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Chapter 201: Creating a Secret Realm
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Ye Chen felt his heartbeat slowing down; even the strongest will couldn't withstand reality's cruelty.
He knew death approached.
“Despairing?”
A voice suddenly echoed in Ye Chen’s mind, reviving his fading consciousness. He forced his eyelids open to see a young man in dark blue robes standing before him. Though rain poured violently, the stranger remained dry – droplets seemed to avoid him entirely.
“Want revenge?”
Zuo Meng had absorbed all the boy’s memories.
The youth showed no links to Junior Sister Zuo Qiu, yet that mysterious aura lingered. This made Zuo Meng reassess his old teacher Master Zuo Han Sheng and Junior Sister Zuo Qiu. Perhaps her supposed fortune wasn’t mere chance – maybe she held significance in the Great World or even the Celestial Realm.
If true...
Trouble. Big trouble.
Better stay away.
Survival through caution remained key.
He studied the dying boy again.
A Ye clansman living miserably? Classic protagonist Fate. Did he know Ye Fan or Ye Chen? No matter – rescuing him cost nothing.
“Yes!”
Ye Chen clung to this chance desperately, unaware of the immortal’s odd musings. He’d grasp any straw to avoid dying resentfully.
“Good.”
Zuo Meng pressed his palm to the boy’s forehead, transferring power and knowledge.
Immortal’s touch brings endless life!
The thought flashed through Ye Chen’s mind before darkness took him...
...
Ye Family Village.
Fifteen days later, Ye Chen sat healing on a village borderstone. This remote settlement farthest from Xinghe Village housed his childhood friend.
His injuries had nearly healed, but questions lingered. He’d met an immortal savior who implanted a cultivation method in his mind. Though the face blurred in memory, gratitude burned bright – such teaching grace made the immortal his true master.
“Leaving already?”
A girl clutching a medicine bag watched him, voice trembling. Typical Child of Destiny drama – beautiful rescuers always getting entangled.
“Heartless fool!” Her burly dark-skinned brother stepped forward, fists clenched. “How dare you abandon my little sister!”
“I am leaving, but I want you both to come with me.”
Ye Chen stood up and turned to the brother and sister. He’d relied on their care these past days—without their help hiding him, the traitors would’ve found him long ago.
“Leave... together?”
The girl and the burly boy stared blankly. They’d never left their village before, and the sudden proposal left them stunned. Even the brother forgot to punch the boy who’d teased his sister.
“Where would we go?”
They asked instinctively.
“We’ll search for the Wordless Heavenly Book!”
This book was the divine skill manual Zuo Meng had planted in Ye Chen’s mind. Memories told him Zuo Meng had raved about it, claiming only this book could help him take revenge. This drove Ye Chen’s determination to find it. Little did he know the Wordless Heavenly Book was just a lie made up by a shameless creator—it didn’t even exist yet.
As these youths prepared to begin their quest,
Zuo Meng had finished surveying the world.
As expected, after thirty thousand years, nearly all cultivators here followed the Daoist being’s path—a towering force too vast to confront head-on. Unlike reshaping cultivation rules in his own world, any attempt by Zuo Meng to alter this realm’s laws would trigger instant backlash. The Daoist being could then easily eject him from the chess game with minimal effort.
But Zuo Meng never favored direct clashes. A lifelong schemer, he saw opportunities where others saw walls.
A quick scan revealed his opening: theft.
The Daoist being’s methods were sluggish. Instead of Zuo Meng’s direct “harmony with the Dao”—replacing heavenly laws with his own—they worked through myths and legends. Slowly, they poisoned the world’s beliefs until mortals accepted them as true gods, paving their way to usurp heaven’s will.
This left gaps. Why not slip in an extra deity? More gods hardly mattered. But proselytizing required local agents—they couldn’t act openly. Seeing this, Zuo Meng decided to groom a protagonist. Once this hero rose to fame, stories about his “enlightening immortal” would spread naturally.
Fame would crown both hero and the “immortal” behind him!
“The Wordless Heavenly Book needs polishing.”
Zuo Meng hovered above ruins and flicked his sleeve.
The ground shook. A dark Vortex swallowed the crumbling buildings, reshaping them into a secret realm.
“Set the stage, add trials—done.”
For a world-creator like Zuo Meng, crafting this tiny realm was child’s play—like a VR engineer coding tic-tac-toe.
“Now the book itself.”
He grabbed a stone, molded it vaguely book-shaped, and tossed it into the realm.
Beyond, the Daoist being overseeing most of the world watched Zuo Meng’s actions. He hadn’t bothered hiding—this world meant little to him, its loss or gain irrelevant.
“Master, will you not act?”
The boy beside the Daoist being blurted out.
After thirty thousand years of planning, how could they let this intruder scheme unchecked?
“The chance has been seized.”
The Daoist being gazed down, eyes swirling with countless rules, his thoughts unreadable.
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Azure Sky Gorge.
This was once an ancient battlefield where the War God Bai Zhan had slaughtered four hundred thousand enemies and burned the imperial capital to ashes. For countless years since, gloomy clouds had shrouded this place, making it feel cold even in broad daylight.
"Explosive Insect!"
The girl carrying the medicine bag scattered powder forward. A black insect flew from her bag and clung to the crumbling wall ahead.
BOOM!
The insect turned crimson upon contact, blasting a gaping hole through the stone barrier.
