"You may take a moment to recover your breath, Magistrate Li," Zhou Zhenyue offered, his tone grave. "These two swords will decide victor and vanquished. Life and death hang upon them. I will not hold back. Should Magistrate Li fall due to lack of preparation... such a victory would feel unworthy."
Possessing profound cultivation himself, Zhou Zhenyue could acutely sense the lingering aura within the front courtyard of the County Government Office. The residual traces of powerful Internal Qi from Martial Arts Experts and potent Spell Arts energies were unmistakable, despite the cleaned battlefield. Evidently, a fierce battle had occurred shortly before their arrival, and Li Mu had certainly been involved, likely expending considerable strength. Zhou Zhenyue had no desire to capitalize on an opponent's weakened state.
"Unnecessary," Li Mu stated flatly. "Just two swords. I'm short on time. I'm ready whenever you are."
This wasn't mere posturing; he spoke the truth. He was anxious to check on his Young Book Attendant Qingfeng and the treatment of their injuries.
At this moment, Li Mu found himself viewing this Elder Zhou in a slightly better light. The Taibai Sword Sect's Outer Court Elder did possess a genuine touch of the Grandmaster's bearing.
Of course, Li Mu's words sounded like nothing but arrogant contempt to the Taibai disciples. They cursed under their breaths, their fury renewed, and a wave of eager anticipation washed over them. They impatiently awaited seeing Elder Zhou cleave down this vile and vicious brute, hoping to avenge Lu Yun and the others in cold blood right then and there.
Even Zhou Zhenhai clenched his teeth, a surge of excitement making him tremble. He longed to witness Li Mu bleeding out on the ground instantly. Their confidence in Zhou Zhenyue's strength was absolute.
The Jianghu observers who had followed the Taibai Sword Sect into the compound also stirred with excitement.
The Taibai Sword Sect commanded immense prestige throughout the Martial World of the Northwest. Masters emerged from its ranks constantly, and an Elder of its Outer Court carried significant weight. Though Zhou Zhenyue himself was known to be deeply devoted to sword study and rarely walked the Jianghu, masters like him were numerous within the sect. His very presence was akin to a dragon streaking across the sky, a figure capable of leaving behind unforgettable brilliance. If Li Mu died by Zhou Zhenyue's hand, sects like the Tiger Fang Sect and the Heavenly Dragon Sect could forget about paying exorbitant ransoms. They could likely retrieve their captured sect members from the County Jail at minimal cost.
"Since you insist, Magistrate Li, so be it."
Zhou Zhenyue stepped forward slowly. Internal Qi surged within him, invisible energy swirling around his form like rippling tides. His hand came to rest deliberately on the hilt of his sword.
Li Mu's eyes sharpened; he immediately felt an intangible pressure.
This Taibai Sword Sect Elder was gathering his momentum. His strength was formidable.
Instinctively, Li Mu surmised that Zhou Zhenyue's cultivation level likely matched, or perhaps even surpassed, that of Wei Chong – one of the twelve Elders of the sinister Path of Love and Murder.
But the Li Mu standing before him now was not the same man he would have faced days earlier. Exactly how strong he had become even Li Mu himself wasn't entirely sure of. The only certainty was that if he confronted Wei Chong again, he could shatter the man with a single hand.
The outcome of this impending clash was decided in Li Mu's mind before a single stroke had been drawn.
Zhou Zhenyue's aura swiftly reached its pinnacle. His robes billowed as if caught in an unfelt wind. His snowy white long hair seemed weightless, floating upwards impossibly. His longsword vibrated within its sheath, emitting a resonant hum, almost alive. An invisible force field pulsed outwards, like the manifestation of a colossal, intangible blade, honed to an impossible sharpness within the void.
Everyone nearby was forced backwards. They retreated five or six meters, straining not to be crushed by that terrifying pressure.
Light seemed to dance within Zhou Zhenyue's eyes – the glint of steel. His hand, pale fingers long and slender, tightened slowly on the sword hilt. Inch by inch, he drew his sword – the formidable Taibai Sword. Its blade glimmered like flowing autumn water. With each inch revealed from the sheath, the force of his presence and the crushing pressure intensified exponentially.
Li Mu took a deliberate breath, muscles coiling tight and ready across his frame. He prepared to meet the incoming blade.
However, just as Zhou Zhenyue's drawn blade lacked only a single inch to clear the scabbard, at the very precipice of unleashing his devastating intent... an utterly unexpected disruption occurred.
"HAHAHA! Li Mu, you little runt! Word is you crawled back. You won’t escape this time!"
An arrogant, explosive roar of laughter thundered into the County Government Office courtyard from outside the walls.
The voice itself was a battering ram of intense power. Several Martial Arts Experts present in the yard felt their eardrums throb dangerously; the sound threatened to rupture membranes. Sparks danced violently before their eyes, forcing them to instantly channel their qi defensively.
Clang!