"A Qing's insect control keeps improving," Ye Chen remarked approvingly. He'd originally brought the siblings along to protect them, never expecting their hidden talents. Brother A Mu possessed savage strength from his bloodline, while sister A Qing mastered both healing and poisoning through insect arts. Their only weakness? They couldn't channel fighting energy.
This world worshipped fighting energy above all.
At its peak, Xinghe Village had been the region's strongest fighting energy clan. Ye Chen's father Ye Xiaotian had been the mighty Fighting King - until betrayed from within.
Traitors slaughtered Xinghe Village's entire population. Though Ye Chen survived, his cultivation was destroyed. Without Zuo Meng's intervention, he'd have remained crippled instead of awakening this new bloodline power.
The Wordless Heavenly Book contained this bloodline cultivation method. Unbeknownst to Ye Chen, Zuo Meng had casually devised this supreme technique during his teachings. Believing it an ancient inheritance, Ye Chen now sought its missing scriptures within these ruins.
"Thank you for teaching us the cultivation methods, Brother Ye Chen." A Qing smiled warmly, her gaze lingering.
Oblivious, Ye Chen stared at the shattered wall. Such destructive power only strengthened his faith in the Wordless Heavenly Book. "That immortal's creation rivals any fighting energy technique!"
A Mu glanced between his sister and Ye Chen, then gruffly announced: "Scouting ahead." He lumbered off without waiting.
"Brother!" A Qing stamped her foot.
"Let him go." Ye Chen preferred caution with enemies still hunting him.
At dusk, A Mu returned through the blasted gap. "People inside."
"Pursuers?" Both tensed.
“Those traitors?”
Both of them spoke simultaneously.
“They’re from the Divine Dynasty, with Xinghe Village folks among them.” A Mu’s face darkened. Ye Chen had told the brother and sister their mission—the ruins ahead were their target, now occupied by Divine Dynasty’s strong individuals. This spelled trouble.
“Xinghe Village died long ago. That traitor controls it now.”
Ye Chen’s father, the old chief of Xinghe Village, had been slain by traitors. The current ruler wasn’t kin. Hearing Xinghe Village’s name didn’t bring nostalgia—only killing intent.
“How’d you get this intel? Weren’t you spotted?”
A Qing pressed. Three people couldn’t escape if discovered.
“Relax. Used some tricks.”
A Mu flashed a toothy grin, patient with his sister. Truth was, he’d found the group early after entering. He’d waited two hours outside, ambushed a straggler, and killed him for intel.
This tied to A Mu’s bloodline.
Zuo Meng’s Wordless Heavenly Book differed from Daoist beings’ energy flows. Cultivating it awakened strange powers. Instead of the strength Ye Chen expected, A Mu gained perception—reading memories through blood. Though random, this overpowered skill grew stronger with bloodline awakening. A full awakening might reveal entire lifetimes.
This power gave A Mu his intel.
“We can’t abandon the Wordless Heavenly Book.”
Ye Chen chose to gamble. Quitting meant eternal defeat.
“You’d challenge the Divine Dynasty?”
The Dynasty had ruled millennia. Though local powers rose, its throne stood firm. Rumors spoke of a Fighting Emperor backing it.
“I need that book.”
Ye Chen smiled bitterly. “I don’t want enemies, but I’m cornered. Leave if scared. I’ll understand.”
“I’m staying with Brother Ye. You go, brother.”
A Qing decided before A Mu could speak.
“How could I leave?!”
A Mu glared daggers at Ye Chen.
“Thanks.”
Ye Chen’s smile stayed bitter.
“Not for you. I’m here for A Qing.” A Mu strode ahead, knowing the path from earlier scouting. Ye Chen and A Qing hurried after.
The ruins.
Days earlier, spatial tremors here drew Divine Dynasty’s notice. But their empire sprawled wide—such ripples weren’t rare. Only a Fighting King came, plus locally conscripted strong individuals.
They’d sealed the ruins first, setting crude barriers outside. A Qing’s explosives broke their flimsy perimeter—no alarms, just physical blocks. Real defense lay with the fighters inside. Few dared defy Divine Dynasty’s might, letting the trio slip through.
“Least guards here.”
A Mu crouched behind broken walls, peeking through cracks.
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"Seventeen people."
Ye Chen made a rough estimate. Among these seventeen, he sensed an extremely powerful aura that must belong to the great fighter guarding this area. For reasons unknown, these people hadn't entered the secret realm but instead blocked the crucial entrance.
"Aside from the great fighter, there are three fighters."
This direction held the fewest enemies. The other two directions each had over thirty enemies including more than ten great fighters. Whether facing one or ten opponents, both situations meant certain death for their group. A Mu felt the situation growing perilous. Though the three had practiced the first layer of the Wordless Heavenly Book's cultivation method, they'd never actually fought anyone. In their minds, both fighters and great fighters remained invincible figures.
"I won't give up."
Ye Chen gritted his teeth. Beside him, A Qing silently tightened her grip on his arm.
Having made their decision, they needed a plan.
"I have an insect that emits sound waves to trap people in illusions without detection."
A Qing spoke after some thought.
"Better than charging blindly."
A Mu nodded approval.
With her brother's agreement, A Qing retrieved a crimson insect from her medicine bag and placed it on a stone. The creature crawled briefly before she formed a triangle with her hands. Black patterns flowed from her palms onto the insect.
Upon receiving the patterns, the insect stilled. Invisible sound waves rippled outward toward the enemy group.
"Amazing."
Ye Chen 'heard' the insect's call. As the waves reached him, thick mist suddenly clouded his vision like natural fog - yet this was mere illusion conjured by the tiny creature.
Inside the secret realm:
General Xia Bochang stared impassively at the collapsed palace.
Divine Dynasty soldiers and coerced laborers cleared debris while searching for treasure. The idea of theft amused the Fighting King - no common soldier could deceive his King's Realm perception. Anyone foolish enough to try would learn the price of disrespecting a Fighting King.
"General, we've found a jade disk."
A soldier reported.
"Uncover the entire piece." Xia Bochang ordered. The laborers reluctantly resumed moving stone fragments.
As they neared completion, faint mist suddenly enveloped the ruins.
"Torches!"
Soldiers reacted without orders, their training evident.
Xia Bochang frowned. The mist's abrupt appearance seemed suspicious, but knowing nothing of illusion insects from the fighting energy system, he dismissed it as environmental oddity after no immediate danger emerged. This wasn't stupidity, but ignorance - akin to Qing Dynasty men believing they could withstand firearms through sheer will.
While the cleanup continued:
Using A Qing's illusion insect, the trio slipped past all guards into the secret realm undetected. The insect's effectiveness surprised even them, deepening their faith in the Wordless Heavenly Book.
Perhaps bloodline cultivation truly was the Great Dao!
"I'll create some chaos." Among them, A Mu possessed 'memory reading' and 'strength enhancement' bloodline abilities. A Qing controlled insects. Ye Chen's hidden power finally stirred interest in his companions as he prepared to act.
Ye Chen took two steps forward and reached down to touch the ground, grabbing a stone fragment.
This ordinary stone piece was common in the ruins. Yet strangely, after Ye Chen's touch, it began glowing with an unnatural light. When A Qing and her brother A Mu saw this glow, they both suddenly felt intense greed for the stone - as if anyone blocking them from claiming it deserved death.
"My bloodline power is 'Deception' and 'Bewitchment'."
Ye Chen waved his hand to lift the influence on the siblings. The pair regained clarity, shuddering at their previous murderous urges.
"I tricked you all into believing this stone was a Fighting Emperor's treasure, then amplified your desires."
"Doesn't that make you invincible?"
Deception could range from petty tricks to heaven-defying arts. If one could deceive the Entire World, they'd become its only god.
"I've only mastered the first layer - minor tricks. Any fighter could kill me in direct combat."
After finishing speaking, Ye Chen tossed the stone away while creating dozens of identical glowing stones. Chaos immediately erupted.
A soldier found one in the mist.
Treasure!
The thought possessed him as he hid it in his robe. But a noble's servant saw this. Glancing at the thick fog around them, the servant stabbed the soldier's throat with his sword.
"Drop it!"
"Mine!!"
Before he could grab the stone, others spotted it. Soon they were fighting.
Similar conflicts broke out in dozens of spots, drawing Xia Bochang's attention. The nobles with him noticed too, including the traitor controlling Xinghe Village, but all stayed silent under the Fighting King's pressure.
"Hoarders die!"
Fighting King Xia Bochang descended, palm crushing a servant's skull. His aura washed over the crowd, chilling their greed with death's threat.
"Surrender all stones."
After executing the servant, Xia Bochang collected every glowing stone. Though unclear of their purpose, he took them anyway.
Seeing the stones in Xia Bochang's hands, the crowd seethed with suppressed greed and anger. Unlike straightforward fighting energy, bloodline powers worked in twisted ways.
"Keep digging for the jade disk."
Xia Bochang ignored their darkening moods, ordering work to resume on the ruins.
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While Xia Bochang and his group continued clearing debris, Ye Chen and the siblings A Mu and A Qing sneaked in unnoticed.
Using the power of A Qing's illusion insect, they finally glimpsed the jade disk.
“It’s truly the Wordless Heavenly Book!”
As the first to cultivate the Wordless Heavenly Book, Ye Chen immediately sensed its presence—the energy within the jade disk, invisible to the naked eye, was indeed the legendary tome.
“Leave this to us.”
Having come this far, the siblings abandoned hesitation. A Qing opened her entire medicine bag instead of retrieving a single insect. A dense swarm poured out, but one bluish-black insect settled into her palm.
At its descent, the other insects fell silent.
“The Poison King insect!”
A Mu’s face paled. He’d seen this creature before A Qing cultivated the Wordless Heavenly Book. Even then, it held extraordinary power. After her bloodline awakened, the insect underwent a mutation, becoming something even he couldn’t fathom.
Purple mist laced with illusionary energy engulfed the area. Servants of noble houses and Divine Dynasty soldiers collapsed in droves.
“Who dares?!”
Xia Bochang, a Fighting King, reacted first.
He surged upward, fighting energy blazing around him. With a crackling burst, he shattered the illusion insect controlling him.
So this was a Fighting King’s might!
“Thieves of the Divine Dynasty’s treasures—perish!”
Xia Bochang swung his longsword through the air.
A crescent blade of fighting energy hurtled toward A Qing.
“Bloodline ignition!”
A Mu leaped in front of his sister. His blood seared like boiling water—his bloodline’s second ability: raw power. Golden light enveloped him, arms raised like shields. The blade struck with a deafening crash.
The impact hurled A Mu back dozens of steps, yet when the dust cleared, only a faint scratch marred his arm. The Fighting King’s full strike had failed to wound him.
Alive? Impossible!
Xia Bochang stared, stunned.
“Go! I’ve memorized the Book!”