The fierce light vanished instantly from Zhou Zhenyue's eyes. His sword snapped back into its sheath in a fraction of a heartbeat. Along with the abrupt sheathing, the terrifying pressure surrounding him dissipated entirely, drawn back into his core as if it had never existed.
"It seems you have unexpected company, Magistrate Li." Zhou Zhenyue took three calm steps back. "We shall resume our two-swords agreement after you have attended to your... visitor."
Li Mu had already recognized the intruder's voice. He gave a curt nod. "Fine."
His words barely left his lips.
A colossal figure, carrying an enormous ball of frost-forged iron upon his back, materialized within the County Government Office’s front courtyard.
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The figure that suddenly appeared was none other than Wei Chong, one of the twelve Elders of the Path of Love and Murder.
“You little bastard, you actually came back alive, and you’ve recovered quite well.”
The scar on Wei Chong’s forehead twisted.
He completely ignored everyone else, staring at Li Mu up and down with a surprised expression.
During the day and night of chasing him, Wei Chong knew better than anyone how severely Li Mu had been injured. He had smashed Li Mu himself, blow by blow, until he was nearly pulverized. So, when he received the news from the Path of Love and Murder’s spy that Li Mu had returned to the County Government Office, Wei Chong rushed over immediately, afraid Li Mu would pack up and escape again.
In his mind, even if Li Mu had recovered somewhat from such severe injuries, he would at most only be half alive. He never expected that Li Mu would appear before him in excellent condition, with no signs of injury, clearly fully healed.
“Heh heh, you little bastard, I’ll give you a chance to die a quick death. Tell me, who ruined my plans and saved you? Who healed your injuries? Where did you hide the Flood Dragon Blood?”
Wei Chong fired off questions rapidly.
He was confident, believing he was in full control and that Li Mu was completely at his mercy.
Li Mu didn’t answer him, only a smile spread across his face.
It was truly a case of finding something without even looking for it.
Now, Li Mu didn’t regard Wei Chong as a threat at all.
He just marveled at how strange fate could be.
After his injuries healed, Li Mu had many things he wanted to do, and one of them was to crush Wei Chong, his enemy.
After all, to heal his injuries, he had to shatter all the flesh and bones in his body and reshape them. Without the Innate Art, he would have died long ago. Moreover, the excruciating, bone-shattering pain during the process of reshaping his body to recover was something no ordinary person could endure.
All of this was thanks to Wei Chong.
Whether in kindergarten, elementary, or middle school, Li Mu had never been the kind to forgive and forget. So, this debt definitely had to be settled.
He had been worried that the Path of Love and Murder’s headquarters wasn’t near the Taibai Mountain Range, and that its members were elusive and hard to find. He never expected that Wei Chong, driven by greed for the Flood Dragon Blood in his possession, had been lurking in the shadows all along. As soon as Wei Chong heard that Li Mu had returned, he rushed over to attack him.
This was like walking right into a trap.
At this thought, Li Mu couldn’t help but laugh excitedly, “Hahaha, hahahaha...”
Wei Chong’s expression turned sinister. “You little bastard, why are you laughing when you’re about to die?”
“Hahaha, I’m laughing at you. You had a path to heaven but didn’t take it, and now you’ve barged straight into hell. Wei Chong, today you’ve brought about your own death.” Li Mu adjusted his breathing, circulating the power within his body, especially the energy in his spine, which was like a great dragon running through him, gathering strength.
To Zhao Ling and the other Taibai Sword Sect disciples, Li Mu’s loud laughter made him seem like a deranged villain, a demon king, further confirming their judgment and disdain for him.
Hearing this, Wei Chong wasn’t angry but laughed instead. “Heh heh, you little bastard, spouting nonsense. You’ll be the one laughing later.”
He flicked his wrist, and the Cold Iron Chain wrapped around his body moved like a living black python. The Giant Hammer vibrated with a humming sound, a layer of black Internal Qi covering the chain and hammer like black demonic flames from hell, emitting an aura of suffocating evil.
All the Taibai disciples and other Jianghu members present paled.
They realized that this unfamiliar expert was even more terrifying and formidable than they had imagined.
“Taste the feeling of shattered bones once more.”
Wei Chong shook his hand, and the Giant Hammer shot out with a whoosh.
A sound like the roar of a dragon, both illusory and real, echoed as the black Giant Hammer, agitated by the airflow, transformed into a black-scaled dragon, claws bared, rushing to devour Li Mu.
“Peak Grandmaster!”
Zhao Ling’s face lost color as she cried out in alarm.
Whether it was the Taibai Sword Sect disciples or members of other sects, everyone’s expression changed drastically upon seeing this.
Clearly, this unfamiliar expert’s strength was even more horrifying than their most optimistic estimates.
Externalizing Internal Qi, manifesting it like a divine being!
This was the hallmark of the Peak Grandmaster Realm.
“Great, Li Mu is done for,” the Supreme Elder of the Heavenly Dragon Sect said with delight.