Ye Chen reappeared, having snatched the Wordless Heavenly Book during the chaos.
“Withered Heart insect.”
A Qing recalled one insect and crushed it in her palm.
The creature disintegrated into smoke.
A black skull materialized, cackling shrilly as it lunged at Xia Bochang. Unfamiliar with such sorcery, the general abandoned pursuit to defend himself. The trio fled the secret realm as he battled the specter.
“General Xia! What happened?”
When Xia Bochang finished dealing with the skull and turned around, he discovered not only had the enemies fled, but the mysterious power within the jade disk had been completely drained. The stones they’d fought so fiercely over now lay dull and lifeless, reduced to ordinary stone. Realization struck—they’d been played for fools.
“Three rats stealing the Divine Dynasty’s treasures right under my nose? They’re asking for death.”
Regaining his composure, Xia Bochang saw through Ye Chen’s group’s flaws. Their flashy techniques lacked real killing power. In a head-on clash, he could finish them within ten moves.
“To think thieves could operate under General Xia’s watch! Impressive, impressive.”
A plump man in formal robes chuckled. The local bosses who’d been ordered around like dogs all day finally saw their chance to mock the humiliated general.
“Did you get a good look at their faces?”
A cold-faced middle-aged man inquired.
“Their energy feels wrong. No trace of fighting aura.”
Xia Bochang answered bluntly.
“No fighting aura?”
The words made the crowd tense. Even those enjoying Xia Bochang’s embarrassment fell silent. The Divine Dynasty ruled through absolute control of fighting energy—its warriors, its resources, everything. If another power existed...
Every schemer present connected the dots but kept silent, feigning ignorance.
“Any other oddities?”
The same man pressed. Had Ye Chen been present, he’d have recognized Ye Quan—the traitor who’d stolen Xinghe Village from his father.
“Their blood acts strangely. During combat, it flows faster than normal people’s—like boiling water.” Xia Bochang saw no harm in sharing. The secret wouldn’t stay hidden anyway with these local snakes around. Better to appear cooperative for future use.
“My thanks, General. Affairs at the village demand my attention.” Ye Quan bowed. “Command me anytime.”
The others followed suit, abandoning their dead servants without a glance. All eyes now tracked the escaped trio—not just for their strange blood, but the stolen jade disk’s power. Ye Quan’s early exit signaled his intent to play the hunter.
Three days later,
Word of the secret realm battle spread.
Tales of Blood Cultivators stormed the region. A cultivation path beyond fighting energy? For those with poor aptitude, this was hope reborn. Crowds began gathering around Ye Chen’s group...
“Blood Cultivators? We’re Ancient Martial Artists!”
Ye Xiu shredded the city’s reports. The crude label disgusted him.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 205: The Third Level
[image: ]


The Withered Cliff.
This solitary peak near Xinghe Village had been Ye Chen's favorite spot before its destruction. After the night his family was slaughtered and traitors seized control, he'd never returned—until now. Following his theft of the Wordless Heavenly Book, some unseen force drew him back.
From his old vantage point, the ruins of his former home felt alien.
There was no returning.
"Shall we go down?"
A Qing studied Ye Chen's face.
"No."
He glanced at the corpse nearby—a great fighter sent by Ye Quan to capture the "last remnant" of Xinghe Village. But the current Ye Chen wasn't the desperate fugitive they'd once hunted. His mysterious encounter had reshaped his destiny.
Great fighters might terrify ordinary people, but to Ye Chen's group? Manageable. Using his bloodline power, he'd crushed this spy, confirming their collective strength through the skirmish.
They surpassed great fighters yet fell short of Fighting Kings—somewhere in between.
"Move out."
Ye Chen led A Qing and her brother A Mu away, leaving the spy's body as both message and taunt for Ye Quan: _I live._
Half a day later.
A stone-faced Ye Quan surveyed the dead great fighter, surrounded by Xinghe Village elites.
"Scour these mountains!"
He'd come expecting easy prey, not ghosts from Xinghe Village's past. This complication stoked his killing intent.
_Unpredictable enemies with strange powers? Better dead._
As his men fanned out, Ye Quan spread rumors of the trio's whereabouts. Ambitious experts from the Divine Dynasty and powerful clans soon converged on the region.
None of this concerned Ye Chen's group.
They settled in a small town near Xinghe Village—three unremarkable faces in the crowd. For those beyond ordinary existence, hiding required little effort.
"Substituting Life Insects? Seriously?"
A Mu and Ye Chen gaped at A Qing.
"They replace identities," she explained. "Similar to your bloodline tricks, Brother Ye, but these insects warp memories. Though against fighting energy users..." She shrugged.
Earlier, she'd guided them to fresh corpses in a mass grave. The insects extracted the dead's life stories, then grafted those identities onto the trio. To outsiders, they became those deceased individuals—except in altered memories where the originals never died.
Substituting Life Insects—identity thieves.
"Still incredible," Ye Chen admitted. His bloodline allowed deception, but not memory distortion.
"Now we've got clean identities." Ye Chen abandoned his original plan—this method worked better.
"Time to absorb the Wordless Heavenly Book."
A Mu nodded.
No grandstanding. They'd grow stronger in silence, biding time for vengeance and the Great Dao.
Thus, Ye Chen and his two companions hid themselves in the small town near Xinghe Village. Powerful individuals came and went, yet none detected their presence. Ye Quan's men from Xinghe Village searched the area over ten times, but ordinary searchers couldn't see through A Qing's Substituting Life Insect disguise.
Three years slipped by.
On this particular day,
Ye Chen emerged from prolonged Closed Door Meditation in his thatched cottage. His aura now drifted like morning mist, completely untraceable compared to three years ago.
A Mu froze when he saw Ye Chen standing in the courtyard, freshly returned from hunting. "You... broke through?"
"Mm."
A faint smile touched Ye Chen's lips. Though he appeared ephemeral as mountain mist, his voice carried scorching intensity. "Wordless Heavenly Book - Third Layer."
They'd each reached the second layer within a year of obtaining the scripture, their power growing terrifyingly. Building upon this foundation, all three had developed their own 'Dao' - exactly as Zuo Meng had designed when creating this cultivation method, planting them as hidden chess pieces in the world.
"What does the third layer do?" A Qing stepped forward. She'd been first to master the second layer's peak, yet the third had remained as unreachable as reflections in water.
Ye Chen approached a table bearing cold tea. Spilling the liquid across the wood, he tapped the puddle twice with his finger. Ripples formed a human silhouette.
"Ye Quan."
He traced the traitor's name beneath the watery figure - the man who'd betrayed Xinghe Village, the thorn in Ye Chen's heart.
A Mu frowned in confusion until Ye Chen slashed his finger through the name.
Splash!
The tea-figure shuddered. An invisible blade seemed to slice through its neck. Brown liquid darkened crimson as...
In Xinghe Village,
Ye Quan abruptly stopped berating his subordinates. His hands flew to his throat, face purpling as he choked. "L-Lord?" attendants cried, rushing forward -
Too late.
The village master's head toppled from his shoulders as if plucked by unseen hands, blood drenching shocked onlookers. The Mysterious Person's work was done.
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In the manor.
“How did you do that?!”
Both A Mu and his sister wore expressions of utter shock. This power surpassed ordinary people's understanding, resembling that of immortals and demons.
“Deception. The third stage allows more than just tricking senses.” Ye Chen wiped water droplets from the table, testing this newfound power for the first time.
Before A Mu could speak, Ye Chen explained:
“I deceived the world itself. I made it believe the shadow on this table was traitor Ye Quan’s true form. When the world accepted this lie, I severed the shadow’s neck. Then I reversed the deception. In the world’s perception, Ye Quan’s neck was cut – so he died.”
Though simple in theory, executing this required the unfathomable power of the Wordless Heavenly Book’s third stage.
“That’s... terrifying.”
Killing someone from a thousand miles away left both siblings shaken. Even A Qing, who harbored feelings for Ye Chen, now saw him as something alien – less human, more otherworldly entity.
“The Wordless Heavenly Book reveals immortal techniques from the third stage onward. What I demonstrated is but one limited application.” Ye Chen’s eyes gleamed with ambition. “Beyond lies the fourth stage – true immortality. Only then comes real freedom.”
Avenging his enemies had transformed Ye Chen. Crushing former tormentors with ease shifted his goals from mere revenge to transcending mortal limits.
“Fourth level?” The siblings, still at the second stage, struggled to grasp the concept.
“We can’t progress further through isolation.” Ye Chen declared. “The time for hiding has ended.”
Blood cultivation?
Ancient martial arts?
No – this was the Way of the Immortals.
Reaching the third stage made Ye Chen realize the Wordless Heavenly Book wasn’t mere martial training, but genuine immortal cultivation.
“But the Divine Dynasty hunts us,” A Qing protested. “Even with your new power, you can’t oppose them alone.”
During their seclusion, the Divine Dynasty had issued warrants. A Qing’s decoy insects fooled commoners and low-level cultivators, but not the empire’s true experts – especially with the Fighting Emperor himself backing them.
“I needn’t conquer the world yet – just protect us.” Ye Chen’s smile held secrets. “Deception has many uses. Besides, the Divine Dynasty’s vastness breeds weakness...”
Beyond the realm.
Zuo Meng observed his chessboard universe with satisfaction. His chosen protagonist Ye Chen developed splendidly – puzzlingly unchallenged by the invading Daoist being. Though wary, Zuo Meng felt confident; creators inherently surpassed mere Daoist beings.
CRACK!
Zuo Meng’s form flickered like distorted static. Through the chaos, he sensed the problem – the Dream Realm’s protective aura from the Origin World was fading.
Like iron filings to a magnet, the crumbling Dream Realm now faced absorption by the colossal Origin World. What once seemed stable now resembled a leaf boat in a Storm.
“Accelerate the plan,” Zuo Meng muttered. His Dream Realm needed ten subordinate worlds to ascend to a Celestial Realm and escape the Origin World’s pull. Currently, it only contained Yuan Wu World and Six Harmonies Realm.
He reached toward the fighting world.
Elsewhere in the void, the Daoist being who’d observed Zuo Meng stirred.
“Master, he acts again,” complained the Daoist’s disciple, frustrated by abandoned millennia-long plans.
The Daoist being ignored his pupil, studying Zuo Meng’s energy traces. “Not yet... needs confirmation...” he murmured before returning to dormancy.
Within the fighting world, none knew of these cosmic struggles. Mortals saw blue skies and starry nights, never guessing what lurked beyond their perception. Not even Fighting Emperors comprehended the truth – that their world was but a wild, unclaimed realm awaiting discovery by greater powers.
The cruel truth remained: what eyes perceive isn’t necessarily the real world. While Zuo Meng’s Dream Realm natives instinctively sensed their creator, this fighting world’s inhabitants blindly existed, vulnerable to any passing Daoist being or creator who might claim them.