“With this strike, Li Mu will be utterly annihilated,” the Supreme Elder of the Tiger Fang Sect sneered.
“My son’s vengeance will be avenged,” Zhou Zhenhai exclaimed joyfully. The appearance of such a super expert with absolute malice toward Li Mu was a pleasant surprise for him.
At the same time—
“Stop!”
A voice called out from outside the gate, accompanied by a rush of blue wind—it was the Blue-Robed Middle-Aged Sorcerer, who had rushed over.
But it was already too late.
The black Internal Qi flames, amid the faint, illusory roar of a black dragon, engulfed Li Mu, who stood in place.
At this distance and angle, there was no way to avoid it.
Boom!
The Giant Hammer vibrated, and the flaming black dragon swallowed Li Mu’s figure.
“Haha, I told you, you can’t escape this time. I’ll make you beg for death,” Wei Chong laughed, the other end of the Cold Iron Chain wrapped around his arm. Through the vibrations, he could clearly feel that the hammer had hit its target.
Cheers erupted from the young Taibai Sword Sect disciples and members of the Heavenly Dragon Sect and other Jianghu factions.
“Is that so?”
Li Mu’s voice rang out, cold and clear.
As the black flaming Internal Qi dispersed, the faint, struggling illusion of the black dragon twisted and writhed before finally fading away as if slain.
Wei Chong’s pupils contracted sharply.
Opposite him, on the stone steps in front of the main hall, Li Mu’s figure hadn’t changed at all.
He had merely extended one hand.
Just one hand.
His fingers spread out gently, each one as white and luminous as jade, slender yet powerful, like the hand of a Celestial God, gripping the head of the black Giant Hammer.
“I told you, you walked right into a trap.”
Li Mu spoke calmly.
As he spoke, he exerted force with his five fingers, giving a light squeeze.
Crack!
The Giant Hammer, forged from Beyond the Heavens Cold Iron, shattered as if made of clay, breaking into irregular fragments that fell to the ground.
“What?”
Wei Chong couldn’t believe his eyes.
How could this happen?
How had this little bastard’s strength grown so powerful?
Just a few days ago, he had been chasing him like a dog all over the mountains, and now...
What had happened in these past few days?
Could it be... that he had fully merged with the Flood Dragon Blood and gained the power of the flood dragon?
Zhou Zhenyue, the Outer Court Elder of the Taibai Sword Sect, showed a shocked expression. For the first time since his appearance, his ever-calm face wore a look of disbelief. He couldn’t even discern what kind of power Li Mu had unleashed in that instant.
The Blue-Robed Middle-Aged Sorcerer, who had hurried in from outside the County Government Office gate, stood frozen in utter shock.
Close behind him was a young boy in a bright yellow robe with dragon patterns, his eyes shining brightly as he watched Li Mu with keen interest, as if determined to remember this person.
As for the young Taibai Sword Sect disciples and the experts from the Heavenly Dragon Sect, Tiger Fang Sect, and other sects, they stood dumbfounded, completely unable to believe what they were seeing.
The Cold Iron fragments clattered as they hit the ground, the sound seeming to strike at everyone’s hearts.
Wei Chong's eyes showed heartache. This cold iron was forged into a weapon after he spent enormous effort. It had accompanied him for so many years, almost like a part of his body. He never expected it to be destroyed here today, in this manner.
"You little brat, I will kill you." Wei Chong, his eyes red, charged toward Li Mu.
Swinging the Cold Iron Chain, it looked as fierce as two black poisonous dragon snakes.
The speed of a Grandmaster Level expert was like thunder and lightning. Everyone felt their vision blur, and Wei Chong disappeared from his original spot.
But the next moment—
Whoosh!
A sharp sound of piercing the air was heard.
Li Mu also vanished from his original location at the same time.
His speed was faster.
His power was stronger.
Boom!
A sound like a sandbag being smashed rang out.
They saw Li Mu, mid-air, grab the Cold Iron Chain with one hand. With a casual swing, Wei Chong lost control of his body and was flung into the air.
"Too weak."
Li Mu shouted, swinging the chain and smashing Wei Chong hard onto the ground.
Boom!
The ground shook.
"Right now, you are pitifully weak."
Li Mu swung the Cold Iron Chain in his hand. A terrifying power erupted, and like swinging a hammer throw, he flung Wei Chong back and forth, lifting him high and throwing him down heavily. Boom after boom, he kept smashing him onto the ground.
The scene was just too beautiful.
Wei Chong was utterly tragic.
Because the Cold Iron Chain was firmly wrapped around his arm, in his panic, he couldn't break free at all. He could only be wildly swung and beaten by Li Mu like a puppet on strings.
A powerful expert at the peak Grandmaster Level was like a toy in Li Mu's hands.
Boom! Boom! Boom!
The ground cracked, continuously forming human-shaped indentations.
Such a scene was simply too violent and
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