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Fuwei Escort Agency.
This was the largest escort agency in the northwest, belonging to the martial Lin Family. Legend told their ancestor once became a Fighting Saint who dominated the entire northwest, hailed as the region's strongest individual. After the ancestor's death, he left behind a cultivation method called Exorcising Fighting Energy - a supreme technique capable of reaching the Fighting Saint realm. Sadly, later Lin descendants failed to grasp its essence. Now the family lacked even a Fighting Emperor guardian, their strongest member being the current family head Lin Zhenbei, merely a Fighting King.
Inside Lin residence.
An old man in apothecary robes exited a room, shaking his head at the waiting crowd.
"This old man is powerless."
Half a month earlier, family head Lin Zhenbei had attempted to break through to the Fighting Emperor realm. The failed attempt damaged his meridians, and subsequent enemy ambushes left him unconscious for over ten days. Without their patriarch, the Lin Family descended into chaos. Greedy wolves eyed their wealth, while young master Lin Dong proved too weak to suppress enemies. Even internal branches grew restless, leaving the great family plagued by internal and external crises.
"Apothecary, please try again."
Lin Dong wrung his hands. Only now did he understand past respect stemmed entirely from his father's power. Without that protection, he couldn't even safeguard his own life. Though he'd practiced the Exorcising Fighting Energy, his cultivation remained pitifully shallow - still a mere fighter, not even a master.
"Prepare the funeral."
The apothecary departed without ceremony.
These words ignited hidden ambitions. The butler feigned grief while calculation gleamed in his eyes. Lin Zhenbei's nephew Lin Kuan barely concealed his excitement - the main family's fall meant opportunities for branch families. Even the patriarch's concubines harbored secret schemes.
Night.
Lin Zhenbei awoke in a daze, his sudden clarity feeling like death's final mercy.
"Water."
His raspy voice barely carried.
"Attendants!"
No response came. Rage flickered through him - once he'd have executed such negligent servants, but now even shouting exhausted him.
"I'm not dead yet!"
Violent coughs racked his body.
The commotion stirred two dozing maids.
"Master?" one tentatively called.
"Water."
His throat burned. These maids clearly hadn't tended him properly. Why would they? The apothecary had declared him doomed. With the household in chaos, everyone sought escape routes. Even his son Lin Dong only visited briefly before rushing off to find solutions.
"He's actually awake."
Instead of fetching water, the maids exchanged meaningful glances. Cold dread gripped Lin Zhenbei - he suddenly remembered these servants were gifts from his "filial" nephew Lin Kuan.
"Fetch water now!"
He vowed to kill these traitors if he recovered.
"Master," said Dongmei, his once-favorite maid whom he'd considered making his concubine. Her former sweetness had curdled into contempt. "Why struggle? Accept your fate peacefully."
"Dongmei, let's leave."
The maids departed, abandoning him to the darkness.
“Remember to close the door? Don’t let outsiders disturb the master’s rest.”
The other maid acted more decisively, pulling Dongmei out of the room. They would never dirty their hands with murder—this world had countless powerful individuals, and there might be hidden methods to uncover clues. The safest plan was to let Lin Zhenbei die naturally. His death would clear all obstacles for Lin Kuan's rise to power. As for that useless young master, no one in Lin Manor took him seriously. He was truly worthless.
“Wretched wenches!!”
The door slammed shut.
Darkness swallowed the room.
Lin Zhenbei lay on his sickbed, gazing at the blackened ceiling. He felt his life force draining away. Unless miracles happened, he'd be dead by dawn.
Riiip!
A soft tearing sound pierced the silent darkness. Normally inaudible, it now echoed sharply through the still night. The air itself seemed to warp—darkness twisting like cloth beneath invisible fingers, stretching until it tore open. A black-robed silhouette emerged from the Black Mist.
“Death’s messenger?”
Lin Zhenbei remembered hearing such folktales in his youth, never imagining he'd meet one at life's end.
“Want to live?”
The shadow lifted its head, revealing a young woman’s face.
“Who are you?”
Despite his weakened state, the Fighting King’s instincts kicked in. This was no spirit, but flesh and blood.
“Call me A Qing. An Immortal Cultivator.”
She stood revealed—part of Ye Chen’s plan to infiltrate the Divine Dynasty using third stage powers, with Fuwei Escort Agency being mere collateral.
“Immortal Cultivator?”
Lin Zhenbei frowned at the unfamiliar title, recalling her dramatic entrance but holding his tongue.
“I can save you.”
No pleasantries, straight to business.
“Why trust you? I’ve seen Fighting Emperors—even master alchemists—fail. What can some Little Girl do?”
The dying man scoffed. Weakness hadn’t dulled his mind.
“Swallow this. Live.”
A Qing produced a faintly glowing insect from her sleeve.
“This energy...”
Lin Zhenbei’s eyes bulged. Merely the insect’s presence slowed his life’s rapid bleeding.
“Not a pill. Not fighting energy.”
“This is the Way of the Immortals.”
A Qing mimicked Ye Chen’s persuasive tone perfectly.
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Insects often served as lethal poisons, but under special circumstances they could preserve lives—like A Qing's puppet insect. Though originally meant for controlling corpses, A Qing had discovered new applications after studying the celestial texts; this insect could cheat death itself.
Life and death follow destiny, yet yin and yang bend to my will!
While incapable of truly altering fate, it could transfer injuries between bodies. This ability emerged after A Qing's breakthrough. Though she hadn't reached the third stage yet, her cultivation already surpassed ordinary people's comprehension.
"Swallow the insect, become bound to you?"
"Correct."
A Qing concealed nothing—such secrets held no meaning here.
"You may refuse."
"Do I possess that luxury?"
Under different circumstances, Lin Zhenbei would've rejected this outright. But death's shadow left him no choice.
Upon swallowing the insect, arcane energy coursed through his veins. Meridians shattered by failed cultivation attempts knitted together instantly. Viridian currents pulsed through his bloodstream as the insect embedded itself in his heart, seizing control of his life's threads.
"The Way of the Immortals?"
Moments earlier bedridden with mortal wounds, Lin Zhenbei now sat upright.
He raised his hand, sensing the erupting combat aura within. Having brushed against death's door, his battle energy shattered previous limitations, propelling him to the Fighting Emperor rank.
"Beyond mortal comprehension!"
Not only had this restored his life, but elevated his cultivation. The Fighting Emperor threshold he'd desperately failed to breach now lay conquered. When his gaze returned to A Qing, wariness flickered in Lin Zhenbei's eyes. This woman wielded powers too strange—how many such strong individuals followed her? What heights might their greatest members reach?
"This merely scratches the surface of the Immortal Path. Greater wonders await your discovery."
A Qing discerned his thoughts but cared little. Their trio now wielded formidable power. The Divine Dynasty's wanted posters posed no real threat anymore—some regions even altered the drawings to appease them, keeping the names but rendering the portraits unrecognizably abstract.
"What would you have me do?"
Lin Zhenbei marshaled his focus. This salvation carried transaction's weight, the heart-bound insect leaving no room for betrayal.
"Gather stones containing this energy."
A Qing produced a sample from her palm.
Spirit stones—energy vessels detectable only after reaching third-stage cultivation. Ye Chen had first utilized them. Through these stones, A Qing and A Mu's cultivation accelerated dramatically, their third-stage bottlenecks showing cracks. Ye Chen progressed even more alarmingly, abundant resources nudging him toward fourth-stage thresholds.
They theorized the fourth stage represented enlightened immortals—a qualitative leap enabling direct confrontation with Fighting Emperors.
"Understood."
Lin Zhenbei secured the spirit stone within his sleeve.
"Summon the insect through focused will after gathering materials. Our agents will find you." A Qing stepped backward as she finished instructing.
Darkness rippled behind her. Chamber lights warped like disturbed water, revealing energy currents Lin Zhenbei's new Fighting Emperor perception could now trace. His wariness deepened while petty schemes withered.
When shadows stilled and candlelight steadied, the mysterious woman had vanished.
"Phantom movements—this is the Immortal Path? Were my wounds unhealed, I'd deem this fevered dreaming."
Lin Zhenbei rose, seizing the water jug to gulp deeply.
"Now comes the reckoning."
Putting down the water jug, a cold glint flashed in Lin Zhenbei's eyes. He remembered every detail of being treated like a corpse during his illness, and would now settle accounts with both the butler and his scheming nephew Lin Kuan.
Creak!
Lin Zhenbei pushed the door open.
"Mas...Master?!"
The two maids Dongmei and Dongxia, who had been gossiping at the doorway, turned ghostly pale as if seeing a specter.
"Wretches!"
Without wasting breath, Lin Zhenbei raised his palm. Thick combat energy erupted, striking both maids' skulls. Their brains splattered - these servants who'd hoped to gain favor through Young Master Lin Kuan died instantly, beyond any hope of survival.
"Elder Brother! You've recovered?"
"Lord Lin!"
Hearing the noise, trusted allies quickly gathered. These were the loyal followers Lin Zhenbei had relied on to control Fuwei Escort Agency for years - the very reason Lin Kuan and the butler hadn't dared move against him openly. Their loyalty belonged solely to Lin Zhenbei; had he died, they wouldn't have cared who became family head. Wanderer Lin Dong commanded no respect from these strength-worshiping warriors.
"Assemble the clan. I have announcements."
Lin Zhenbei sneered, the aura of a Fighting Emperor bursting forth to shock everyone awake.
A Fighting Emperor!
With Lin Zhenbei's revival, Lin Family Castle sprang into motion. Guards from Fuwei Escort Agency converged, filling the hall with strong individuals.
"Uncle?"
Lin Kuan, mid-conversation in the main hall, paled upon seeing Lin Zhenbei emerge but quickly forced a delighted expression.
"You're healed! Wonderful! I was just preparing to fetch Headmaster Yu from Qingchen Mountain to examine your injuries."
"Begone."
Lin Zhenbei coldly scanned his nephew - already marked for death, but first came purging external threats. Lin Kuan froze, realizing his schemes had been exposed.
"Uncle, don't believe lies! The butler framed me without proof—"
Bang!
As a newly ascended Fighting Emperor, Lin Zhenbei needed no excuses. Originally planning to eliminate external enemies first, he lost patience with the babbling. His palm strike reduced the scheming nephew to blood mist with brutal efficiency.
"Proof? This isn't a courtroom!"
After casually crushing his nephew, Lin Zhenbei turned his gaze elsewhere.
Spotting this, the butler smashed through a window to flee.
"You think to escape after betraying Lin Zhenbei?"
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Lin Zhenbei's body became a crimson blur as the Exorcising Fighting Energy of the Fighting Emperor level erupted with terrifying force. The butler, mid-air, was slashed by a red flash. To onlookers, it seemed like a single strike, yet when his corpse hit the ground, it crumbled into minced flesh—Lin Zhenbei had unleashed over thirty strikes in that instant.
Exorcising Fighting Energy: renowned for its speed!
After eliminating the two greatest traitors, Lin Zhenbei descended above Lin Family Castle and shouted toward a distant hill:
“Headmaster Yu, skulking in shadows isn’t befitting a sect leader.”
“Truly, the Exorcising Fighting Energy is unnatural,” came the reply.
A middle-aged man in a blue Daoist robe emerged on the hill, wariness flashing in his eyes as he gazed up at Lin Zhenbei. He’d hoped to exploit the chaos in Lin Family Castle but hadn’t anticipated Lin Zhenbei’s swift recovery. Now, instead of gaining an advantage, he’d drawn unwanted attention.
“Since you’ve traveled so far, Headmaster Yu, why not join me?”
Lin Zhenbei lunged forward. The Daoist hastily drew his Long Sword, brown Fighting Energy—slightly weaker than Lin Zhenbei’s—coiling around the blade. To those watching, two colossal energies clashed, shaking the northwest. A Fighting Emperor could hold court rank even in the Divine Dynasty, let alone dominate this barren frontier.
“Father’s recovered?!”
Lin Dong, once despairing, trembled with hope. Days of humiliation had taught him his helplessness without his father’s influence—a laughingstock, powerless. He swore to train relentlessly once this crisis passed.
By dusk, the conflict ended. The Half-Step Fighting Emperor Headmaster of Qingchen Mountain lay dead, and every traitor within Lin Family Castle had been purged. Lin Zhenbei, master of the Fuwei Escort Agency, reaffirmed his iron grip over the northwest.
After quelling the rebellion, Lin Zhenbei retreated into Closed Door Meditation to stabilize his cultivation. He entrusted all affairs to Lin Dong, now a changed man. No longer the wastrel, Lin Dong managed duties diligently and trained with fervor—finally giving his father a flicker of pride.
Beyond the Realm
Zuo Meng watched events unfold until the final ripple settled.
“Still silent?”
This world, shaped by the Nameless Heavenly Dao for millennia, would soon be absorbed into its “Dao” unless Zuo Meng intervened. Over ninety-nine percent of its inhabitants lived fates scripted from birth—every encounter, every morsel, every breath timed until death. Zuo Meng’s meddling had introduced variables. Ye Chen, plucked from beyond the scripted masses, was meant to die in a feud, his soul entering the cycle of destiny. By altering Ye Chen’s path and seeding a new cultivation system, Zuo Meng waged a war of Daos, yet his rival remained eerily quiet.
“Does losing a regional protagonist matter so little?”
Zuo Meng studied Lin Dong, now training obsessively. Originally, Lin Zhenbei’s failed breakthrough would’ve left him a forgotten corpse. Lin Family Castle would’ve fallen, Lin Dong alone escaping to later master the Exorcising Fighting Energy and return for vengeance. Lin Dong was meant to be the Heavenly Dao’s pawn, steering the region’s fate. By saving Lin Zhenbei, Zuo Meng had rerouted destiny itself.
“Time to seek out this Heavenly Dao.”
Such blatant surrender hinted at deeper schemes. After securing his gains, Zuo Meng resolved to confront the Dao’s architect.
Northwest – Great Snow Mountain
Once a tribal holy site, the mountain now bore a new name: Western Kunlun, claimed by Ye Chen and his comrades.
Western Kunlun was something Ye Chen had comprehended from the Wordless Heavenly Book. This divine tome, true to its name, held no written characters yet contained everything within. With sufficient insight, one could even grasp an entire world from its pages—a title worthy of being called a Heavenly Book.
“It’s freezing up here.”
A Mu remained the same as ever, now clad in a dark blue fish-scale uniform resembling an official of the Divine Dynasty.
“The spiritual energy on this mountain is purer. It’ll greatly aid our cultivation.”
Ye Chen stood amid the howling snow, his white robe blending into the storm. His gaze swept across the mountain, piercing the blizzard to observe the villagers kneeling in worship below. To his eyes, each villager emitted a faint thread of faith, all converging at the peak of Great Snow Mountain to create an environment unmatched elsewhere.
“Their devotion also helps me comprehend the Heavenly Book.”
“What level have you reached with it?” A Mu blurted.
Initially, he and A Qing could still grasp Ye Chen’s progress. But after Ye Chen advanced to the third stage, the gap widened. Now, even after his own recent breakthrough to the third stage, A Mu found Ye Chen’s depth unfathomable.
“Still the third stage, but further along than you or A Qing.”
“I sense the fourth stage will bring a qualitative transformation.”
Ye Chen lowered his gaze.
“A Qing should return soon. Once she does, stay and focus on reaching the third stage. We’ll need strength—the Divine Dynasty’s true strong individuals may come next. Fighting Sovereigns, Fighting Saints... perhaps even their hidden Fighting Emperor.”
This was a clash of systems. Ye Chen’s path diverged entirely from the Divine Dynasty’s, making conflict inevitable. Neither he nor their Fighting Emperor would bow to the other.
From beyond this realm, the final clash mirrored the struggle between Zuo Meng and the Nameless Heavenly Dao. Ye Chen was Zuo Meng’s piece; the Fighting Emperor, the Dao’s pawn.
Two opposing paths.
Victory hinged on the players’ resolve.
——————
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